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For the life of Parnell, the world is obliged to Goldfmithy’ a biographer worthy of his virtue and 
his genius. It is much to be regretted, that fo matterly & writer had not the means of being more 
completely informed, Goldfmith not only did not know him himfelf, but was “ obliged to take his 
chara@er from fuch as knew but little of him, or who perhaps could have given very little informas 
tion if they had known more.” 

The faéte ftated in the prefent account of Parnell, are principally taken from Gold{mith, whofe 
narrative is written with an activity of refearch, that leaves little to be fupplied, and an agreeable 
manner of communication, that approaches fo near perfeétion, as to preclude the moft diftant hope 
of improvement, 

“ The life of Parnell is a tafe,” fays Dr. Johnfon, * which I thould very willingly decline, 
fince it has been lately written by Goldfmith, a man of fuch variety of powers, and fuch felicity 
of performance, that he always feemed to do beft, that which he was Going ; a man who had the 
art of being minute without tedioufnefs, and general without confufion ; whofe language was co-. 
pious without exuberance, exact witheut conftraint, and eafy without weaknefs. What fuch an an. 
thor has told, who would tell again ?”” 

Thomas Parne!] was defcended ftom an ancient family, that had for forme centuries been fettled 

_at Congleton, in Chefhire. His father, Thor , who had been attached to the Common. 

WR pereyrepeerCMe-KGTGEMIOU- WER co vo ncland where he purchafed an eftate, which, 
his lands in Chefhire, defcended to the poet, who was his eldeft fon, and fill remain in the 
family. 

He was born in Dublin, in 1679, and received the firit rudiments of his education at the fchool of 
Dr. Jones, in that city. : 

When he was only thirteen years old, he was admitted a member of Trinity College, Dublin, 
which may be confidered as a prefumption, that he.had made Sreat progrefs in learning at a very 
early age ; for young men, propofed to be entered at that Univerfity, are expected to be well ace 
qnainted with the Latin, and to have attained fome proficiency in the Greek. 

“ His progrefs,” fays Goldimith, “ through the College courfe of ftudy was probably marked 
with but little Splendor ; his imagination might have been too warm to relifh the cold logic of Bor. 
gerdicius, or the dreary fubtletics of Smiglefius; but it is certain, that asa claflical fcholar, few could 
equal him. His own compofitions thew this, and the deference which the mo eminent men of his 
time paid him upon that head, put it beyond a doube.”” 

He was admitted to the degree of Mafter of Arts, July 9. 1700, and was the fame year ordained 
a deacon by Dr. King, Bithop of Derry, having obtained a difpenfation from the Primate, as being 
under the canonical age. 

About three years afterwards, he was made a prieft by Dr. King, then Archbifbop of Dublin, and 
in 1705, Dr. St. George Athe, Bithop of Clogher, conferred on him the Archdeaconry of Clog 

jeer. 





About the fame time, he married Mifs Anne Minchin, a young lady of great merit and beauty, 
Spon whom he wrots the fong beginning, My days Lave bese fo wand vous free, 
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Hits firft excurfiens to England began about the year x 706, where his company was defired, and! 
hie friendthip was fought by perfons of every rank and party, even before he made any figue in 
the literary world. 

He had been bred a Whig, and for fome time adhered to that party; but afterwards attached. 
himfelf to the Tories. Private affection and friendthip, have often a very powerful influence on polie 
tical prin iples. Men of vigorous underftandings, and of upright intentions, frequently approve of 
‘neafures and fyftems, merely becaufe they are emtbraced or fupported by men whom they Jove and ° 
efteem, 

He was the intimate friend of Pope, Gay, Arbuthnot, and Swift, and was probably induced te 
join the Tories by the perfuafions and argaments of the latter; who, after he had joined that party 
himfelf, was very eager to make converts of other inen of genias, 

Ie is certain, whatever was the caufe, that, at the difmiffion of the Whig Miniftry, in the end 
of Queen Anne's reign, he changed his Party, not without much cenfure from thofe whom he de= 

ferted, and was received, by the new Miniftry, as a valuable reinforcement. 

Swift introduced him to Harley, whom he had before highly prepoffeffed in his favour, When 
Harley was told, that Parnell waited among the crowd in an outer-room, he went, by the per- 
fuafion of Swift, with his Treafurer’s Raff in his hand, to bid him welcome; and admitted him Ce 
favourite companion of his convivial hours. Pope compliments Harley an the delicacy of bis choicg._ 
of intimate friends, and mentions Parnell among the number. . 

For him, thou oft haft bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the ftatefman in the friend ; 
For Swift and him, defpis'd the farce of fate, 
‘The fober follics of the wife and great ; 
Dext’rous, the craving, fawning fool to quit, 
And pleas’d to "f{cape from flattery to wit. 

His companionable talents, and claflical erudition, procured him admiffion into the fociety, called 
the Seriblerus Club, formed by Pope, Gay, Arbuthnot, Swift, and Jervas. It is probable, the club 
began with Parnell; for'it is not mentioned, during his intimacy with Addifon, Steele, and Con- 
Breve, previous to his connegtion with the Tory Miniftry, How long it lafted is not exadtly afcer- 
tained. “Few focicties have been productive of a greater variety of frolics and whimfical conceits, 
They wrote many things in conjunction; and, according to Goldfmith, Gay ufvally was amanuenfis. 
OF thofe joint produétions, in which Parnell had a principal fhare, the Origin of the Sciences from the 
“Monkies in Ethiopia is particularly mentioned. ea: 

The connection between thefe wits advanced the fame and intereft of them all. They fubmit- 
ted their produ@ions to the review of each other, and readily adopted alterations, didtated by 
tafte and judgment, unmixed with envy or any finifter motive. With thofe friends Parnell conti- 
ued intimately conneéted during his life. Every year, as foon as he had colleed the rents of his 
eftate, and the revenue of his beneficcs, he came over to England, and {pent fome months. He lived 
in an elegant ftyle, when he was in the world, and rather impaired than improved his eftate. ; 

Pope was particularly fond of Parne!l’s company, and feems to have been under feveral literary 
rekligations to him, for his aflitance in the tranilation of Homer. 

“ My bufinefs,” fays he, ‘ depends entirely upon you. The moment I loft you, Euftathins, with 
nine thoufand contractions of the Greck character, arofe to view ! Spedanus, with all his auxiliaries, 
in number a thoufand pages, (value three fhillings) and Dacier’s three volumes, Barnes’s two, Val- 
téries three, Cuperus, half in Greek, Leo Allatius, three parts in Greek, Scaliger, Macrobius, 
and (worle than them ali) Aulus Gellius! All thefe rufhed upon my foul at once, and whelmed 
me under a fit of the headach, Dear Sir, not only as you are a friend anda good natured man, 
but as you are a Chriftian and a divine. come back fpeedily, and prevent the increafe of my fins; 
for‘at the rate [have begun to rave, 1 thall not only damn all poets and commentators who hare 
gone before, but be damned myfelf by all who come after me. In hort, come down forthwith, 
or givl me good rcafons for delaying, though but for a day or two, by the next poft. HI find 
ithem juft, [ will come up to you, thouzh you know how precious my time isat prefent; my houxs 
Were never worth fo mach money before,” 
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* Gay was obliged to Parnell on another account ; for, being always poor, he was not above receiv~ 
ing frpfa him the copy-money which he got for his writings. : 

“ Your Zoilus," fays Pope, “ really tranfcends the expeétation I had conceived of it. ¥ have put 
it into the ptefs, beginning with the poem Batrachom, Inform me upon what terms Lam to deal 
with the bookfeller, and whether you defign the copy-money for Gay, as you formerly talked. ¥ 
fcarce fee any thing to be altered in the whole piece. In the poem you fent, I wili take the li- 
Derty you allow me. The tory of Pandora, and the Eclogue upon Health, are the moft beautiful things 
lever read.” - 

The Life of Memer, prefixed to the tranflation of the Hiad, was written by Parnell, and corre@ed. 
by Pope; wfid he affures us, the correction was not effected without great labour. “ It is Gill 
ftiff,” fays he, “ and was written ftill Miffer; as it is, I verily think, it coft me more pains:in the 
correcting than the writing would have done.” In one of his letters to Parnell, he treats the 
Life of Homer with much greater refpe. “ ff T were to tell you,” fays he, “ the thing 1 with, 
above all things, it is to fee you again; the next is to fee your treatife of Zoilus, with the Batra. 
obomuomachia, and the Pervigilium Veneris, both which poems are mafter-pieces in their feveral kinds, 
and [ queftion not, the profe is as excellent in its fort as the E/fuy on Homer.” 2 : 

Pope, in this inftance, is almoft inexcufable ; as what"he feems to condemn in one place, he very 
much applauds in another, What he fays in both places may very eafily be reconciled to truth; for 
every thing of Parnell’s, that has appeared in profe, is written in a very awkward inelegant man- 
ner; but who can defend his candour and his Gncerity ? i 

It would be hard, however, to fuppofe, that there was no real friendfhip between thefe’ great 
men. The benevolence of Parnell’s difpofition remains unimpeached, and’ Pope, though fubje@ to 
flarts of paffion and envy, yet never miffed an occafion of being ferviceable to him. When he had 
a mifcellany to publith, he applied to Parnell for poetical affiftance, and the latter as implicitly fub« 
mitted to him for corredtion, - 

Parnell feems to have been one of thofe poets who take delight in writing. He was one of the’ 
eontributors to the Speéfator and Guardian,and probably publifhed more than he owned, and certainly 
wrote more than he publifhed. Zi 

As he expeéted very reafonably to rife to high preferment in the Church, he applicd himfelf 
to preaching, and difplayed his elocution with great applaufe in the pulpits of London; but the 
Queen's death-putting mr enews Mir expectations, he abated in his diligence. 

Amidft his cxpectations, he had the affli@tion to lofe his wife, by whom he had two fons whe 
dicd young, and a daughter, who, was living in 1770. Swift, in his “ Journal to Stella,” Ang, 24. 
1712, fays,“ I am heartily forry for poor Mrs. Parnell’s death; fhe feemed to be an excellent - 
good-natured young woman, and 1 believe the poor lad is much afflicted ; they appeared to live ~ 
perfectly well together.” This event is fuppofed to have made an indclible impreffion on his fpi- 
rita, and Pope reprefents him as falling from that time into intemperance of wine. 

He was now to derive every future addition to his preferments from his perfonal intereft with 
his private friends, He was warmly recommended by Swift to Archbithop King, who gave him a 
prebend in 1743, and the vicarage of Finglsfs, in the diocefe of Dublin, worth 4001. a year, May 
31.1716. His gratitude is beautifully expreffed in an encomiattic poem on Swift's birth day, 1719 

« Such notice from fuch a man,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ inclines me to believe, that the vice of 
which he has heen accufed was not grofs or notorious.” 

During the two or three laft years of his life, he was more fond of company than ever, and could 
fearce bear to be alone. ‘The death of his wife was a lofs to him, that he was unable to fupport 
or recover, “ From that time,” fays Geldfmith, “ he could never venture to court the mufe in 

* folitude, where he was fure to find the image of her who firft inspired his attempts. He began, 
therefore, to throw himfelf into every company, and to feck {rom wine, if not relief, at Jeaft infen- 
fibility. “Thofe helps, that ferrow firft called in for afliance, habit foon rendered neceflary, and 
he died before his fortieth year, in fome meafure, a martyr to conjugal fidelity.” 

Flis end, whatever was the canfe, was © 
than ayear, The whol of his poetical c: 





wapproaching. He enjoyed his preferment littie more 
nce was sot of more than ten years continuance, In 
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this fhort fpace, he attained a fhare of fame, equal to what moft of his contemporaries were a long lifé 
in acquiring. He died at Chefter, on his way to Ireland, in July 1717, in the 38thyear of his age, 
and was buried in Trinity Church in that city, without any monument to mark the place of his in. 
terment, 

As he died without male iffue, his eftate devolved to his only nephew, Sir John Parnell, Bart, 
whofe father was younger brothcr to the Archdeacon, and one of the juftices of the King’s Bench isp 
Ireland. 7 

He left many compofitions behind him, of which Pope fele&ed thofe which he thought beft, and 
publifhed them in one volume 8vo., 1721, with a dedication to the Earl of Oxford. A pofthumous 
volume was printed at Dublin, in 17:8. And both thefe volumes united, with feveral additional 
Poems, collected by Mr. Nichols, were printed in the colletion of the “ Englith Poets,” i779 and 
1790. : 

Parnell was a man of very great benevolence, and of very agreeable manners. His converfation 
is faid to have been extremely pleafing, but in what its peculiar excelience confilted, is now unknown. 
His connections were catenfive, and his friends numerous and respectable. He was intiinately ac. 
quainted with Addifon, Steele and Congreve, and with Pope, Swift and Arbuthnot. Joined by 
kindred talents, and qualities, he loved, eflteemed, and revered his friends ; and was by them loved, 
cfleemed, and revered. He was refpested by the werld as a man of fuperior endowments. To 
talents, learning, and virtue were joined an ample eftate, and confiderable preferments in the 
church. Though not a very great ceconomift, he was by no nicans fo profufe, as to have mate- 
sially reduced his fortune. Gold{mith fays, “ he was the moft capable man in the world to make 
the happinefs of thofe he converfed with, and the leaft able to fecure his own, He wanted that 
evennefs of difpofition, which bears difappointment with phlegm, and joy with indifference. He 
‘was ever very much elated or depreffed, and his whole life Spent in agony or rapture. But the tur. 
bulence of thefe pafftons only affected himfelf, and never thofe abuut him; he knew the ridicule of 
his own charaéter, and very effectually raifed the mirth of his companions, as. well at his vexa- 
tions as at his triumphs. Indeed he took cate, that his friends fhould fee him to the be@ advans 
tage ; for when he found his fits of fpleen and vneatinefs, which fometimes lafted for weeks toges 
ther, he returned, with all expedition, to the remote parts of Ireland, and then made out a gloomy 
kind of fatisfa@tion, in giving hideous defcriptions of the fulitade to which he retired. Scarce a bog 
in his neighbourhood was lelt without reproach, and fearce a mountain reared its bead unfung.”’ 7 

“ T have been once witnels," {ays Pope in one of his letters to him, * of fome, I hope all your. 
fplenetic hours ; come and be a comforter to me in mine,” In anfwer to one of his dreary defcrip. 
tions, he fays, “1 can eafily image to my thoughts, the folitary hours of your eremetical life in the 
monntains, from fomething parallel to it in my own retirement at Binfield ;” and in another place, 
“ We are both miferable enough fituated, God knows; but of the two evils, I think the folitudes of 
the fouth are to be preferred to the deferts of the weft.” In this manner, Pope anfwered him in the 
tone of his own complaints, and thefe defcriptions of his imaginary diftreffes ferved to relieve him- 
feif, yet they were not fo eafily endured by the gentlemen of the neighbourhood, who did not care 
to confefs themfelves his fellow fufferers, He received many mortifications on that account among 
them; fur being naturally fond of company, he could not endure to be without even theirs, which, 
however, among his Englith friends, he affedted to delpife. His condu@, in this particolar, was 
rather fplendid than wide ; he had eisher loft the art to engage, or did not employ his {kill in fecur- 
ing thofe more permanent, though more humble connections; and facrificed, for a month yr two, 





in England, a whole year’s happinels by his country firefide, : 
‘The profe writings of Parnell, are his papers in the SpeCutor and Guardian, Effay on Homer, Life of 

Zrilus, and Remarks of Zsilus, in general they difcover no very great degree of force or compre- 

henfivenefs cf mind; but they teem with imagination, and fhow preat karning, good fenfe, and 

knowledge of mankind. The Zife of Zoilur was written at the requeft of his friends, and defigned 

asa fatire again? Cheobald and Dennis, with whom his club had been long at variance. 

Gonfidered as a poct, Pains} is not diftinguified for Rrength of intelle@ or fertility of invention, 

x 
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Hic tafte wag-delicate, and refined by a careful perufal of the ancient claffics. His admiration of 
of fine writing, led to an imitation fo clofe, as often to preclude originality, There ia 
jovelty in the thoughts, the imagery, or the fentiments of Parnell, But the thoughts are 
¢ images, though not great, are beautiful, well felected,and happily applied; the fentiments, 
though not bold or impaffioned, are natural and agreeable. The mora! tendency is excellent, the 
‘veffification is fweet and harmonious, and the language pure, proper, and correét. 
fo. The Rife of Woman was one of his earlieft productions, It is a very fine illuftration of a hint from. 
“efed. The Anacreontic, When fpring comes on with frefo delight, is taken from the French, but fue 
perior to the original. The imagery is beautiful, and the fentiments natural and pleafing. Gay 
Bacchus, &c. is a tranflation from Augurellus ; but the latter part is purely Parnell’s, The Fairy Tale 
is inconteftibly one of the fineft pieces in any language. Perhaps none of his performances dilcover 
more genius, Wit and virtue, without beauty, becoming amiable in the eyes of a miftrefs, in 
preference to beauty without wit and virtue, is finely defcribed. The old diale& is not per- 
feétly well preferved; but that is a very flight defect where all the reft is fo excellent. The 
Pervigilium Veneris, afcribed to Catullus, is very well tranflated. It is replete with natural and 
impaffioned defcription, and the verfification is eafy, lowing, and harmonious. In general, all Par~ 
nell’s tranflations are excellent. Goldfmith has very properly remarked, that in the Battle of 
the Frogs and Mice, the Greck names have not in Englith their original effect. The Epifle te 
Pope is one of the fineft compliments that was ever paid to any poct. The praife is high, but dif- 
criminative and appropriate. That part of it where he deplores his being far from wit and learn- 
ing, as being far from Pope, gave particular offence to his friends at home. The panegyric on 
~~ Swift is not exceeded by it in difcrimination of character, feledtion of imagery, and felicity of ex- 
preffion, 

The Bookworm isa tranflation from Beza, with modern applications. The tranflation of the 
defeription of Belinda at her toilet in the Rape of the Lock, into monkith verfe, thows what a mafter 
Parnell was of the Latin language. ‘Ihe Eclogue on Heulth is fimple and beautiful. The Elegy on an 
Old Beauty has little point or novelty. The Allegory on Men shows a vigour of genius, and com. 
Preflion of thought, fuperior to what appears in moft of Parnell’s pieces, The Hymn to Contenta 
ment, Dr. Johnfon fufpe&s to have been borrowed from Cleveland. The Night Piece on Death 
deferves every praife. It is indirectly preferred by Goldimith to Gray’s “ Elegy ;” but, in Dr. 
John{on’s opinion, Gray has the advantage in dignity, variety, and originality of fentiment. The 
fabulous’ cHaracters-in-the Elyum are finely defcribed, and the numbers are exquifitely harmoni- 
ous, The ZHermit is the moft popular of his performances. The object of the poem de- 
ferves high praife for its piety and conducivenefs to human happinefs. It is coufpicuous for 
beautiful defcriptive narration. The meeting with 2 companion, and the houfes in which they are 
fucceflively entertained, of the vain man, the-covetous man, and the good man, are pieces of very 
fine painting. It may be doubted whether the means employed for correéting the two firft cha- 
taders were altogether adequate to the purpofe intended. It is not probable that a vain maa 
would abftain from a cuftomary gratification of his vanity merely for the lofs of an inftrument of 
it, to a man of his weaith fo eafily {upplied. Habitual avarice is not ufually removed by unexpected 
acquifitions. The general doétrine inculcated by the Hermit’s companion is founded in the bet 
philofophy, The ftory is in Howell's Letters and More's Dialrgues; and Gold{mith {uppoles it to- 
have been originally Aratian. Among bis pofthumous pieces, the Effay on ibe different Styles f 
Poetry, and the Vifion of Piety, have fome paffages which deferve commendation, Few of the 
Scripture Pieces require particular criticifm; and fome of them have been made public with very 
Tittle credit to his reputation, : 

“ Parnell appears to me,” fays Goldfmith, “to be the laft of that great fchool that had 
modelled itfelf upon the ancients, and taught Englifh poetry to refemble what the generality of 
mankind have allowed to excel. A ftudious and correct obferver of antiquity, he fet himfelf to 
confider nature with the light it lent him; and he found that the more aid he borrowed from the 
ene, the more delightfully he refembled the other. Parneil is ever happy in the feleGion of hig 
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images, and fingularly careful in the choice of his fubjeAs,, His poetical language is not lefs core 
red than his fubje@ts are pleafing. Fle has confidered the language of poetry as the language of 
life, and conveys the warmeft thoughts in the fimpleft expreffions.”” 
“ The general charvter of Parnell,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ is, not great extent of compechenfion, 
or fertility of mind ; of the little shat appears, ftill lefs is his own. His praife muft be derived from 
the eafy fweetnefs of his diction; in bis verfes there is more happinefs than pains ; he is fprightl, 
without cffort, and always delights though he never ravithes; every thing is proper, yet 
thing feems cafual. if there is fome appearance of elaboration in the Hermit, the narrative, as it is 
lefs airy, is lefs pleafing. Of his other compofitions, it is impoffible co fay whether they are the 
productions of nature fo excellent as not to want the help of art, or of art fo refined as te refemble 


Mature. 
« his criticifim relates only to the pieces publithed by Pope. Of the large appendages which 


J found in the laft edition, I cangonly fay ] know not whence they came, por have ever inquired, 
whither they are going. They Tha vpon the faith of the compilers." 























HESIOD: OR, THE RISE OF WOMAN. 


From that embrace a fine complexion fpread; 
Where mingled whitenefs glow’d with fofter red; 
‘Then in a kifs the breath’d her various arts, 
Of trifling prettily with wounded hearts; 
A mind for love, but fill a changing mind; 
"The lifp affedted, and the glance defizn’d; 
The Tweet confufing bioth, the fecret wink, 
The gentle (wimming walk, the courtcous fink 5” 
The ftare for ftrangenefs fit, for {corn the frowns 
For decent yielding, looks decliving down ; 
"The pradtis'd fanguith, where well feign'd defire 
Would own its melting in a mutual fire; 
Gay {miles to comfort; April fhowers to moves 
And all the nature, all the art of love. 
Gold fcepter’d Juno next exalts the fair; 
Her totich endows her with imperious air, 
Self-valuing fancy, highly-crefted pride, 
Strong fovereign will, and fome defire to chides 
For which, an eloquence, that aims to vex, 
With native tropes of anger, arms the fex. 
Minerva, fkilfel goddef:, train’d the maid 
To twirle the fpindle by the twilting thread ; 
To fix the loom, inftruct the reeds to part, 
Crofs the long weft, and clofe the web with art, 
An ufeful gift; but what profufe expence, ‘ 
What world of fathions, took its rife from hence! 
Young Hermes next, a clofe contriving god, 
Her brows encircled, with his ferpent rod 
‘Then plots and fair exeufes fill’d her brain, - 
The views of breaking amorous vows for gaing 
The price of favourg; the defigning arts 
Phat aim at riches in contempt of hearts; 
‘And, for a comfort in the marriage life, 
The little pilfering temper of a wife. 
Full on the fair his beams Apollo Aung, 
And fond perfuafion tipp’d her eafy tongues 
He gave her words, where oily dattery lays 
The pleafing colours of the art of praile 5 
| And wit, to fcandat exquifitcely prone, 
Which frets another’s {pleen to cure its own. 
Thole facred virgins whom the bards revere, 
Tun'd all her voice, and fhed a fweetneds there, 


Wraar ancient times (thofe times we fancy wife) | 
ave leftton long record of woman’s rife, 
ayhat morals teach it, and what fables hide, 
ssvayyhat author wrote it, how that autho- dy'd, 
All thefe [ fing. In Greece they fram’d the tale 
In Greece."twas t! ought a woman might be frail); 
‘Ye modern beauties! where the poet drew 
His (oftelt pencil. think he dreamt of you} 
‘And, warn’d by him, ye wanton pens beware 
How heav'n’s concern’d to vindicate the fair. 
The cafe was Hefiod’s; he the fable writ ; 
Some think with meaning, fome with idle wit: 
Perhazs ‘tis either, as the ladies pleafe; 
{wate the conteff, and commence the lays. 
In days of yore (no matter where or when, 
*T wad ere eventionforstm'd with men) 
That one Prometheus, fprung of heavenly birth, 
(Our author's fong can witnefs) liv'd on earth: 
He carv’d the turf to mold a manly frame, 
‘And ftole from Jove his animating flame. 
‘The fly contrivanee o’er Olympus ran, 
‘When thus the monarch of the ftars began: 
© vere'd in arte’ whofe daring thoughts afpire, 
To kindle clay with never-dying fire! 
Enjoy thy glory paft, that gift was thine; 
‘The next thy creature meets, be fairly minc : 
‘And fuch a gift, a vengeance fo defign’d, 
‘As fuits the counfel of a god to find; 
A pleafing hofom-cheat, a fpecious ill, 
Which fele the cuxfe, yet covets {till to feel. 
He faid, and Vulcan ftrait the Sire commands, 
To temper mortar with atherial hands; 
In fach a fhape to mold a rifing fair, 
‘As virgin goddeffes are proud to wears 
To make her eyes with diamond-water fhine, 
And form her organs for a voice divine. 
>was thus the Sire ordain’d; the power obey’ds 
And work’d.and wonder’d at the work he made; 
The fairett, fofteh, fweeteft frame beneath, 
Now made to feem, now more than feem to breathe. 
‘As Valean ends, the cheerful queen of charms 
Clafp’d the new-panting creature in her arms; 
Vou, VIL 
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To make her fenfe with double charms abound, 
Or make her lively nenfenfe pleafe by {nind, 

To drefs the maid the decent graces brought 
A robe in all the dies of beauty wrought, 

And plac’d gheir boxcs o'er a rich brocade 
Where pidur’d loves on every cover play'ds 
‘Then fpread thofe implements that Vulcan’s art 
Had fram'd to merit Cytherea’s heart : 

The wire to curl, the clofe indented comb 

To call the locks, that lightly wander, home; 
And chief, the mirror, where the ravifh’d maid 
Boholds and‘loves her own refle@ed thade. 

Fair Flora lent her flores; the purpled heurs 
Confin'd her treffes with a wreath of flowers; 
Within the wreath arofe a radiant crown 5 
A veil pellucid hung depending down ; 

Back roll’d her azure veil with ferpent fold, 
‘The purfled border deck’d the four with gold, 
Her robe (which clofely by the girdle brac’d 
Reveal’d the beauties of a flender wait) 
Flow'd to the feet, to copy Venus’ air, 

‘When Venus’ flatues have a robe to wear. 

The new-fprung creature, finith’d thus for harms, 
Adjuds her habit, pradtifes her charms, 

With bluthes glows, or thines with lively fmiles, 
Gonfirms her will, or recolleéts her wiles : 
Then, confeious of her worth, with eafy pace 
Glides by the glas, and turning views her face. 

A finer flax than what they wrought before, 
Through time’s deep cave, the fifter fates explore, 
‘Then fix the loom, their fingers nimbly weave, 

* And thus their toil prophetic fongs deceive, 

Flow from the rock, my flax! and {wiftly flow, 

Purlue thy eheead; the fpindle runs below. 
& creature fond and changing, fair and vain, 
‘The creature woman, rifes now to reign, 
Now beauty blooms, a beauty form’d to fly; 
‘New love begins, a love produc’d ta die; 

’ New: parts diftrefs the troubled fcenes of life, 
The fondling miftrefs, and the ruling wife. 

Men born to labour, all with pains provide; 
‘Woinen have time to facrifice to pride : 

They want the care of man, their want they know, 
And drefs to pleafe with heart-alluring thaw ; , 
“The fhow prevailing, fur the {way contend, 

And make a fervant where they meet a friend. 

Thus in a thoufand wax-erccted forts 
A loitering race the painful bee fupports; 

From fin to fun, from bank to bank he ilies, 

‘With honey loads his bag, wich wax bis thighs 5 

Fly where he will, at home the race remain, 

Prune the filk drefs, and murmuring cat the 
gain. 

Yet here and there we grant a gentle bride, 
‘Whofe temper betters by the father's fide ; 

‘Unlike the reft that double human care, 
Fond to relieve, cr refolute to fhare : 

Happy the man whom thug his flars advance! 
“Phe curfe is general, but the bleffing chance. 

"Phus fung the filters, while the gods admire 
‘Their beauteous creature, made for map in ire; 
‘The young Pandora fhe, whom all contend 
‘To make too perfect not to gain her end: 

"Then bid the winds, that fiy to breathe the fpiing, | 














; Return to bear her on a gentle wing; iV 
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With wafting airs the winds obfequious blow, 
And land the thining vengeance fafe belaw. 
A golden coffer in her hand the bore, 
‘The prefent tredchefous, but the bearer more: 
” was fragght wilt pangs; for Jove ordain’d above, 
‘That gofd thoul aid .2nd pangs attend on love. 
Her gay defcent the man perceiv’d afar, 
Wondering he ran to catch the falling ftar 
But fo furpsis’d, as nore but he can tell, 
Who lov'd fo quickly, and who lav’d fo well. 
O’er alf is veins che wandering paffion burns, 
He calls her nymph, and every nymph by turns; 
Her form to lovely Venus he prefers, 
Or {wears that Venus’ mutt be fuch as hers. 
She, proud to rule, yer ftrangely fram’d to teaze, 
Neglects his offers while her airs the plays, 
Shoots fcornful glances from the bended fr own, 
In briffe diforder trips it up and down ; 
‘Then hums a carclefs tune to lay the form, 
Anu fits, and bluthes, fmiles, and yields, in form. 
“Now take what Jove defign’d, the foltly 
cry'd, 
“ This box thy portion, and myfelf the bride.” 
Fir'd with the profpedt of the double charms, 
He fuatch’d the box, and bride, with eager arms, 
Unhappy man! co whom fo bright the fhone, 
The fatal gift, her tempting felf, unknown! 
The winds were filent, all the waves afleep, 
And heaven was ttac’d upon the flatecring deep + 
But, whilft he looks unmindful of a ftorm, 
And thinks the water wears 2 ftahle form, 
What dreadful din around his ears {hall rife ! 
What frowns confufe his picture of the fkies! 
At fielt the creature man was fram’d alone, 
Lord of himfelf, and all the world his own. 
For him the nymphs in green forfook the woods, 
For him che nymphs in blue forfook the floods ; 
In vain the fatyrs rage, the tritons fave, 
They bore him herces in the fecret cave, 
No care dettroy'd, fo fick diforder prey'd, 
No bending age his fprightly form decay'd,. 
No wars were known, no females heard to rage, 
Aind, pocts tell us, 't was a golden age. 
When woman came, thofe ills the box confin’d 


| Burft furious out, and poifon'd all the wind, 


From peint to point, from pole to pole they flew, 
‘ad as they went, and in the progrefs grew : 
The nymphs regretting left the mortal race, 
And altering nature wore a fickly face: 

New terms cf folly rofe, new ftates of are; 
plagues, to fuffer, and to pleafe, the fair! 
days of whining, and of wild intrigues, 
Comniznce’d, or finifh’d, with the breach of leagues; 
‘The mean deSgns of well-diffembled love ; 

The fordid matches never join’d above ; 

Abroad the labour, and at home the noife, 
(Man’s double fuflerings for domeftic joys) 

‘The curfe of jealouty ; expence and fkrife ; 
Divorce, the public brand of thameful life 3 

‘The rival’s fword ; the qualm that takes the fair ; 
Difdain for paffion, paffion in defpair— 

“Phefe, and a thoufand yet unnam’d, we find; 

Ah fear the thonfand yet unnam’d bebind ! 

aus tuueful Hefiod fung, 

sed, and the valley rung, 
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The facred groves a fix'd atterition fow, 
The cryital Helicon forbore to flow, - 
The fey grew bright, and (if his verfe be trae) 
The. mules came to give the laurel too. 

“mur what avail'd the verdant prize of wit, 
If love fwore vengeance for the tales he writ? 
Ye fair offended, hear your friend relate 

_ ‘What heavy judgment prov'd the writer’s fate, 
Though when it happen’d no relation clears, 
*Tis thought in five, or five and twenty years. 

‘Where, dark and filent, with a twifted thade 
‘The neighbouring woods a native arbour made, 
There oft a tender pair, for amorous p'ay 
Retiring, toy’d the ravifh’d hours away; 
A Locrian youth, the gentle ‘Troilus he, 
‘A faic Milefian, kind Evanthe the; 
But {welling nature in a fatal hour 
Betray'd the feercts of the confcious bower 5 
The dire difyrace her brothers count their own, 
And track her fleps, ty make its author known. 
Tr chanc’d one evening, *t was the lover's day, 

Conceal’d in brakes the jealous kindred lay; 
When Heftod, wandering, mue’d along the plain, 
And fix’d his feat where love had fix'd the Icene 5 
‘A trong fufpicion ferait pottels their mind 
(For Poets ever were a gentle kind), 

Rar when Evanthe near the paffage ftood, 
Flang back a doubrful juok, and shot the wood, 
«© Now take (at once they cry) thy due reward.” 
And, urg’d with erring rage, affaulr the bard. 
His corple the fea receiv'd. ‘The dolphins bore * 





(Twas all the gods would do) the corpfe to fhore. 


Methinks view the dead with pitying eyes, 
And fee the dreams of ancient wifdom rife 5 
1 fee the mufes round the body cry, 
But hear a cupid loudly laughiog by; 
‘He wheels his arrow with mfulting hand, 
‘And thus inferibes the moral on the find. 
& Here Hefiod ligs : ye future bards, beware 
“ How far your moral tales incenfe the fair. 
Unlow'd, ualoving, ’t was his fate to bleed; 
Witnout his quiver, Cupid caus’d the deeds 
He jndg'd this turn of malice jnftly due, 
‘And Hefiod dy’d for joys he never knew.” 


« 
“« 
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SONG. 


When thy beauty appears 
In its graces and airs, 


All bright as an angel new dropt from the fy 5 


‘At diftance I gaze, and am aw’d by my fears, 


So ftrangely you dazzle my eye! 


But when withont art, 
Your kind thought you impart, 
‘When your love runs in bluthes through every vein 


When it darts from your eyes, when it pants 


in your heart, 
Then 1 know you're a woman again. 


‘Phere’s a paffion and pride 
In our fer, fhe reply"é, 


EMS. : 

‘And thus, might 1 gratify bath, 1 would do : 
Scill'an angel appear to each lover befide, 
But ftill be a woman to you. : 
























SONG. 


Tayarsis, a young and amorous {wain, 
Saw two, the beauties of the plain, 
‘Who both his heart fubdae + 
Gay Celia’s eyes were dazaling fait, . 
Sabina’s eafy fhape and air 
‘With fofter magic drew. 


He haunts the ftream, he haunts the groves 
Liives in a forid romance af love, 
‘And feems for each to die; 
Till, each alittle fpiteful grown, 
Sabina Cielia’s fhape ran down, 
And fhe Sabina’s eye. 


Their envy made the fhepherd find 

Thole eyes which love could only blinds 
So fet the lover free : 

No more he haunts the grove or fiream, 

Or with a true-love knot and name 
Engravea a wounded tree. 


Ah, Catia! fly Sabina ery’d, 
‘Though neither love, we're both deny'd 5 
Now to fupport the fex’s pride, 
Let either fix the dart. 


Poor girl, fays Calia, fay no mores 
For fhould the fwain but one adore, 
‘That fpite, which broke his chains before, 
‘Would break the other’s heart. 


SONG. 


LOVE AND INNOCENCEs 


My days have been fo wondrous free, 
Vhe little birds, that fly 

With carelefs eafe from tree to tree, 
‘Were bur as blefs‘d as 1. 


A‘k gliding waters, if a tear 

Of mine increas’d their ftream? 
Or aik the flying gales, if e’er 

T lent one figh to them? 


But now my former days retire, 
‘And I’m by beauty caught, 

5] The tender chains of fweet defire 
Are fix’d upon my thought. 

Ye nightingales, ye twifting pines! 
‘Ye fwains that haunt the grove! 

Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds‘ 
Ye clofe retreats of love! 

A ij 


a | 
With all of nature, ah of art, 
Affift che dear defign ; 
Oteach a young, unpractie’d heart, 
To make fair Nancy mine, 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of defpair ; 

Nor ever covet to be great, 
Unilefs it be for her. 


‘Tis true, the paflion in my mind 
fs mix’d with foft diftrefs ; 

Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
T cannot with it lefs, 
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Wutn fpring came on with freth delight, 
‘To cheer the foul, and charm the fight, 
While eafy breezes, fofter rain, 
And warmer funs, falute the plain; 
>Twas then, in yonder piny grove, 

“: That nature went to meet with Jove. 

Green was her robe, and green her wreath, 
Where’er the trod, ‘twas green beneath; 
Where'er the turn’d, the pulfes beat 
‘With new recruits of genial heat 
And in her train the birds appear, 

‘To match for all the coming year. 

Rais'd on a bank where daifies grew, 
And violets intermix’d a blue, 

She find» the boy the wen: to find; 

A thoufand pleafures wait behind, 
' Alide, a thoufand acrows lie, 

But all anfeather’d, wait to fly. 

When they met, the dame and boy, 
Dancing graces, idle joy, - 

+ Wanton fmites, and airy play 

Confpir'd to make the fcene be gay: 

Love pair'd the birds through all the grove, 
And nature bid them fing to love, 

Sitting. hopping, fluttering, fing, 

Aind pay their tribute from the wing, 

To fivdge the fhafts that idly lie, 

And yet unfeather’d wait to fly. 

*Tis thu., when {pring renews the blood, 
‘They meet in every trembling wood, 
And thrice they make the plumes agree, 
And every dart they mount with three, 

~dind every dart can boaft a kind, 
‘Which {uits each proper turn of mind. 

From the towering eagle's plume 
‘The generous hearts accept their doom ; 
Shot by the peacock’s painted eye, 

‘The vain and airy lovers die : 

For careful dames and frugal men, 

The fhafts are fpcckled by the hen, 

The pyes and parrots deck the darts, 
‘When prattling wins the panting hearts ; 
‘When from the voice the paffions fpring, 
‘The warbling finch affords a wing : 
Together, by the fparrow ftung. 

Dowa full the wanton and the young : 
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And fledg’d by geefe the weapons fiy, 

When others love they know not why. 
All this (as late 1 chanc'd to r.ve) 

I Jearn’d in yonder waving grove, 

And fee, fays love, who call’d me near, 

How much | deal with nature here; 

How both fupport a proper part, 

She gives the feather, 1 the dart: 

‘Chen ceafe for fouls averfe to figh, 

If nature crofs you, fo do {; 

My weapon there unfeather’d flies, 

And thakes and fhuffles through the tkies, 

But if the mutual charme I find 

By which fhe links you mind to mind, 

They wing my fhafts, | poize the darts, 

And trike from both, through both your hearts, 
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Gay Bacchus, liking Eftcourt’s * wine, 
A noble meal be(poke us; 

And for the guefts that were to dine, 
Brought Comas, Love, and Jocus. 


The god near Cupid drew his chair, 
Near Comos, Jocus plac'd ; 

For wine makes Jove forget its care, 
-And mirth exalts a featt. 


The more to pleafe the fprightly gody 
Each {weet engaging grace 

Put on fome clothes tu come abroad; 
And took a waiter’s place, 


+ 
Then Cupid nam’d at every glafs 
A lady of the fky ; 
While Bacchus {wore he'd drink the lafe, 
And had it bumper-high. 


Fat Comus toft his brimmers o’er, 
And always got the moft; 

Jocus took care to fill him more, 
Whene’er he mifs’d the toaft. 


They call’d, and drank at every touch ; 
He fill’d and drank again ; 

And if the gods can take too much, 
Tis faid, they did fo then. 


Gay Bacchus little Cupid ftung, 
By reckoning his deceits ; 

And Cupid mock’d his ftammering tongue, 
With all his ftaggering gaits: 


Ard Jocus droll’d on Comus’ ways, 
And tales without a jeft; 
While Comus call’d his witty plays 
But waggeri¢s at beft. 
: 


Such talk foon fét them all at odds 5 
And had f Homer’s pen, 


* A celebrated comedian and tavérn-Keeper, 


POEM’S.. 


“ya fing ye, ow'they drank like gods, 
And how they fought like men. 


‘To part the fray, the graces fly, - 
ho make them foon agree: 
Nay, had the furies felves been nigh, 

They till were three to three, 


* Bacchus appeds'd, rais’d Cuptd up) 
‘And gave him back his bow; 
But kept fome darts to ftir the cup, 
‘Where fack and fugar flow. 


Jocus took Comus’ rofy crown, 
And gayly wore the prize, 

“And thrice, in mirth, he pufh’d him down, 
As thrice he ftrove to rife. 


_ Then Cupid fought the myrtle grove, 
Where Venus did recline ; 
And Venus clofe embracing Jove, 
They join'd to rail at wing. 


And Comus loudly curfing wit, 
Roil’d off to fome retreat; 
‘Where boon companions gravely fit 
dn fat unwieldy ftate. 


Bacchus and Jocus ftill behind, 
For one freth glafs prepare 5 

They kifs, and are exceeding kind, 
And vow to be fincere. 


But part in time, whoever hear 
‘This our inftructive fong; : 
For though fuch friendthips may be dear, 
‘They can't continue long. 


re ieatiemnit! 7a 


A FAIRY TALE 
IN THE ANCIENT ENGLISH STYLE. 


Tw Britain's ile, and Arthur's days, 

When midnight fairies daunc’d the maze, 
Liv’d Edwin of the Green; © 

Ldwin, 1 wis, a gentle youth, 

Endow'd with courage, ferife, and truth, 
Though badly fhap’d he'd been. 


His mountain back mote well be faid,} 

To meafure height againft his head, 
And lift itfelf above 5 

Yet, {pite of all that Nature did 

To make his uncouth form forbid, 
‘This creature dar'd to love, 


He felt the charms of Edith’s eyeay 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize, 
Could ladies look within, — 
“But one Sir Topaz drefs'd with art, 
And, if a thape could win a beart, 
He had a thape to win. 
a 


Edwin, if right I read my fong, 

With flighted paffion pac’d along 
Allin the moony light; 

°T was near an old enchanted court, 

Where fportive fairies made refort - 
To revel out the night. 












His heart was drear, his hope was crofs'd,, 

*Twas late, "twas far, the path was loft 
That reach’d the neighbour town; 

‘With weary fteps he quics the fhades, 

Refolv’d, the darkling dome he treads, 
And drops his limbs adown. 


4 But {cant he lays him on the floor, 

‘When hollow, winds remove the door, 
And trembling rocks the ground: 
And, well I ween to count aright, 

At once a hundred tapers light 
On all the wails around. 


Now founding tongues affail his ear, 

Now founding feet approachen near, 
And now the founds increafe 3 

And from the corner where he lay 

He fees a train profulely gay 

Come prankiing o’er the place. 


But (truft me, Gentles!) never yet 
Was dight a mafquing half to neat, 

Or half to rich before ; 
The country lent the fweet perfumes, . 
The fea the pearl, the fky the plumes, 
The town its filken ftore. 


Now whilft he gaz’d, a gallant dreft 
In flaunting robes above the reft, 
With awful accent cry’d; 
‘What mortal of a wretched mind, 
Whole fighs infect the balmy wind, 
Has here prefum’d to hide? 


At this the fwain, whofe venturous foul 

No fears of magic art controul, 

Advanc’d in open fight; 

“ Nor have I caufe of dread, he faid, 

Who view, by no prefumption led. 
“ Your revels of the night. © 


"Twas grief, for fcorn of faithful love, 
Which made my fteps unweeting rovg. 
* Amid the nightly dew.” 
«Tis well, the gallant cries again, 
We fairies never injure men 
“ Who date to tell us true. 


® Exalt thy love-deje&ted heart, 
Be mine the tafk, or cre we part, 
To make thee grief refigns 
Now take the pleafure of thy chaunce 
« Whilft 1 with Mab, my partner, daunce, 
Be little Mable thine.” 


He fpoke, and all a fudden there 
Light mufic floats in wanton air 5 
‘The monarch leads the queen: 
Ail 
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‘The reft their fairy partners found : 
And Mable tcimly tript the ground 
With Edwin of the Green, 


‘The dauncing paft, the board was laid, 

And fiker fuch a feaft was made, 
Asheart and lip defire, 

‘Withouten hands the dithes fly, 

‘The glaffes with a with come nigh, 
And with a with retire. 


But, now to pleafe the fairy king, 

Full every deal they laugh and fing, 
And antic feats devife ; 

Some wind and tumble like an ape, 

And other {ome tranfmute their fhape 
Jn Edwin’s wondering eyes. 


‘Till one at laft, that Robin hight, 

Renown'd for pinching maids by night, 
Has bent him up aloof; 

And full againft the beam he flung, 

‘Where by the back the youth he hung 
To fpraw} ungath the roof, 


From thence, * Reverfe my charm, he cries, 
“ and let it fairly now fuffice 
“ The gambol has been hewn,” 
But Oberon anfwers with a fimile, 
* Content thee Edwin for a while, 
“ The vantage js thine own.” 


Here ended all the phantom-play ; 

‘They {melt the freth approach of day, 

“ And heard a cock to crow ; 

‘The whirling wind that’ bore the crowd 

‘Has clapp’d the door, and whiftled loud, 
‘Yo warn them all to go, 


“Then Screaming all at once they fy, 
And all at once the tapers die; 

Poor Edwin falls to floor ; . 
Forlorn his flate, and dark the phice, 
‘Was never wight in fuch a cafe 
‘Through all the land before. 


But foon fs Dan Apollo rofe, 
Full jolly creature home he goes, 
‘ He feels his back the lefs ; 
His honeft tongue and fteady mind 
‘Had rid him of the Jump bebind, 
“Which made bim want fuccefé, 


‘With lufty livelyhed he talks, 
He feems a danting as he walks, 
His ftory foon took wind ; 
And beautcous Edith fees the youth 
Endow’d with courage, fenfe, and truth, 
"Without a bunch behind, . 


a 


_ The ftory told, Sir Topaz mov'd, 
‘The youth of Edith erft approv'd, 
To fee the revel feene : 
At clofe of eve he leaves his home, 
Aad wends to find the rvin'd dome. 
All on the gloomy plain, « 





As there he bides, it fo befel, . 
‘The wind came rufling down a dell, 5 
A thaking feiz’d the wall ; 
Up fpring the tapers as before, 
‘The fairies bragly foot the floor, 
And mufic fills the hall, 


Bot certes forely funk with woe 
Sir ‘Topas fees the Elphin fhow, 
His fpirits in hitn die : 
When Oberon crys, “ A man is near,. 


© A mortal paflion, cleeped fear, 


“ Hangs flagging in the fky.” 


With that Sir Topaz, haplefs youth ! 
In accents iaultering, ay for ruth, 
Intreats them pity grant’ 
For als he been a mifler wight 
Betray’d by wandering in the nighe- 
Fo tread the circled haunt ; 


“ A Lofell vile, at once they roar: 
“* And little fkill’d of fairy lore, 
“ Thy caufe to come, we know: 
“ Now has thy keftrel courage fell ; 
“ And fairies, fince a lie you tell, 
" Are free to work thee woe.”* 


Then Will, who bears the wifpy fire 
To trail the fwains among the mire, 
r The caitif upward flung ; 
There, like a tortoife, in a hop 
He dangled from the chamber-top, 
Where whilome Edwin hung, 


The revel now proceeds apace, 

Deftly they frifk it o’er the place, 
They fit, they drink, and eat; 

The time with frolic mirth beguile, 

And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while 
‘Til all the rout retreat. 


By this the ftare began to wink, 

They fhriek, they fly, the tapers fink, 
And down y-drops the knight : 

For never {pel] by fairy laid 

With ftrong enchantment bound a glade, 
Beyond the length of night. e 


Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay, 
Till up the welkin rofe the day, 
Then deem’d the dole was o’er : 
But wot ye well his harder lot? 
His icely back the bunch had got 
Which Edwin loft afore. 


Thistale a Sybil-nurfe ared ; 
She Scftly flroak’d my youngling head, 
And when the tale was done, 
“ Thus fome are born, my fon, the cries, 
“ With bale impediments to rife, 
“ And fome are bern with none. 


“ But virtue can itfelf advance 
“ To what the favourite fools of chance 
“ By fortune feem’d detign’d; - * 


POEM Ss. 


% Virtue can gain the odds of fate, 
* And ftom itfelf thake off the weight 
* Upon th’ unworthy mind.” 





THE VIGIL OF VENUS, 


Written inthe time of Fulivs Cafar, and by 
Sotse afsribed ia, Catullus. 


LEY thofe love now, wha never lov'd befire ; 
Let thofe whe always bow'd, now love the mere. 


The fpring, the new, the warbling fpring ap- 

pears, 

"The youthful feafon of reviving years; 

In {pring the loves enkiedle mytval heats, 

The feather'd nation choofe their tunefui mates, 

The trees grow fruitful with defending rain, 

And dreit in differing greens adorn the plain, 

She comes; to-morrow Beauty's emprefs roves 

Through walks that winding run within the 
groves; 

She tWines the footing myrtle into bowers, 

And ties theif ‘meeting tops with wreaths of 
Apwers, 

sxpen, rais’d {ublimely on her eafy throne, 

From Natuve’s powerful dictates draws her own, 

Let thofe now love, who never lov'd before ; 

Let thofe who always lov'd; nézv love the more. 

Twas on that day which faw the teeming flood 
Swell round, impregnate with celeftial blood ; 
Wandcring in circles ftood the finny crew, 

‘The midit was left a void expanie of biue, 
There parent ocean work'd with heaving throes, 
And dropping wet the fair Dione rofe. 

* Led thefe love nore, eho never lov'd before ; 

Let theft who alwayr lev'd, now tove the wore. 

She paints the purple year, with yary’d fhow, 
Tips the green gem, and makes the bioifom giow. 
She makes the turgid bads receive the breeze, 
Expand to leaves, and thade the naked trees, 
When gathering damps the mufty nights diffufe, 
She fyrinkles ail the morn with balmy dews; 
Bright trembling pearls depend at every ipray, 
‘And, kept from falling, fem to fall away 
A gloffy frethnefs hence the rofe receives, 
And blufhes fweet through all her fiiken leaves 
(the drops defcendiny through the filent night, 
‘While ftars ferencly roll their golden light) : 
Clofe till the morn, her humid veil fhie Bolds 
Then deckt with virgin pomp the flower unfolds, 
Soon will the niorning Bluth: ye maids! prepare, 
In rofy garlands bind your Rowing hair; 
°Tis Venus’ piant: the blood fair Venus fhed, 
Over the gay beauty pour’d immortal red ; 

From love's foft kifs a [weet ambrofial fmell 

‘Was taught for ever on the leaves to dwell ; 

From gems, frem flames, from orient rays of 
light, 

‘The richeft luftre makes her purple bright; 

And the to-morrow weds; the {porting gale 

Unties her zone, fhe burits the verdane veil; 

Through all her fweers the rifling lover fies, 

And as he breathes, her glowing fires arif:. 



























Let thofe now love, who never loo'd before z 
Let thofe who alzvays lov'd, now love the mare, 

Now fair Dione to the myrtle grove 
Sends the gay nymphs, and fends her tender love. 
Apd fhall they venture? Is it fafeto go, 
While nymphs have hearts, ang Cupid wears a bow?“ 
Yes, fafely venture, ‘tis his mother's will ; 
De walks unarm’d, and undefigning ill, 

iis torch extingt, his quiver ufelefs hung, 
His arrows idle, and his bow unftrung, 
And yet, ye nymphs, beware, his eyes have chamigg/: 






And love that’s naked, ftill is lovein-ar 
Let thie love new, wobe never lov'd hefore 3 
Tuct thofe who always lov'd, now love the more 
irom Venus’ bower to Delia’s lodge repairs 
A virgin train, complete with modeft airs ; 
“ Chafte Delia, grant cur fait! or fhun the wood,” 
“ Nor flain this facred lawn with favage blood, 
“ Venus, O Delia! if fhe could perfuade, 
© Would afk thy prefence, might fhe afk 2 maid” 
Here cheerful quires for three aufpicious nights 
With fongs prolong the pleafurable rites : 
Here crowds in meafure lightly-cecent rove; 
Or feek by pairs the covert of the grove, 
Where meeting greens for arbours‘arch above, 
And mingling flow’rets flrow the fcenes of love. 
Here dancing Ceves fhakes her gulden sheaves; 
Here Bacchus revels, deck’d with viny Jeavesz 
Here Wit’s enchanting god, in laurel crown’d, 
Wakes all the ravifh’d hours with filver found. 
Ye fields, ye forefts, own Dione’s reign, 
And Delia, huntrefs Delia, hun the plain. 
Let thofe love new, who never lov'd before 3 
Let theft who always lov'd, new love the more. 
Gay with the bloom of all her opening year, -.- 
The Queen at Hybla bids her throne appear ; 
And there prefides; and there the favourice band, 
(Her fmiling graces) fiare the great command, 
Now, beautcous Hybla! drefs thy flowery beds - 
With ail tlc pride the lavith feaion theds ; 
Now all thy colours, all thy fragrance yield, 
And rival Eona’s aromatic field, 
Fo fill the prefence of the gentle court, 
From every quarter rural nymphs refort, — [vales, 
om woods, from mountains, {rm their humble 
From waters curling with the wanton gales, 
Pleas’d with the joyful train, the langhing queen 
Iu cirelys feats chem round the bank of green; 
And, “ Lovely girls, the whifpers, guard your. 
“ hearts: [arts s 
“ My boy, though fript of arms, abounds i * 
Let thefe love now who never lov'd before ; 
Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
Let tender grafs in thaded alleys fpread, 
Let early flowers erect their painted head, 
‘To-morrow’s glory be to-morrow feen, 
That day, old Ether wedded Earth in green, 
The vernal father bid the {pring appear, 
In clouds he coupled to produce the year, 
The fap defcending o'er her bofom ran, 
And all the vapious forts of foul began. 
By wheels unknown to fight, by fecret veing, 
Diftilling life, the fruitful yoddefs reigns, 
Through all the lovely realms of native day; © 


Through all the circled land, and circling tea; 
Ailij ~ 
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‘With fertile feed the fill’d the pervious earth, 
“And ever fir'd the myftic ways of birth. 
Let thofe love now, who never lov'd before ; 
Let thofe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
‘Twas the the parent to the Latian thore 

Through various dangers Troy's remainder bore. 
She won Layinia for her warlike fon, 

And, winning her, the Latian empire won. 

She gave to Mars the maid, whofe honour'd womb 
Swell’d with the founder of immortal Rome. 
Decay'd by thows, the Sabine dames fhe led, 
‘And taught our vigorous youth the way to wed. 
Hence fprung the Romans, hence the race divine 
Through. which great Cafar draws his Julian 

Ste. i 

- Let tBafe love now, who never lov'd before: °' 
‘La shofe who alroays lov'd, now love the more. 

~ "In raral feats the foul of pleafore reigns; 
“Phe tife of beauty filly the rural fcefes ; 

“Evin love (if fame the tryth of love declare) 
Drew firk the breathings of a rural air. 
Bome'pleafing meadow pregnant beauty preft, 
She tad her infant on its fowery breatt, 
From'Nature’s fweets he fipp'd the fragrant dew, 
te tmil'd, he kifs’d chem, and by kiffing grew. 
* Lek thefe love now, who never lov'd before ; 

Dutt thofe who always lov'd, now love the more, 


Now bulls o’er ftalks of broom extend their 
fides, 
Secure of favours from their lowing brides. 
Now ftately rams their fleecy conforts lead, 
Who bleating follow through the wandering thade<~ 
‘And now the goddefs bids the birds appear, 
Raife all the mufic, and falute the year : 
Then deep the fwan begins, and deep the fong 
Runs o’er the water where he fails along : 
While Philomela turns a'trebie ftrain, 
And from the poplar charms the liftening plaia, 
We fancy love expreft at. every note, 
It melts, it warbles, in her liquid throat. 
OF barbarous Tereng fhe complains no mores 
But fings for pleafure, as for grief before, ” 
And ftill her graces rife, her airs extend, 
And all is filence till the end. 
How feng in coming-is my-Jovely Spring * 
And when fhall I, and when thé Swallow fing ? 
Sweet Philomela, ceafe :—Or heré YG, 
And filent lofe my rapturous hour of wit : 
*Tis gone, the fit retires, the flames decay, 
My tuneful Phoebus flies averfe away, 
His own Amycle thus, as ftories run, 
But once was filent, and that once undone. 
Let thofi love not, wha never lov'd before ; 
Let thyfe who always lov'd, now love the moves 






HOMER’S BATRACHOMUOMACHIA: 


OR, 


THE BATTLE OF THE FROGS AND.MICE.: 








NAMES OF THE FROGS. 


ParmenaTeys, one who fwells his cheeks, 
eLus a name from mud, 
Hywkomepuse, 2 ruler in the waters. 
“Hy rsisoas, a loud bauler. 
Prion, from mud. 
Scur.eus, called from the bees. 
Porreuunus, a great babler. 
Lymwnoguaris, one who loves the lake, 
CwamBoruacus, a cabbage-cater. 
Limwisius, célled from the lake. 
CaraMinrarys, from the herb. 
Hixp+ocanis, who leves the water, 
Borporveaes, who ties in the mud. 
Prassovnacus, an eater of gailic.” 
PELre ss frém mud. 
evonates, who walks in the dirt, 
* Pressaus, talled from garlic, © 
Ceatcasines, from croaking, 


NAMES OF THE MICE. 


Psycanxrax, one who plunders granarieg, 
ERoxaxtas, a bread-eater. 
Lycnosuze, @ licker of meal. 
PrexnotRactas, a bacon-eatens 
Lycuopynax, a licker of dithes. © 
EMBAsicuyTROS, a creeper into, po! 
LycueNor, a name for licking. we 
‘Yrocropy TEs, one who rans into heles.~ 
Antoruacys, who feeds’ on. bread. 
lyRociyPuus, a cheefes ets 
Prernccry vas, a bacon-fcooper. 
Prervoraaaus, a bacon-eater. 
Cnissopiecrzs,-one who follows the fleam of 
kitchens./7), ‘ 
SrToruacts, an cater of wheats 
Meaipagpaz, one who plunder his thare. 
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BOOK h 


To fill my rifing fong with facred fire, 
Ye tuneful Nine, ye fweet celeftial quire | 
From Helicon’s embowering height repair, 
Attend my labours, and reward my prayer 5 
The dreadful toils of raging Mars 1 write, 
‘The fprings of conteft, and the fields of fight; 
How threatening mice advanc’d with warlike 
grace, 
And wag'd dire combats with the croaking race. 
Nor louder tumults fhook Olympus’ towers, 
‘When earth-born giants dar'd immortal powers. 
:Thefe equal acts an equal glory claim, 
And thus the mufe records the tale of fame. 
Once on a time, fatigued and out of breath, 
And juft efcap'd the ftretching claws of death, 
A gentle moufe, whom cats purfued in wain, 
Fied fwift of foot acrofs the neighbouring plain, 
Hung o’er a brink, his cager thirft too cool, 
‘dipp'd his whifkers in the ftanding pool ; 
‘When pear a courtcous frog advanc'd his head, 
And from the waters, hoarfe refounding, faid, 
‘What art thou, -ftranger? what the line you 
boaft ? 
‘What chance has caft thee panting on our coaft? 
With ftridteft truth let all thy words agree, 
Nor let me find a faithlefs moufe in thee. 
If worthy, friendthip, proffer’d friendthip take, 
And entering view the pleafurable lake; 
Range o'er my palace, in my bounty hare, 
And glad return from hofpitable fare : 
This filver realm extends beneath my fway, 
And me, their monarch, all its frogs obcy. 
Great Phyfignathus {, from Peleus’ race, 
Begot in fair Hydromede’s embrace, 
‘Where, by the nuptial bank that paints his fide, 
‘The fwift Eridanus delights to glide. {claim 
‘Thee too, thy form, thy ftrength, and port, pro- 
A fceprer'd king ; a fon of martial fame; 
Then trace thy line, and aid my guefling eyes. 
‘Thus ceas’d the frog, and thus the moufe replies. 
Known to the gods, the men, the birds that My 
Through wild expanfes of the midway fky, 
My name refounds ; and if unknown to the, 
The foul of great Pfycarpax lives in me. 
Of brave Troxartay’ line, whofe fleeky down 
In love comprefs’d Lychomile the brown, 
My mother fhe, and princefs of the plains 
“Where’er her father Prernotradtas reigns. 
Born where a cabbin lifts its airy thed, 
> With figs, with nuts, with vary’d daitties fed. 
Bur, fince our natures nought in common know, 
From what foundation cau a friendthip g+ow ? 
"Thefe curling waters «ev thy palace roll 5 
Bur man’s high fuod fupports my princely foul; 
To vain the ci: ced loaves attempt tu Hie - 
Conceal'd in fafkets from my curious eye. 


In vain the tripe that boats the whiteft hue, 

In vaity the gilded bacon fhuns my view, 

In vain the checfes, off-priag of the pail, 

Or honey’d cakes, which gods themfcives regale 3“ 
And as in arts E fhine, in arms l fight, | 
Mix’d with the braveff, and adktowe te Righe,” 
Though large to mine, the human fortsi apy 

Not man himfelf can {mite my foul Wi 
Sly to the bed with filent fteps t go, 
Attempt his finger, or attack his toe, 
And fix indented wounds with dextrous skill, 
Sleeping he feels, and only feems to feel, ~ 

Yet have we foes which direful dangers cavfe, 
Grim owls with talons arm’d, and cats with clawé, 
And that falfe trap, the den of filent fate, 

Where death his ambush plants around the bait; 
All dreaded thefe, and dreadful o’er the reft 

‘Lhe potent warricrs of the tabby vett, 

If to the dark we fly, the dark they trace, 

And rend our herees of the nibbling race, 

But me, nor ftalks nor waterifh herbs delight, 
Nor can the crimfon radith charm my fight, 

The lake-refounding frogs feledted fare, - 

Which not a moufe of any tafte can bear, 

As thus the dewoy prince his mind expreft, 
His anfwer thus the croaking king addreft : 

Thy words luxuriant on thy dainties rove, 
And, ftranger, we can boaft of bounteous Jove = 
We fport in water, or we dance on land, ° 
And, born amphibious, food from both command, 
But truft thyielf where wonders afk thy view, 
And fafely tempr thofe feas, Pl bear thee through: 
Afcend my fhoulders, firmly keep thy feat, 

And reach my marfhy court, and feaft in flate. 

He faid, and bent his back; with nimble bound 

Leaps the light moufe, and clafps his arms around, 

Then wondering floats, and fees with glad furvey 

‘the winding banks refemiling ports at fea. 

But when aloft the curling water rides, 

And wets with azure wave his downy fides, 

His thoughts grow confcious of approaching wos, 

His idle tears with vain repentance flow, 

His locks he rends, his trembling feet he rears, 

‘Thick beats his heart with unaccuitom’d fears; 

He fighs, and, chill’d with danger, longs for fhore: 

His tail extended, forms a fruicefs oar, 

Half arench’d in liquid death his prayershe Spake, 

And thus bemvan’d him from the dreadful lake 2 
so. pafs'’d Europa through the rapid fea, 

Trembiing and fainting ah the venturous way ; 

With oary feet the bull triumphant rode, 

And fafe in Crete depos’d his loveiy load. 

Ah, faic at laft, may thus the frog fupport 

My tren.biing limbs to reach his ample court ! 

As ches ne fo:rows, death ambiguous grows, 

Lo! from the deep a water-hydra rofe ; 






ad ee 





He rolls his fanguin'd eyes, his bofom heaves, 
wand darts with adtive rage along the waves, 
-Confus’d the monarch fees his hilling foe, 

And dives, to thun the ble fates below. 
Porgetful frog! the friend thy. fhoulders bore, 
Doikill’d in fv:imming, floats remote from fhore. 
He grafps with fruitlefs hands to find relief, 
Supinely falls, and grinds his tceth with grief; 
Plunging he finks, and ftruggling mounts again, 





And finks, abd ftsives, but ftrives with fate in 


vain. *' 
The weighty moifture clogs his hairy vet, 
id thus the pringe his dying rage expreit : 





back, 


-Asfrom hard rocks rebounds the fhattering wrack, 


Nor thot hale *fcape thy due, perfidious king! 
Purfued by vengeance on the fwifteft wing! 
“At land thy Rrength could never equal mine, 
wht fea to conquer, and by craft, was thine. 


‘But heaven has gods, and gods have fearching cyes: 


¥e mice, ye mice, my great avengers rife! 

* ‘Thisfaid, he fighing yafp’d, and gafping dy'd, 
His death the young Lychopynax efpy’d, 
Ai on the flowery brink he pafv'd the day, 
Baik'd in the beams, and loiter'd life away. 


Loud fhrieks the moufe, liis fhricks the fhores 


repeat ; 
‘The nibbling nation learn their heroe’s fate + 
Gricf, difmal gricf enfues; deep murmurs found, 
And ‘ihrifler fury fills the deafen’d ground. 
‘From lodge: to lodge, the facred heralds run, 
'To fix their seated with the rifing fun ; 
‘Where great Troxartas crown’d in glory reigns, 


And winds his lengthening court beneath the 
fplains. 


Pfycarpax’ father, father now no more! 
For poor Plycarpax lies remote from fhore ; 
Sypine he lies! the filent waters ftand, 

Aud no kind billow wafts the dead to land! 





BOOK I 


‘Wurn rofy-finger'd morn had ting’d the clouds, 
Around their monarch-moufe the nation crowds, 


Slow rofe the fovercign, heav’d his anxious breaft, 


And thus the council, fill’d with rage, addreft : 
For loft Pfycarpax much my foul endures, 

*Tis mine the private grief, the public yours, 

Three warlike fons adorn’d my wuptial bed, 

‘Three fons, alas, before their father dead ! 

Our eldeft perith’d by the ravening cat, 

As near my court the prince unheedful fat. 

Our next, an engine fraught with danger drew, 

‘The portal gap’d, the bait was hung in view, 

Dire atts afhft the trap, the fates decoy, 

And men unpitying kill’d my gallant boy ! 

‘The laft, his country’s hope, his parent’s pride, 

Plung’d in the lake by Phyfignathus dy'd; 

Roufe all to war, my friends! avenge the deed ; 

And bleed that monarch, and his zation bleed. 
His words in every breaft infpir’d alarms, 

And careful Mars fupply'd their hoft with arms, 

In verdant hulls defpoil’d of all their beans, 

The bufkin'd warriors ftalk’d alung the plains: 





¢ Nor thou, that Hing’ me flound’ring from thy 
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Quilis aptly bound their bracing corfelet made, 
Fac’d with the plunder of a car they flay’d: 
The lamp’s round bofs affords them ample thield ; 
Large fhells of nuts their covering helmet yield; * 
And o’er the region, with refle@ted rays, = 
Tall groyes of needles for their lances blaze, 
Dreadful in arms the marching mice appear; 
The wondering frogs perceive the tumult near, 
Forfake the waters, thickening, form a ring, 
And afk, and hearken, whence the noifes fpring. 
When near the crowds, difclos’d to public view, 
The valiant chief Embafichytros drew : 
The facred ‘herald’s fceptre grac'd his hand, 
And thus his word'exprefs’d his kings command : 
Ye frogs! the mice, with vengeance fir'd, ads. 
vance, 7 
And deck'd in armour thaie the fhining lance: 
Their haplefs prince by Phyfignathus fain, 
Extends incumbent on the’ w: Jain, 
Then arm your hoft, the doubifuF Battle try: 
Lead forth thofe frogs that have the foti to die. 
The chief retires, the crowd the’ ¢hallenge 
hear, . ee 
And proudly fwelling, yet perplex'd appears “hs 
Much they refent, yet much their monarch blame, 
Who, rifing, fpoke to clear his tainted fume + 
O friends! I never forc’d the moufe to death, — 
Nor faw the gafping of his lateft breath, 
He, vain of youth, our art of {wimming try’d, 
And, ventrous, in the lake the wanton dy’d, 
Te vengeance now by falfe appearance led, 
‘They peine their anger at my- guiltlefs head, 
But wage the rifing war by deep device, 
And turn its fury on the ctafty mice, * 
Your king dire@s the way ; my thoughts, elate, 
With hopes of congneft form defigns of fate, 
Where high the batikstheir verdant furface heave, 
And the fteep fides confine the fleeping wave, 
There, near the margin, clad in armour bright, 
Suflain the firft impetaous fhocks « fight: 
Then, where the dancing féather j the creft, 
Let each brave frog his obvious moiife arreft ; “* 
Each, ftrongly grafping, headlong plunge a'foe, 
Till countlefs circles whirl the lake below ; . 
Down fink the mice in yielding waters drown’d; 
Loud flath the waters; and the fhores refound ; 
The frogs triumphant tread the conquer’d plain, 
And raife their glorioustrophies of the fain, 
He fpake no more, his prudent {cheme iniparts 
Redoubling ardour co the boldeft hearts," 
Green was the filit his arming heroes'chiofe; 
Arouwd their legs the greaves of mallows clofe ; 
Green were the beets about their fhoulders laid, 
And green the colewort, which the target made, 
Form’d of the vary’d fhells the waters yield, ” 
Their gloffy helmets gliftén’d o'er the field : 
And tapering fea-reeds for the polith’d fpear, 
With upright order pierc’d the ambient air, 
Thus Greis’d for war, ‘they take th’ appointed, 
height, 
Poife the long arms, and urge the promis'd fight. 
But now, where Jove’s irradiate fpires arife, 
With ftars furrounded in xtherial fkies, 
(A folemn ‘council call’) the brazen gates 
Unbar; the gods affume their golden feats: 
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‘The fire fuperior leans, and points to fhow 
What wondrous combats mortals wage below : 
How trong, how large, the numerous herees 
‘ ftride, [pride ! 
‘What length of lance they thake with warlike 
‘What eager fire, their rapid march reveals! 
So the fierce Centaurs ravag’d o'er the dales; 
"And fo confirm’d, the daring Titans rofe, 
Heap'd hills on hills, and bid the gods be foes, 

This feen, the power his facred vifage rears; 
He cafts a pitying {mile on worldly cares, 

‘And afks what heavenly guardians take the lift, 
‘Or whe the mice, or who the frogs affit? 

"Then thus to Pallas: Li my daughter's mind | 
Have jojn'd the nice, why ftays fhe fill behind ; 
Drawn forth by fayory ftcams they wind their 
‘And fure attendance round thine altar pay, 
Where while the vidtims gratify their taite, 

. They {port to pleafe the goddels of the featt. 

Thus fpake the Ruler of the {pacious fkies. 
But thas, refolv’d, the blue-ey’d maid replies ¢ 
In vain, my father | all their dangers plead, 

+ To fuch thy Pallas never grants her aid. 
My flowery wreaths they petulantly fpoil, 
‘And rob my cryttat lumps of feeding oil. 
(Ills following ills |) but what afflicts me more, 
y veil that idle race profanely tore. 
"The web was curious, wrought with art divine; 
Relentlefs wretches! all the work was mine! 
Along the Joom the purple warp 1 fpread, 
Catt the light fhoot, and croft the filver threads 
In this their teeth a thoufand breaches tear, 
The thoufand breaches fkcilful hands repair, 
For which, vile earthly dunns thy daughter grieve 
(‘The gods, that ufe no coin, have none to yive; 
And learning’s goddefs never lefs can owe, 
Neglected learning gains no wealth below). 
- Nor let the frogs to win my fugcour fue, 
Thofe clamorous fools have loft my favour toa: 
For late, when ail the confli@ ceas'd at night, 
~ When my ftretch’d fixaws work’q with eager 
fight, 
‘When fpent with glorious toil, I left the field, 
And funk for flumber on my fwelling thield ; 
Lo from the deep, repelling {weet repofe, : 
‘With noify croakings half the nation rofe: 
Devoid of ret, with aching brows I lay, - 
Till cocks proclaim’d the crimfon dawn of day. 
_ Let all, like me, from either hoft forbear, 
Nor tempt the flying furies of the {pears 
‘Let heavenly blood (or what for blood may flow) 
‘Adorn the conqueft of a meaner foe. . 
Some daring moufe may mect the wondrous odds, 
"Though gods oppofe, and brave the wounded gods. 
O'er gilded clouds reclin’d, the danger view, — 
And be the wars of mortals fcenes for you. 
So mov'd the bluc-ey’d queen; her words pere 
_ Great Jove affented, and the zeit obey’d. {fuade, 


——— aera 


BOOK HL 


New front to front the marching armies thine, 
Halt ate they mect, and form the lengthening 
‘ ne + 
























[way, 










The chiefs, confpicnous feen and heard afar, 

Give the loud fignal to the rofhing war; 

Theic dreadful trumpets deep-mvath'd hornets 

_ found; 

‘The founding charge remurmurs o'er the ground; 

Ev'n Jove proclaims a field of horror nigh, 

‘And rolls low thunder through the troubled fky. 
Firft to the fight large Hypfiboas flew, 

And brave Lychenor with a javelin flew. 

The lucklefs warrior, fili’d with generous flame, 

Stood foremoft glittering in the poft of fame; © 

When, in his liver ftruck, the javelin hung, 

The moufe fell thundering, and the target rung 5 - 

Prone to the ground, he finks, his clofing eye, 

‘And foil’d in duft his lovely treffes lie. . . 
‘A fpcar at Pelion Troylodytes calt; 

The miffive {pear within the bofom paft: 

Death’s fable fhades the fainting frog furround, 

‘And life's red tide runs ebbing from the wound. 

Embafichytros felt Scutleus’ dart 


| Transfix, and quiver in his panting heart 5 


But great Artophagus aveng’d the flain, 

And big Scutlaus tumbling doads the plains 
‘And Polyphonus dies, a frog renown’d 

For boaftful fpeech and turbulence of found 
Decp through the belly pierc’d, fupine he lay, 
And breath’d his foul againft the face of day. 

The ftrong Lymnocharis, who view*d: with irq 
A victor triumph, and a friend expire 5 
With heaving arms a rocky fragment caughe, 
And fiercely flung where 'Troglodytes fought 
(A warrior vers’d in arts, of {ure retreat; 

But arts in vain elude impending fate); 

Full on his finewy neck the fragment fell, 

And o’er his eye-lidg clouds eternal dwell. 
Lychenor (fecond of the glorious name) 

Striding advanc’d, and took no wandering aim; 
Through ail the frogs the thining javclin flies, 
And near the yanquifh’d monfe the victor dies. 4, 

‘Phe dreadful ftroke Crambophagus affrights, 
Long bred to banquets, lefs iaur'd to fights, 
Hecdlefs he runs, and ftumbies o’er the fteep, 
And wildly floundering flathes up the deep ; 
Lychenor, following with a downward blow, 
Reach’d in the lake bis unrecover’d foe; + 
Gafping he rolls, a Purple ftream of blood 
Diftains the furface of the filver flood ; 
Through the wide wound the rufhing entrails 

throng, . 
And flow the breathlefs carcafe floats alongs. - : 

Lymnifius good Tyroglyphus affails, 

Prince of the mice that haunt the flowery vales, 
Loft to the milky fares and rural fear, 
He came to perifh on the bank of fate. 

‘The dread Pternoglyphus demands the fight, 
Which tender Calaminthius fhuus by Hight, 
Drops the green target, fpringirg quits the foe, 
Glides through the lake, and Safely dives below. 
But dire Prernophagus divides his way 
Through breaking ranks, and Icads the dreadfah 

jay. * 
No nibbling prince excell'd in fiercengis more, 
His parents fed him on the favage boar ; 
But where his lance the field with blood imbrued, 


Swift a3 he mov'd Hydrocharis purfued; 
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‘Till fallen in death he lies, 2 thattering ftone 
Sounds on the neck, and crufhes all the bone: 
His blood potutes the verdure of the plain, 
And from his noftrils burfts the gushing brain. 
. Lycopinax with Borborocates fights, 

A blamelefs frog, whom hambler life delights; 
‘The fatal javelin unrelenting flics, 

And darknefs feals the gentle croaker’s eyes. 

Incens'd Praffophagus, with fprightly bound, 
Bears Cniffodiogtes off the rifing ground, 

‘Then drags him o'er the lake depriv’d of breath, 
And, downward plunging, finks his foul to death, 
But now the great Plycarpax. fhines afar 

(Scarce he fo great whofe lofs provok’d the war); 
Swift to revenge his fatal javelin fled, 

And through the liver Qruck Pelufius dead ; 

His freckled corpfe before the victor fell, 

Hi: foul indignant fought the thades of hell, 

This faw Pelobates, and from the flood 
Heav’d with both hands a monftrous mafs of mud; 
The cloud obfcene o’er all the hero flies, 
Difhonours his brown face, and blots his eyes. 
Enrag’d, and wildly iguttering, from the fhore’ 
A itone, immente of fize, the warrior bore 
A Joad for labouring earth, whofe bulk to raife 
Afks ten degenerate mice uf modern days. 

Full on the leg arrives the crushing wound ¢ 
‘The frog, fupportlefs, wriches upon the yround. 

Thus flufh’d, the victor wars with matchlefs 
‘Till loud Craugafides arrefts his courfe. —_[force. 
Hoarfe croaking threats precede! with fatal {peed 
Deep through the belly ran the pointed reed, 
Then, ftrongly tugg’d, return’d imbrued with 

Ore, 
And ou he pile his reeking entrails bore, 

"The Jame Sitophagus, opprefs’d with pain, 
Creeps from the deiperate dangers of the plain 5 
And where the ditches rifing weeds fupply 
‘To f{pread their lowly fhades beneath the tky, 
There turks the filent moufe reliev’d from heat, 
And, fafe embower'd, aveids the chance of fate. 

But here Troxartas, Phyfignarhus there, 
Whirl the dire furies of the pointed fpear ; 

But where the foot around its ankle plies, 
Troxartas wounds, and Phyfignathus flies, 
Halts to the pool, a fafe retreat te find, 
And trails a dangling tengih of leg behind, 
The moufe ftiil urges, fill the frog retires, 
And half in anguifh of the fight expires. 

‘then pious ardour young Preffzus brings, 
Betwixt the fortunes of contending kings + 
Lank harmlefs frog: with forces hardly grown, 
‘He darts the reed in combat not his own, 
‘Which, faintly tinkling on Troxartas’ thield, 
Hangs at the point, and drops upon the field, 

Now nobly towering o'er the reft appears 
A gallant prince, that far tranfcends his years, 
Pride of his fire, and giory of his houfe, 

And more a Mars in combat than a moufe + 

His action bold, robuft his ample frame, 

And Maridarpax his refounding name. Z 

‘The warrior, fingled from the fighting crowd, 

Boafts the dire honours of his arms aloud ; 

Then ftrutting near the lake, with lcoks elate, 
* 'Yo all its mations threats approaching fate : 
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And fuch his ftrength, the filver lakes around 

Might roll their waters o’er unpevpled ground, 

Bzt powerful Jove, who fhews no lefs his grace 

To frogs that perifh, than to human race, 

Felt oft compaffion rifing in his foul, Ke 

And fhook his facred head, that fhook the pole. 

Then thus to all the gazing powers began 

The fire of gods, and frogs, and mice, and man: 
What feas of blood 1 view! what worlds of 

flain$ 

An Iliad rifing from a day’s campaigh ; 

How fierce his javelin o'er the trembling lakes 

the black-furr’d hero Meridarpax fhakes! 

Unlef: fome favouring deity defcend, 


“| Suon will the frogs loquacious empire end. 


Let dreadiul Pallas wing’d with pity fly, 
‘And make her aegis blaze before his eye; 
While Mars refulgcnt on his rattling car, 
Arrefts his raging rival of the war. 

He ceas'd, reclining with attentive head, 
When thus the glorious god of combats faid : 

Nr Pallas, Jove! though Pallas take the field, 
With ail the errors of her hiffing fhicld; 

Nor Mars himfelf, though Mars in armour bright 
Afcend his car, and wheel amidtt the fight ; 

Not thefe car drive the defperate moufe afar, 

Or change the fortunes of :he bleeding war, 

Let all go forth, all heaven in arms arife, _ 

Or launch thy own red thunder from the fkies, » 
Such ardent bolts as Hew that wondrius day,” 
When heaps of Titans mix’d with mountains lays 
When all the giant race env rmous fell, 

And huge Enceladus was huri’d to hell. 

’T was thus th’ armipotent advis'd the gods, 
When from his throne the cloud-compeller nods, 
Deep-lengthening thaneers run from pole to pole, 
Olynipus trembles as the thunders roll. 

Then fwift he whirls the brandith’d bolt around, 

And headiong darts it at the diftant ground ; 

The bolt difcharg’d inwrap'd with lightning flies, 

And rends its flaming pailuye through the fiies = 

Then earth’s inhabitants, the nibbiers, fhake, fs 

And frcgs, the dwellers in the waters, quakes 

Yet Mili the mice advance their dread defign, 

And the laft danger threats the croaking line; 

Till Jove, that inly mourn’d the lofs they bore, 

With ttrange afliftants fill'd the trighted fhore, 
Pour’d from the neighbouring ftrand, deform’d 

to view, 

They march, a fudden unexpeéted crew ! 

Strong duits of armour round their bodies clofe, 

Which, like thick anvils, blunt the force of blows; 

In wheeling marches torn oblique they gos 

Wh harpy claws their limbs divide below ; > 

Fell theers the paffage to their mouth consmand 3 

From out the fivth their bones by nature ftand ; 

Broad fpread their backs, their thining fhoulders, 

- rife; = : 

Unnumber’d joints diftort their lengthen’d thighs; 

With nervous cords their hands are firmly brac’d ¢ 

Their round black eye-balls in their bofom plac’ds 

On eight long feet the wondrous warriors tread; 

And cither end alike fupplies a head. Led 

‘Thefe, mortal wits to call the crabs agree; 

‘The gods have other names for things than we. 
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Now where the jointures from their loins de- 
end, , 
The fetes tail with fevering grafps they rend. 
Here, hort of feet, depriv’d the power to fy, © 
There, without hands, upon the field they lic. 
Wrench’d from their holds, and featter'd all a- 
round, 
‘The bended lances heap the cumber'd ground. 


13 
Helplefs amazement, fear purfuing fear, 

And mad confufion, through their heft appear: 
O’er the wild waite with headlong flight they go, 
Or creep conceal’d in vaulted holes below. 

But down Olympus to the weftern feas 
Far-fhooting Phechus drove with fainter rays; 
‘And a whole war (fo Jove ordain’d ; bey.in, 
Was fought, and ceas’d, in one revolving fun, 





TO MR. POPE, 


“'To praife, yet fill with due refpett to praife, 
‘A bard triumphant in immortal. bays, 
The learn’d to thew, the fenfible commend, 
Yet {till preferve the province of the friend, 
_-AYbat life, what vigour, muft the lines require? 
‘What mufic tune them ? what affecti. n fire? 
O might thy genius in my bofom fhine ! 
‘Thou fhould’t rot fail of numbers worthy thine, 
The brighcit ancients might at once agree 
To fing within my lays, and fing of thee. 
Horace himfelf would own thou doft excel 
In candid arts to play the critic well. 
Ovid himfelf might with to fing the dame 
Whom Windfor Foreft fees a gliding flream, 
On filver feet, with annual ofier crown’d, 
She runs for ever through poetic ground, 
How flame the glories of Belinda’s hair, 
Made by thy mufe the envy of the fair! 
Lefs fhone the trefles Agypt’s princefs wore, 
‘Which {weet Callimachus fo fung before. 
Here courtly treffes fet the world at odds, 
Belles war with beaux, and whims defcend for 
: gods. 
"The new machines, in names of ridicule, 
‘Mock the grave frenzy of the chemic fool. 
But know, ye fair, a point conceal’d with art, 
The fylphs and gnomes are but a woman’s heart 
The graces ftand in fight; a fatyr train 
Peep o’er their heads, and laugh behind the feene. 
In Fame’s fair temple, o’er the boldeft wits 
Infhrin’d on high the facred Virgil fits, 
And fits in medfures, fuch as Virgil’s male 
To place thee near him might be fond to choofe. 
How might he tune th’ alternate reed with thee, 
Perhaps a Strephon thou, a Daphnis he, 
While fome old Damon, o'er the vulgar wife, 
Thinks he deferves, and thou deferv'tt, the prize. 
‘Rapt with the thought, my fancy feeks the plains, 
And turnsgne fhepberd while 1 hear the itrains, 
Tndulgent nurfe of every tender gale, 
Parent of flowerets, old Arcadia, hail! 
Here in the cool my limbs at eafe 1 fp-ead, 
ce Here let thy poplars whilper o’er my head, © 


Still flide thy waters foft among the trees, 
Phy afpins quiver in a breathing breeze, 
Smile all thy vailies in eternal fpring, 
Be huth’d, ye winds! while Pope and Virgil fing, 
In Englifh Inys, and all fublimely great, 
Thy Homer warms with all his ancient heat, 
He fhines in council, thdnders in the fight, © 
And flames with every fenfe of great delight. 
Long has that poet reign’d, and long unknown, 
Like monarchs fparkling on a diftant throne; * 
In all the majefty of Greece retir'd, 
Himfelf unknown, his mighty name admir'd, 
His language failing, wrapp’d him round with 
night, 
Thine, rais’d by thee, recalls the work to light. 
So wealthy mines, that ages long before 
Fed the Jarge realms around with golden ore, 
When choak’d by finking banks, no more appear, 
And fhepherds only fay, The mines were here! 
Should fome rich youth (if nature warm his heart, 
And all his projects ftand inform’d with art} 
Here clear the caves, there ope the leading veins 
‘The mines detected flame with gold again. 
How vaft, how copious, are thy new defigns! 
How every mufic varies in thy lines!» 
Still as L read, 1 feel my bofom beat, 
And rife in raptures by another's heat. 
Thus in the wood, when fummer drefs'd the days, 
When Windfor lent us tuneful hours of eafe, 
Our ears the lark, the thruth, the turtle bleits 
And Philomela fweereft o'er the reft : . 
The thades refound with fong—O foftly treadt 
While a whole feafon warbles round my head. ~ 
This to my friend-—and when a friend infpires, 
My filent harp its matter’s hand requires, 
Shak<s off the duft, and makes thefe rocks refound, 
For fortune plac’d me in unfertile ground, 
Far from the joys that with my foul agsze,, 
From wit, from learning,—far, oh far from thee! 
Here mofs-grown trees expand the fmalleft leaf, 


_| Here half an acre’s corn is half a theaf, 


Here hills with naked heads the tempeft meet, © 


\ Rocks at their fide, and torrents at their feet, 
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Reject the Mechlin head, and gold brocade, 

Go pray, in fober Norwich crape array’d. 

‘Thy pendant diamonds let thy Fanny take 

(Their trembling luftre thows how much you 
thake); 

Or'bid her wear thy necklace row’d with pearl, 

You'll find your Fanny an obedient girl. 

So for the reft, with lefs incumbrance hung, 

You walk through life, unmingled with the 
young, 

And view the fhade and fubftance as you pafs, 

With joint endeavour trifling at the glafs, 

Or folly dreft, and rambling all her days, 

Yo meet her counterpart, and grow by praife + 

Yet ftill fedate yourfelf, and gravely plain, 

You neither fret, nor envy at the vain. 

*Twas thus, if man with woman we compare, 

The wife Athenian croft a glittering fair, 

Unmov'd by tongue and fights, he waik’d the place, 

Through tape, toys, tinfel, gimp, perfume, and 
lace; 

"Then bends from Mar's hill his awful eyes, 

And—Wha: a World I never want ? he cries: 

But cries unheard : for fully will be free. 

So parts the buzzing gaudy crowd and he: 

As carelefs he for them, as they for him : 





He wrapt in wifdom, and they whirl’d by 


whim. 





“THE BOOK-WORM, 


Come hither, boy, we'll hunt to-day, 
‘The book-worm, ravening beaft of prey, 
Produe’d by parent earth, at odds, 

As fame reports it, with the gods, 
Him frantic hunger wildly drives 
Again a thoufand authors fives: 
"Through all the fields of wit he flies; 
Dreadful his head wich cloftering eyes, 
With horns without, and tufks within, 
And feales to ferve hin: for a kin. 
Obferve him nearly, left he climb 

‘To wound the bards of ancient time, 
Or down the vale of fancy go 

To tear fone modern wretch below. 
On every corner fix thine eye, 

Or ten to one he flips thee by. 

See where his teeth a pailage eat t 
We'll roufe him from the deep retreat. 
But who the Mhelter’s fore’d to give? 

> Tis facred Virgil, as lL live: 

From leaf to leaf, from fong to fong, 
le draws the tadpole form along, 

He mounts the gilded edge befure, 
He’s up, he fouds the cover o’er, 

He turns, he doubles, there he paft, 
And here we have him, caught at lalt, 
Infatiate brute, whofe teeth abule 
‘The fweeteft fervants of the mufe. 
(Nay never offer to dery, 

¥ took thee in the fad to Ay.) 

jiis rolvg nipt in every page, 

My poor Anacreon micurus thy rage 5 
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By thee my Ovid wounded lies; 

By thee my Lefbia's {parrow dies; 
Thy rabid teeth have half deftroy’é 
The work of love in Biddy Floyd, 
They rent Belinda’s locks away, 
And fpoil’d the blouzelind of Gay. 
For ali, for every fingle deed, 
Relentlels juftice bids thee bleed, 
"Then fall a victim co the nine, 
Myfelf the priet, my defk the fhrine. 


Bring Homer, Virgil, Paffo near, 


To pile a facred altar here ; 

Hold, boy, thy hand out-runs thy wit, 
You reach'd the plavs that Dennis writ 5 
You reach’d me Philips’ ruftic Qrain ; 
Pray take your mortal bards again, 


Come, hind the viim,—there he lies, 


And here between his numerous eyes 
"This venerable duft 1 lay, 
From manulcripts juft fwept away. 


The goblet in my hand I take, 


(For the libation’s yet to make) 

A health to poets! all their days 

May they have bread, as well as praife ; 
Senfe may they feek, and lefs engage 

In papers fill'd with parcy-rage 

But if their riches {poi) their vein, 

Ye mufes, make them poor again. 


Now bring the weapon, yonder blade, 


(With which my tuneful pens are made. 

'f ftrike the fcales that arm thee round, 
And twice and thrice I print the wound; 
‘The facred altar floats with red, 

And now he dies, and now he’s.dead. 


How like the fon of Jove I ftand, 


This Hydra ftretch’d beneath my hand! 
Lay bare the monfter’s entrails here, 

To fee what dangers threat the year: 

Ye gods‘ what fonnets on a wench! 
What lean tranflations out of French! 
Tis plain, this lobe is fo unfound, 

S—— prints, before the months go round, 


But bold, before I clofe the fcene, 


The facred altar fhould be clean, © 
Oh had 1 Shadwell’s fecond bays, 

Or, Tate! thy pert and humble lays? 
(Ye pair, forgive me, wheo | vow 

{ never mifs’d your works till now) 
I'd tear the leaves to wipe the thrine, 
(That only way you pleafe the nine) 
But fince I chance to want thefe two, 
VU make the fongs of Durfey do. 


Rent from the corps, on yonder pin, 


Thang the feales that brac’d it in; 
Thang my ftudious morning-gown, 
And write my own infcaption dawn, 


“ This.trophy from the Python won, 
This robe, in which the deed was done, 
‘Thefe, Parnell, glorying in the feat, 
Hung on thefe theives, the mufes feat, 
Here ignorance and hunger found : 
Large realms of wit to ravage round ¥ 
Here ignorance and hunger fell: 

‘Two foes in one 1 fent to hell. 

Ye poets, who my labours fee, ~ 

Conic fhare the triumph all with me! 
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In age I fearch, and only find Vilfeek a readier path, and go 
A poor unfruitful gain, Where wifdom’s furely taught below. 
Grave wifdom ftalking flow behind, How deep yon azure dyes the iky ! 


Opprefe’d with loads of pain. Where orbs of gold unnumber’d lie, 
While through their ranks in filver pride 
The nether crefcent feems to glide. 

The lumbering breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is fmooth and clear beneath, 
Where once again the fpangled thow 
Defcends to meet our eyes below. 

‘The grounds, which on the right afpire. 
Tn dimnefs from the view retire : 

The left prefents a place of graves, 
Whofe wall the filent water laves. 

That feeple guides thy doubtful lighs 
Among the livid gleams of night. 

There pafs with melancholy ftate 

By all the folemn heaps: of fate, 

And think, as foftly-fad you tread 
Above the venerable dead, 

Time was, lite thee, they life poffeft, 

And time faall be, that thou falt rept. 

Thofe with bending ofier bound, 

That namelefs have the crumbled ground, 
Quick to the glancing thought difclofe, 
Where toil and poverty repofe. 

The flat fmooth ftones that bear a name, 
The chiffel’s fender help to fame 
(Which ere our fet of friends decay 
Their frequent fteps may wear away); 
A-middle race of mortals own, 

Men, half ambitious, all unknown, 

The marble tombs that rife on. high, 
Whofe dead in vaulted arches fi¢, 

Whofe pillars fwell with fculptur'd ftones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bunes, 

Thefe, ail the poor remains of fate, 

Adorn the rich, or praife the great ; 

Who, while on earth in fame they live, 
Age fenfelefs of the fame they give, AS 

Ha! while I gaze, pale Syne ia fades, 
The burfting earth unveils the fhades ! 
All flow, and wan, and wrap’d with throuds, 
They rife in vifionary crowds, 

And all with fober accent cry, 
Think, mortal, what it is to die, 

Now from yon black and funeral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-haufe with dew, 
Methinks, I hear a voice begin ; 

(Ye ravens, ceafe your crosking din, 

Ye tolling clocks, no time refound 

O'er the long lake and midnight ground!) 
It fends a peal of hollow groans, 

Thus fpeaking from among the bones. 

When men my fcythe and darts fupply, 
How great a king of fears am It 
They view me like the laft of things; 
They make, and then they draw, my firings, 
Fools : if you lefs provok'd your fears, 
No more my fpe@re form appears, 
Death’s but a path that muft be trod, 

If man weuld ever pafs to God: 
A port of calms, a ftate to cafe 
From the rough rage of fwelling feas, 

Why then thy flowing fable ftoles, 

Decp pendant cyprefs, mourning poles, 


‘My ignorance could once beguile, 
And fancy’d joys infpire ; 

My crrors cherith’d hope to fmile 
On newly born defire, 


But now experience thews, the blifs 
. For which { fondly fought 
Not worth the ong impatient with, 
And ardour of the thought. 


“My youth met fortune fair array’d, 
ite In all her pomp fhe fhone, 
wand might perhaps have well effay’d 
To make her gifts my own : 


Bat when I faw the bleifings thower 
On fome unworthy mind, 
left the chace, and own'd the power 
‘Was juftly painted blind. 


I pafi’d the glories which adorn 
The fplendid courts of kings, 

And while the perfons mov’d my fcorn, 
Trofe to fcorh the things, 









‘My manhood fele.a vigorous fire 
By lowpsencreas’d the more ; 
But years with coming years confpire 
To break the chains I wore, 


In weaknefs fale, the fex I {ee 
With idle luftre thine; 

For what are all their joys to me, 
Which cannot now be mine? 


Bot hold—t feel my gout decreafe, 
My troubles laid to reft, 

And traths which would difturb my peace 
Are painful truths at beft. 





Vuinly the time T have to roll 
In fad reflection Ries ; 

Ve fondling paffions of my foul ! 
Ye fweet deceits! arife. 


I wifely change the fcene within, 
To things that us’d to pleafe ; 
In pain, philofophy is fpleen, 
Jn health, ’tis only eafe. 


A NIGHT-PIECE ON DEATH. 


Br the blue taper’s trembling light, 
No more L wafte the wakeful night, 
Intent with endlefs view to pore 

‘The fchoolmen and the fages o’er : 
‘Their books from wifdom widely ftray, 
Or point at bett the longel way, 
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He quits his cell ; the pilgram flaff he bore, 
And fix’d the fcailop in his hat before; 
‘The with the fun a rifing journey went, 
Sedate to think; and watching each event. 

The morn was wafted in the pathlefe grafs, 
And long and loncfome was the wild to pals; 
But when the foutbern fue bad warnr'd the day, 
A youth came pofting o’er a croffing way; 

His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 

-And foft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. : 
‘Then near approaching, Father, hail! he cry'd, 
-And hail, my fon, the reverend fire reply'd ; 


Words follow’d words, from queftion anfwer 


flow'd, : 
And talk of various kind deceiv’d the road; 

‘Till each with other pleas‘d, and loth to part, 

‘While in their age they differ, join in heart. 

‘Thus ftnods an aged elm in ivy bound, 

‘Thus youthful ivy clafpsan elm around, 

Now funk the fun; the clofing hour of day 

Came onward, mantled o’er with fober grey 3 

Nature in filence bid the world repofe; 

When near the road a ftately palace rofe: —_ [pafs, 
"Phere, by the moon, through ranks of trees they 
‘Whole verdure crown’d their floping fides of grafs, 
J: chane'd the noble mafter of the dome 
Still made his houfe the wandering ftranger’s 

* — home:’ ‘ 

Yet ftill the kindnefs, from a thirft of praife, | 
Prov'd the vain flourifh of expenfive eafe. 

"the pair arrive : the livery’d fervants wait 
‘heir lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
‘The table groans with coftly'piles of food, 

And all is more than hofpitably good. 

‘Then.ted to re(t, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep funk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of down, 

At length tis morn, and at the dawn of day, : 

Along the wide canals the zephyrs play : 

Treth o'er the gay’parterres the breezes creep, 
z\nc hake the neighbouring wood to banith fleep. 
up rife the guefts, obedient to the call : : 

‘An carly banquet deck’d the {plendid hall; 

Rich lufctous wine a golden goblet grac’d, 

“Which the kind matter forc’d the gueits to tafte. 
“Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they 
* Gos. = 
‘And, but the‘landtord, rione had caufe of woes 
Fis cup was vanifh’d; for in fecret guife 
The. younger gueft purloin’d the glittering prize, 

As one who fpies a ferpent in his way, 
Gliftcning and bafking in the furmer ray, 
Dilorder’d flops to thun the danger near, 












When walks with faintnefg on, and looks with |’ 


fear; . 
So feem’d the fire; when fat upon the road, 
‘The thining fpoil his wiley partner how'd. 
wHe ftop’d with filence, walk’d with trembling 
heart, . q 
‘And nnich-fe with'd, bet durft not afk to part: 
‘Murmuting he lifts his eyes, and tbinks it hard, 
‘That genernus aéions meet a bafe reward. 
While thus they pals, the fun his glory throuds, 
:The changing fkies hang out their fable clouds; 
‘A found in air prefag’d approaching rain, 
And heals te covert feud actofé the plains, 
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Warn'd by the figns, the wandering pair retreat, 
‘Yo feek for fheiter at a neighbouring feat. 
’Twas built with turrets, on a rifing ground, 
And ftrong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner’s temper, timorous and fevere, 
‘Unkind and griping, caus’d a defert there.” 

As near the mifer's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce rifing gults with fudden fury blew; 
The nimble lightning mix’d with fhowers began, 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunders ran, 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain; 


| Driven by the wind, and batter'd by the rain, 


At length fome pity warm'd the matter’s breait 
(‘Twas then his threfhold firlt receiv'd a guelt) ; 
Slow crecking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the fhivering pair; 
One frugal fagyot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervour through their limbs recalls: 
Bread of the coarfelt fort, with eager wine, 
(Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to dines 
And when the tempeft firft appear’d to ceafe, 
Arecady warning bid them part in peace. 
With ftill remark the pondering hermit view’d, 
{n one fo rich, a life fo poor and rude; « ° 
And why Should fuch, within himfelf he cry’d, 
Lock the loft wealth a thoufand want befide ? 
But what new marks of wonder foon took place, 
In every fettling feature of his face; Ss 
When from his veft the young companion bore 
That cup, the generous landlor’d own’d before, 
And paid profufely with the precious bowl 
The {tinted kindnets of this churlifh foul. 
_ But now the clouds ia airy tumult fly s< 
‘The fun emerging opes an azure fky ; + 
A frefher green the {melling leaves difplay, * 
And, glittering as they trenible, cheer the day: 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad matter bolts the wary gate. 
While hence they walk, the pilgrim’s bofony 
wrought tee 
With all the travel of dneerrat thoaghty “°-~ 
His partnes’s aéts without their caufe appear, 
'Twas thete a vice, and feem’d a madnefs here: ° 
Detefting that, and pitying this, he goes, 
Loft and confounded with the various fhows, 
Now night’s dim thades again involve the a 


Again the wanderers want a place to lie, 

Again they fearch, and find a lodging nigh. 

The foil improv'd around, the manfion neat, 

And neither poorly low, nor idly'great + 

Te fecm'd to {peak its mafter’s turn of niind, 

Content, and not to praife, but virtue kind. 
Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 

Then blefs the manfion, and the mafter greet: 

Their greeting fair, beftow’d with modcit guife,» 

The courteous mafter hears, and thus replies : 
Without a vain, without a grudging hearty 

To him who gives us all, ! yield a part ; 

From him you come, for him accept it hegey. 

A frank and fober, more than coftly cheer. 

He fpoke, and bid the welcome table {pread, 

Then talk of virtuc till the time of bed, S 

When the grave houfehold round his hall repair,” 


| Warn’d -by a bell, and clofe ‘the hours with 


x, prayer, 
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Atlength the world, renew'd by calm repofe, 
Was ftrong for toil, the dappled morn arofe 5 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept, 

Near the clos’d cradle where an infant flept, 

And writh’d his neck; the landlord’s little pride, 

 ftrange return! grew black, and gafp’d, and 
dy'd. . ; 

Horror of horrors! what! his only fon! 

How look’d our hermit when the fact was done; 

Not hell, though hell’s black jaws in funder part, 

And breathe blue fire, could more affault his heart. 

Confus'd, and ftruck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but trembling {ails to fly with fpeed, 

His fteps the youth purfues ; the country lay: - 
Perplex’d with roads, a fervant fhow’d the way : 
A river crofs'’d the path; the paflage o'er 

Was nice to find; the fervant trod before; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge fupply’d, 

+ And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
‘The youth, who feem’d to watch a time to fin, 
Approach'd the carelefs guide, and thruft bim in; 
Plunging he fails, and rifing lifts his head, 

"Then flathing turns, and finks among the dead. 

Wild, fparkling rage inflames the father’s eyes, 
He burfts the bands of fear, and madly cries, = 
Detefted wretch !—But fearce his fpeech began, 
When the ftrange partner feem’d no longer man > 
His youthful face grew more ferenely fweet; 

His robe turn’d white, and flow’d upon his feet; 
Fair rounds of radiant poiats inveft his hair; - 
Celeftial odours breathe through purpled air 5” 
And wings, whofe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his’ back their gradual plumes difplay. 
"Yhe form etherial borft upon his fight,” 
And moves in ail the majefty of light. : 
‘Though loud at firtt the pilgrim’s paffioh grew, 
Sudden he gaz’d, and witt not what to do; 
Surprife in fecret chains his words fufpends; 
And in a calm his fettling temper ends. 

* But filence here the beautcous angel broke 
(The voice of mufic ravith'd as he fpoke). 

Thy prayer, thy praife, thy life to vice un- 

known, 
Yn {weet memorial rife before the throne : 
"Thefe charms, fuccefs in our bright region find, 
And force an angel down, to calm thy mind; 
For this, commiffion’d, I forfook the fy, 
Nay, ceafe to kneel—Thy fellow-fervant I. 

Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let thefe feruples be no longer thine. ¥ 

The Maker juftly claims that world he made, 
In this the right of Providence is laid ; 7 
Its facred majefty through all depends 
On ufing fecond means to work his ends: 
>Tis thus, withdrawn in ftate from human eye, 
‘The Power exerts his attributes on high, “ 
Your actions ufes nor controls your will, 

Aad bids the doubting fons of men be ftill. 

What firange events. can ftrike with more 

farprife, 

Than thole which lately ftruck thy wondering eyes? 
‘Yet, taught by thefe, confefs th’ Almighty juft, 
And where you can’t unriddle, learn to truft: 
” The great, vain man, who far’d on coftly food, 
‘Whofe live was too luxurieus to be good ; 


| And to my lips a living coal apply’d, 
: BRO 


ar 
Who made his ivory ftands with goblets fhine, 

And fore'd his gnefts to morning draughts of wing, 
Has, with the cup, the gracelefs cuftom lott, 

And ftill he welcomes, but with lefs of coft. 

The mean, fufpicious wretch, whiofe bolted door *. 
Ne’er mov’d in duty to the wandering poor ; 
With him J Jefe the cup, to teach his mind * 
That heaven can blefs, if mortals will be kind. 
Confcious of wanting worth, he views the bow4, 
And feels compaffion touch his grateful foul. 
Thus artifts melt the fullen ore of lead, . 
With heaping coals of fire upon itshead: 

In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And Joofe from drofs the fiver runs below.” 

Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child half wean’d his heart from God; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv’d in pain, 
And meafur'd back his fteps to earth again. 
‘Fo what exceffes had his dotage run? 
But God, to fave the father, took the fon. 
To all but thee, in fits he feem’d to go, 
(And "twas my miniftry to deal the blow) 
‘The poor fond parent, humbled in the duit, 
Now owns in tears the punifhment was juft. 

But now had all his fortune felt a wrack, 
Had that falfe fervant {ped iu fafety back ; 
This night his treafur’d heaps he meant to fteal, 
And what a fund of charity would fail! |... 
Thus Heaven inftructs thy mind : this trial o'er, 
Depart im peace, relign, and fin no more. 

On founding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The fage flood wondering as the feraph flew. 
Thus fook’d Elifha when, to mount oa high, 

His mafter took the chariot of the iky; 
‘The fiery pomp afcending left to view; . 
‘Lhe prophet gaz‘d, and wifh’d to follow too. 

The bending hermit here a prayer begun, 
Lord! as in heaven, on carth thy awill be done: 
‘Then, gladly turning, fought his ancient place, 
And pafs'd a life of piety and peace. 





y 
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* PIETY, OR THE VISION, 


*Twag when the night in filer fable fled, 

Woen cheerful morning {prung with rifing red, 

When dreams and vapours leave to crowd the [rainy 

And beft the vifion draws its heavenly fcene ; 

*Twas then, as flumbering on my couch I lay, 

A fudden fplendor fcem’d to kindle day, 

A breeze came breathing in a fweet perfume, 

Blown from eternal gardens, fill'd the room ; 

And ip a void of biue, that clouds inveft, 

Appear’d a daughter of the realms of reft; 

Her head’a ring of golden glory wore, 

Her honour’d hand the facred volume bore, '* 

Her raiment glittering feem’d a filver white, * 

And all her fweet companions fons of light. , 
Straight as I gaz‘d, my fear and wonder grew, 

Fear barr’d my voice, and wonder fix’d my vicw ; 

When 10! a cherub of the thining crowd : 

‘That fail’d as guardian in her azure cloud, | - 

Vann’d the fofe air, and downwards feem’d to gig. " 


“\ 
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‘Then while the warmth o'er all my pulies ran 
Diffufing comfort, thus the maid began : 

“© Where glorious manfions are prepar’d sbove, 
* The feats of mufic, and the feats of love, 
“ Thence I defcend, and Piety my name, 
“© To warm thy bofom with celeftial flame, 


*« To teach thee praifes mix’d with humble prayers, , 


“¢ And tune thy fou) to fing feraphic airs. 

* Bethou my bard.” A vial heie fhe cangh: 

(Aa angel’s hand the cryftal vial brouzht); 

And as with.awfol found the word we: jaid, 

She pour’d a facred union on my bead; 

“hen thus proceeded: “ Be thy mufe thy zeal, 

4). Dare.to be good and all my joys reveal. 

“Ht ‘While other pencils flattering forms create, 

‘© Aad paint the gaudy plumes thar deck the great; 

# While other pens exalt the vain delight, 

"#, Whole wafteful revel wakes the depth of night; 

Or others foftly fing in idle lines 

“* How Damon courts, or Amaryllis thine: ; 

More wifely thon fele& a theme divine, 

Fame is their recompence, ‘tis heaven is thine. 

# Defpife the raptures of difcorded fire, 

if ‘Where wine, or paffion, of applaufe infpire 

5 Low fefilefs life, and ravings born of earth, 

 Whofe meaner fubjects fpeak their humbie birth, 

* Like working feas, that, when loud winters 

« blow, 

“ Not made for rifing, only rage below. 

™ Mine is’ warm and yet a lambent heat, 

“ More lafting till, as more intenfely great, 

“ Produc’d where prayer, and praife, and pleafure 
“ breathe, ‘ 

“And ever mounting whence ir fhot beneath. 

* Unpaint the love, that, hovering over beds, 

“ From glittering pinions guilty pleafure fheds; 

 Reftore the colour to the golden mines 

With which behind the feather’d idol fhines; 

To flowering greens give back their native 
“© care, 

The rote and Jity, never his to wear ; 

"Yo {weet Arabja fend the balmy breath ; 

Strip the fair fcth, and calf the phantom death ¢ 

His bow he fabted o'er, his fhafts the fame, 

And fork and point them with eternal flame, 

* But urge thy powers, thine utmuit voice ad- 
“ vance, 

Moke the loud Strings againft thy fingers dance: 

*Tis love that angels praife-and meu adore, 

*Tis love divine that afks it all and more. 

Fling buck the gates of ever-blazing day, 

Pour floods of liquid light to gild the way ; 

And all in glory wrapt, through paths untrod, 

Purfue the greut unfeen defcent of God. 

Hail the meck virgin, bid the child appear, 

‘The child is God, and call hin Jefus here. 





























Make the great Being in a manger lie ; 

Fill che wide iky with angels on the wing, 

Make thoufands gaze, and make ten thoufand 
“ fing; 

Let men affli& him, men he came to fave, 

And ftill affli@ him till he reach the grave; 

Make him refign’d, his Joads of forrow meet, 

And ine, like Mary, weep beneath his feet; 


“ 
“ 


He comes, but where ta reft? A manger’s nigh, | 
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Vl bathe my trefles there, my prayers rciie: 

and ylide in flanves of love along my verfe. 

“ Al! while [ {peak, I feel my bofom fwell, 

“ My raptures fmother what I Jong to tell. 

! a prefent God! through cleaving air 

ve the throne, and ice the Jefus there 

Plac’d on the right. He thews the wounds he 
bore ‘ 

(My fervours oft have won him thus before) ; 

How pleas’d he looks! my words have reach'd 
« his ear; 

He bids the gates unbar; snd calls me mear.”” 

She ceas'd. ‘Phe cloud on which the feem'd to 
tread 

Its curls unfolded, and around her fpread ; 

Bright angels waft their wings to raife the cloud, 

Aud {weep their ivory lutes, and fing aloud; 

‘The feene moves off, while all its ambient fry 

fs turn’d to wondrous mufic as they fly ; 

And folt the {welling founds of mufic grow, 

And faint their foftnefs, till they fail below. 

My downy fleep he warmth of Phoebus broke, 
And while my thoughts were fettling, thus I poke. 
Thou heauteous vifton ! on the foul imprefs’d, 
When moft my reafon would appear to reft, 
“Twas fure with pencils dipt in various lights 
Some curious angel limn’d thy facred fights; 
From blazing funs his radiant gold he drew, 
While moons the filyer gave, and air the blue, 

VII mount the roving winds expanded wing, 
And feek the facred hill, and light to fing; 
(Tis known in Jewry well) I'll make my lays, 
Obedient to thy fummons, found with praife. 

But Ril fear, unwarm’d with holy fame, 
lt take for truth the flatteries of a dream ; 

And barely wifh the wondrous gift f boat, 
And faintly practife what deserves it mo! 

Indulgent Lord! whofe gracious love di 
Joy in the light, and fills the dark with ez: 
Be this, to blefs my days, no dream of biifs ; 
Or be, to blefs the nights, my dreams like thie, 




















BACCHUS, 
OR, 
THE DRUNKEN METAMORPHOSIS. 


As Bacchus, ranging at bis leifure, 

(Jolly Bacchus, king of pleafure! 

Charay’d the wide world with drink and dances, 

And all his thoufand airy fancies, 

Alas! he quite forgot the while 

His favourite vines in Lefbos ifle. 
The god, returning ere they dy’d, 

Ah! fee my jolly faurs, he cry’d, 

The leaves but hardly borne are red, 

And the bare arms fer pity fpread : 

‘The beafts afford a rich manure 

Fly, my boys, to bring the cure; 

Up the mountains, o’er the vales, 








j Through the woods, and down the dales; 


For this, if full the clufter grow, 
Your bow!s thal] doubly overflow. 
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So cheer’d with more officious hatte 
‘They bring the dung of every beafts 
"The loads they wheel, the roots they bare, 
They Jay the rich manure with care 5 
While oft he calls to labour hard, 

‘And names as oft the red reward. 

The plants refrefh'd, new leaves appear, 
The thickening clufters load the year; 
"The feafon {wiftly purple grew, 

‘The grapes hung dangling deep with blue. 

A vineyard ripe, a day ferene 
Now calls them all to work again. 
‘The fauns through every furrow fhoot 
‘To load their flafkets with the fruit; 
And now the vintage early trod, 
"The wines invite the jovial god. 

Strow the rofes, raile the fong, 
See the mafter comes along ; 
Lufly revel join’d with laughter, 
Whim and frolic follow after : 
"Phe fauns afide the vats remain, 
'To thow the work, and reap the gain. 
All around, and all around, 
They fit to riot'on the ground ; 
A veffel ftands amidft the ring, 
‘And here they laugh, ard there they fing ? 
Or rife a jolly joliy band, 
And dance about it hand in hand; 
Dance about, and fhout amain, 
Then fit to laugh and fing again. 
"Thos they drink, and thus they play 
"The fan and all their wits away. 

But, as an ancient author fung, 

The vine manur’d with every dung, 
¥rom every creature ferangely drew 
A twang of brutal nature too; 

>was hence in drinking on the lawns 
New turns of hamour feiz’d the fauns. 

Here one was erying ovt, By Jove! 
Another, Fight me in the grove ; 

‘This wounds a friend, and that the trees 3 
"Phe lion’s temper reign'd in there. 

Another grins, and leaps about, x 
And keeps a merry world of sout, 

And talks impertinently free, 
And twenty taik the fame as he + 
Chatrering, idle, airy, kind : 
"Phefe take the monkeys turn of mind, 

Here one, that fav the nymphs which food 
‘To peep upon them from the wood, 

Skulks off to try if any maid 
Be lagging late beneath the thades 
While loofe difcourfe another raifes 
Jn naked Nature’s plaineft phrafes, 
And every glafs he drinks enjoys, 
Which change of confenle, jut, and noife ; 


Gaping, tendér, apt to weep? 

‘Their nature’s alter’d by the fheep. 
*Twase thus one autumn all the crew 

(If what the poets fay be true) 

While Bacchus made the merry feaft, 

Inclin’d ta one or other beaft : 

And fince, ’tis faid, for many a mile 

He fpread the vines of Lefbos ifle. 





















THE HORSE AND THE OLIVE. - 


Wir moral tale let-ancient wifdom move, 
Whilft thus Ifing to make the moderns wifey, 
Strong Neptune once with fage Minerva ftrove, 
And rifing Athens was the victor’s prize. 





+ 

By Neptune, Plotus (guardian power of gain}y¥ 
By great Minerva, bright Apollo food 3° 

But Jove fuperior bade the fide obtain, f 
Which beft coutriv'd to do the nation goods 






Then Neptune ftriking, from the parted ground.’ 
Vhe warlike horfe came pawing on the, plaisy' 
And as it toft its mane, and pranc’d around,’ 
By this, he crics, #*lt make the people reign 





The goddefs, {miling, gently bow'd her fpear, 
‘And rather thus they thall-be blefs'd, the {aids 
Then upwards fhooting in the vernal air, os 
With loaded boughs the fruitful olive fpread, ° 
# 


Jove faw what gift the rural powers defign’d; 
And took th’ impartial fcales, refolv’d to thos: 

If greater blifs in warlike pomp we find, 2 
Or in the calm which peaceful times beftow. 


On Neptune’s part he plac'd victorious days." 
Gay trophies won, and fame extending wide; 

But plenty, fafety, fcience, arts, and eafe, 
Miperva’s fcale with greater weight fupply’d- 


Fierce war devours whom gentle peace would 
fave 
Sweet peace reftores what angry war deftroys ; 
‘War made for peace with that rewards the brave, 
‘While peace its pleafures from irfelf enjoys. - 


Hence vanquith’d Neptune to the fea. withdrew, - 
Hence wife Minerva rul’d Athenian lands 5 

Her Athens hence in arte and honours grew, 
And ftili her olives deck pacific hands. 


From fables, thus difelos'd, a monarch’s mind 
May form juft-rules to choofe the truly great, 
And fubjedts weary’d with diftreffes find, 











‘Mad and carelefs, hot and vain: \ Whofe kind endeavours moft befriend the ftate, 
Such as thefe the goat retain. i : 

Another drinks and caits it vp, | Ev'n Britain here may learn to place her fove, 
‘And drinks, and wants another cup; | If cities won her kingdom’s wealth have coft 3: 
solemn, filent, and fedate, If Anna’s thoughts the patriot fouls approve, 
Ever long, and ever late, Whofe care reftore that wealth the wars had 
Full of meats, and full cf wine : Joft. r 
‘This takes his temper from the {wine. \ 

Here fome who hardly feem to breathe, But if we afk, the moral to difclofes <. . 

Drink, and hang the jaw bencath. > Whom her beft patronels Europa calls; 


Bini} 
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Great Anna’s title no exception knows, 
‘And unapply’d in this the fable falls. 


‘With her nor Neptune or Minerva vies : 
“Whene’er the pleas'dy her troops to conqueft 
Hews 6 z 
Whene’er the pleafes, peaceful-times arife : 
‘She gave the horfe, and gives the olive too, 





“DR. DONNE’S THIRD SATIRE VERSISIED. 





MPASSION checks my {pleen, yet fcorn denies, 
The-tears a paffage through my iwelling cyes; 
(orlmigh or weep at fins, might idly fhow 
Prbeedfat paffion, or unfruitful woe, 
ire! carife, and try thy tharper ways, 
Af qver fatire cur’d an old difeafe.’ - 
8 not,Religion (heaven-defcended dame) 
sAe.worthy all our. foul’s-devouteftiflame, 
Ga moral virtue in her early fway, 
‘When the beft heathens faw by doubtful day ? 
Are not the joys, the promis’d joys above, 
As great and flrong tq vanquith carthly.love, 
“As earthly, glory; fame, refpect; and thow, 
Wo all rewards their virtue found below ? 
‘Alas! religion proper means prepares, 
Fhefe means are ours, and mutt its-end be theirs? 
‘Andfhall thy father’s {pirit-meet the fight 
f heathen fages cloth’d iu heavenly light, 
Whofe merit of frig lifes: feverely fuited 
"Forreafon's diftates,-may be faith imputed, 
‘Whilf ‘thou, to whom he taught the nearex road, 
‘Art ever banifh’d from the bleft abode ? 
Oh? if thy temper fuch a fear can find, 
This fear were valour of. the nobleft kind. 
: Dar’ft thou provoke, when rebel fouls afpire, 
"Thy Maker's vengeance, and thy Monarch’s ire, 
»Or live entomb'd in ships, ‘thy leader’s prey, 
Sprilof the war, the famine, or the fea ; 
Wn fearch of pearl, in depth af ocean breathe, 
\Or live, exil'd the fun, in mines bencath, 
Bn where xi tempefts icy mountains roll, 
Attempt a palace by the northern pole? 
Or dar’ thou parch within. the fires of Spain, 
Or burn beneath the line, fur Indian gain? 
Or for fome idol of thy fancy draw [Rraw ? 
Some loote-gown'd dame; O courage made of 
‘Thus, defperate coward, would’ft thou bold op- 
: pear, 4 : as 
Yet when thy God has plac’d thee centry here, 
‘To thy own foes, to his, ignoble yield ; 
And leave, for wars forbid, th’ appeinted fieid ? 
Know thy own foes; th” apofate angel; he 
You firive to pleste, the fermoft of the three ; 
He makes the pleafures of his realm the bait, 
But can he give for love thar a¢is in hate? 
Ehe world’s thy fecond love, thy lecond foe, 
‘The world, whofe beauties perifh as they blow, 
‘They fly, the fades herielf, and at the bet, 
You graip a wither’d fifunpet to pour breaft; 
The flefh-is next, which ia fraition wafter, 
High fief'd with ail the fevtuat joys it tates. 
While men the fair, the goodly foul defray, 














From whence the fiela has power to tafte a joy, j And age is twilight to ths night of fare. 
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Seck thou religion primitively found— 
Well, gentle friend, but where may fhe be found? 
By faith implicit blind Ignaro led, Se 
‘Thinks the bright feraph from his country fled, 
And feeks her fearat Rome, becaute we know, 
She there was feen a thoufand years ago 5 
Ani loves her relic rags, as men obey 
The foot-cloch where the prince fat yefterday, 
‘Thefe pageant forms are whining Obed’s feorn, 
Who fecks religion at Geneva born, 
A fallen thing, whofe coarlencis fuits the crowd : 
Though young,-unhandfome; though uphand- 
fome, proud ; 
Thus, with the wonton, fome perverfely judge 
All girls unhealthy but the country drudge, 
No foreign fchemes-make eafy Cxpio roam, 
{ The man contented takes his church at home, 
| Nay, feeld fome preachers, fervile bawds of 
gain, [reign, 
Should fome, new laws, which like new fathions 
‘Command his faith to count falvation ty’d, 
Yo vifit his, and vifit none befide ; 
He grants falvation centres in his own, 
And grants it.centres. but in his alone ; 
From youth to age he grafps the proffer’d dame, 
And they confer his faith, who give his name; 
So from the guardian’s hands the wards, who live. 
Enthrall’d to guardians, take the wives they give, 
From all profeffions carelefs Airy flies, 
For all profeffions can’t be good, he cries; 
And here a fault, and there another views, 
And lives unfix'd for want of heart to choofe ; 
So men, who know what fome loofe girls have 
done, 
For fear of marrying fuch, will marry none, 
The charms of all obfequious courtly ftrike ; 
On each he dotes, on each attends alike ; 
And thinks, as different countries deck the dame, 
‘The dreffes altering, and the fex the fame: 
So fares religion, chang’d in outward fhow, _ 
But ’tis religion ftill where’er we go: 
This blindnefs fprings from an excefs of light, 
And men embrace the wrong, to choofe the right. 
But thou of force maft one religion own, 
And only one, snd that the right alone ;- 
‘fo find that right one, afk thy reverend fire, 
Tet his of him, and ‘im of his enquire ; 
‘Though treth andlehond feem as twins ally’d, 
There’s elderthip on truth’s delightful fide ; 
Her ferk with heed—who fecks the foundelt firft, 
Is not of no religion, nor the worft. 
T’ adore or fcern the image, or proteft, 
May all be bad ; doubt wilely for the beft, 
“Tyxre wrong to ficep, or headlong run aftray ; 
it 3s not wandering to inquire the way. 
Ou 2 iarge mountain, at the bafis wide, 
Steep to the top, and craggy at the fide, 
sits facred truth enthron’d; and he who means 
Yo reach the fummit, mounts with weary pains, 
} Winds reand and rourd, and every turn effays, 
Whire fudden breaks refift the fhorter ways. 
Yet labour fo, that ere faint age arrive, 
‘Thy fearching foul poileft her reft alive : 
To work by twilignt were to work too late, 















POQEM Ss. : “5 


"Fo will alone, is but to mean delay, 
"To work at prefent is the ule of day. 
For man’s employ much thought and deed remain, 
“High thoughts the foul, hard deeds the body’s 
firain, 
And myfteries afk believing, which to view, 
Like the fair fun, are plain, but dazzling too. 

Be truth, fo found, with facred heed poffeft, 
Not kings have power to tear it from thy breaft. 
By no blank charters harm they where they hate, 
Nor are they vicars, but the hands of fate. 

Ah! fool and wretch, who let'ft thy foul be ty’d 
‘To human laws! or muft it fo be try d ? 

Or will it boot thee, at the lateft day, 

When judgment fits, and juftice afks thy plea, 
‘that Philip that, or Gregory taught thee this, 
Or John or. Martin ? al) may teach amifs: 

For every contrary in each extreme 

"This holds alike, and each may plead the fame. 

Wouldft thou to power a proper duty fhow ? 
Tia thy firlt talk the bounds of power to know ; 
‘The bounds once paft, it holds the fame no more, 
its nature alters, which it own’d before, 

Nor were {ubmiffion humblenefs exprett, 

Bot all 4 low, idolatry at bef. 

Power from above, fubordinately fpread, 

Streams like a fountain from th’ eternal head : 

"Phere, calm and pure, the living waters fiow, 

But roars a torrent or a flood below, 

Each flower ordain’d the margins to adorn, 

Each native beauty, from its roets is torn, 

And left on deferts, rocks and fands, are tot, 

All the long travel, and ia ocean loft, 

So fares the foul, which more that power reveres. 

Man claims from God, than what in God ine 
heres, 
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Fram realms of never-interrupted peace, 

From thy fair flacion near the throne of grace, 

From choirs of angels, joys in endlefs round, 

And cndlefs harmony’s enchanting found, 

Charm’d with a zeal the Maker’s praife to fhow, 

Bright gift of verfe defcend, and here below 

My ravifh'd heart with rais’d affeCtion fill, 

And warbling o’ef the foul incline my will, 

Among thy pomp, let rich expreffion wait, 

Let raging numbers form thy train complete, 

While at thy motions over all the fky 

Sweet founds, and echoes fweet, refounding fly; 

And where thy feet with gliding beauty tread, 

Let fancy’s flowery {pring ercét its head 
Tt comes, it comes, with unaccuftom’d light, 

The tracts of uiry thought grow wondrous bright, 

Its notions aucient memory reviews, 

And young invention new defigns purfues. 

To fome attempt my will and wifhes prefs, 

And pleafuge, rais’d in hope, forbodes fuccefs. 

My God! from whom proceed the citts divine, 

My God! T think 1 feei the gift is chine, 

7 Be this no vain thafion which | find, 
Nor mature’s impulle on the pailive mind, 
























Bat reafon's a&, produc’d by good defire, 
By grace enliven'd with celeftial fire; ” 
While bafe conceits, like mifly fons of nigh& 
Before fuch beams of glory take their fight, 
And frail affeétrons, born of earth, decay, 
Like weeds that wither in the warmer ray. 
T thank thee, Father! with a grateful miad? 
Man’s undeserving, and thy mercy kind. 
I now perceive, I long to fing thy praife, 
I now perceive, I long to find my lays 
‘The fweet incentives of another's love, 
And jure fuch longings have their rife above. 
My cefolution ftands confirm’d within, 
My lines afpiring eagerly begin ; 
Begin, my lines, to fuch a fubject die, 
‘That aids our Isbours, and rewards them toot 
Begin, while Canaan opens to mine eyes, 
Where fouls and fongs, divinely form'd, arifé, 
As one whom o'er the fweetly-wary’d mend¢ 
Entire recefs and lonely pleafureleads, aoe 
To verdur'd banks, to paths adorn'd with floweré, 
To Shady trees, to clofely-waving bowets, 
To bubbling fountains, and afide the ftream 
That fofy gliding fooths a waking dream, 
Or bears the thought infpir'd with. heat along, 
And with fair images improves a fong ; 
Through facred anthems, fo may fancy range, 
So ftill from. beauty, fill to beauty change, 
To feel detights in all the radiant way, 
And, with fweet numbers, what it feels tepay. 
¥or this I calf that ancient time appear, 
And bring his rolls to ferve in method here ; 
His roils which acts, that endlefs honour claimy 
Have rank'd in order for the voice of fame. 
My call is favour’d: Time from firtt tolaft 
Unwinds his years, the prefent fees the pai ; 
I view their circles as he turns them o'er, 
And fix my footiteps where he went before. ! 
The page unfolding would a top difclote, 
Where founds melodicus in their birth arofe, 
Where firft the morning: fars together fung, 
Where firft their harps the fons of glory ftrung, 
With fhouts of joy while hallelujahs rife 
Yo prove the chorus of eternal ficies. 
Rich fparkling Rrokes the letters doubly gild, 
And all's with love aud admiration fll'd. 





MOSES, 


To grace thofe lincs, which next appear to fight, 
The pencil ihone, with more abated light 5 
Yet itiil the pencil thone, the lines were fair, 

ad awful Mofes ftands recorded there; 
J.ct his, repicte with flames and praife’divine, 
duet his, the fick-remember’d jong be mine, 
‘Then sife my thought, and in thy prophet find 
What joy thould warm thee, for the work defign’d. 
‘To that great ad, which rais’d his heart, repair, 
And find a portion ef his fpirit there. 

A nation helplefs and unarm’d I view, 
Whom flrong revengefal troops of war purfue, 
Seas op their flight, their camp muft prove their 
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God's wordrons voice proclaims his high com 
2 mand, 

He hids their leader wave the facred wand, 

And where the billows ow’d, they flow no more, 
A toad lies naked, and they march it o’er 

Safe may the fons of Jacob travel through, 

Bat why will harden’d Egypt venture tov ? 

Vain in thy rage, to think thofe waters fire 

And rife like walls, qn either hand, for thee, 
‘Vhe night comes on, the feafon for furprife, 

Yer fear not, Ifracl, God directs thine eyes. 

A fiery cloud I fee thine angel ride, 

His chariot is thy light, aud he thy guide. 

‘The day comes on, and haif the fuccours fail, 
‘Yet fear not, Ifcael, God will fill prevail. 

1 feb -thine angel from before thee go, 

» ‘Fo make the wheels of venturous Egypt flow, 
His rolling cloud inwarps its beams of fight, 
And what fupply’d thy day, prolongs their night. 
At length the dangers of the desp are run, 

"The further brink is paft, the bank is won; 
‘The leader turns te view the foes behind, 
Then waves his folemn wand within the wind, 
Oh! nation freed by wonders, ceafe thy fear, 
And ftand, and ice the Lord's faivation here. 

Ye tempetts,. now, from every corner fly, 
And wildly rage in all my fancied thy, 
Roll on, ye waters, as they roll'd before, 
Ye billows of my fancied ocean; roar ; 
Dafh high, ride foaming,smingle, all the main, 
*Tis. done, and Pharaoh can’t affli@ again. 
The work, the wondrous work of freedom's done, 
"The winds abate, the clouds reftore the fun, 
‘The wreck appears, the threatening army drown'd 


Floats o’er the waves, to ftrew the fandy ground, | 


Then place thy Moles near the calming flood, 

Majeftically mild, ferenely good ; 

Let meeknefs, lovely,virtue, gently ftream 

Around his vifage, like a lambent flame; 

Let grateful fentiments, let fenfe of love, 

Let holy zeal, within his bofom nrove; 

and while his people gaze the watery plain, 

And fear’s laft touches like to doubts remain ; 

While bright aftonifiment, that feems to raife 

A queftioning belief, is fond to praife; 

Be thus the rapture in the prophet’s breaft, 

Be thus the thanks for freedom gain’d exprefs'd : 
Pil fing to God, I'll fing the fongs of praife, 

‘To God, triumphant in his wondrous ways, 

"Lo God, whofe glories in the feas excel, 

‘Where the proud horfe, and pronder rider fell. 
‘The Lord, in mercy kind, in juftice ftrong, 

Is now my ftrength ; this ftrength be now my fong. 

"rhis fure falvation fuch he praves to me, 

From danger refcued, and from bondage free; 

‘Yhe Lord’s my God, and V'll prepare his feat, 

Thy father’s God, and I'll proclsim him greats 

Him Lord of battles, him renown’d in name, 

Him ever-faithful, evermore the fame. 

_ His gracious aids avenge his people's thrall, 
They make the pride of boafting Pharaoh fal), 
Within the feas his ftately chariots lie, 

Within the feas his chofen captains die. 
The rolling deeps have cover’d o’er ths foe, 
They funk like flones, they fwiltly funk below : 


THE WORKS OF PARNELL. 


Thine hand, my God! thine chand confefs’d thy 
care, 
‘Thine hand was glorious in thy power there, 
It broke their troups, unequal for the fight, 
In all the greatnefs of excelling might : 
Thy wrath fent forward o'er the raging ftream, 
Swift, fure, and fudden, their deftru@ion came. 
They fell as ftubble burns, while driving tkies 
Provoke and whirl a flame, and ruin flies. 
When blafts, difpatch’d with wonderful intent, 
On fovereign orders from thy noftrils went, 
For our accounts, the waters were afraid, 
Perceiv'd thy prefence, and together fled ; 
In heaps uprightly plac’d, they learn to ftand, 
Like banks of eryftal, by the paths of fand, 
‘Then, fondly flufh’d with hope, and fwell’d with 
pride, 
And fiil'd with rage, the foe profanely cry’d, 
Secure of conqueft, I'll pusfue their way, 
Vil overtake them, Pil divide the prey, , 
My luft I'll fatisfy, mine anger cloy, 
My {word I'll brandifh, and their name deftroy. 
How wildly threats their anger, hark! above, 
New blaits of wind on new commiffion move, 
To loofe the fetters that confin’d the main, 
And make its mighty waters rage again. 
Then, averwhelm’d with their refittlefs fway, 
They funk fike lead, they funk beneath the fea. ~ 
Oh, who's like thee, thou dreaded Lord of Hoft! 
Among the gods, whom all the nations boaft, 
Such acts of wonder and of firength difplays? 
Oh great, oh glorious in thine holy ways ! 
Deferving praife, and that thy praife appear 
In figns of reverence, and fenfe of fear. 
With jnitice arm’d, thou ftretehedft out thine hand, 
And earth between its gaping jaws of land 
Receiv'd its waters of the parted main, 
And {wallow'd up the dark Egyptian train. 
With mercy rifing on the weaker fide, 
Thyfelf becarue the refcued people’s guide ! 
And in thy ftrength they paft th* amazing road 
To reach thine holy mount, thy blef'd abode. 
What thou haft done the neighbouring rcalms 
hall hear, “ 
And feel the frauge report excite their fear. 
What thou haft done fhall Edom’s Duke amaze, 
Aud make defpair on Valeftina feize ; 
Shall make the warlike fons of Moah hake, 
And all the melting hearts of Canaan weak, 
In heavy damps, diffus’d on every breaft, 
Shall cold diftruf and hopelefs terror reft, 
The matchlefs greatnefs, which thine hand has 
thewn, aan 
Shall keep their kingdoms as unmov’d as ftone, 
While Jordan ftops above, and fails below, 
And all thy flock acrofs the channe! go. 
Thus on thy mercy’s filver-fhining wing, 
Through feas and ftreams thou wilt the nation 
bring. , 
And as the rooted trees fecurely ftand, 
So firmly plant it in the promis’d land; 
Where for thyfelf thou wilt a place prepare, 
And after-ages will thine altar rear, ~ 
‘There reign victorious in thy facred feat, 
Oh, Lord} for ever and for ever great, 
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Look where the tyrant was but lately feen,’ 
The feas gave backward, and he veritur’d in = 
In yonder gulf with haughty pomp he thuw'd, 
Here march’d his horfemen, there his chariots 

rode, 
And when our God reftor’d the floods 3gain, 
Ah, vainly ftrong, they perifh’d in the main; 
But Hrael went a dry furprifing way, 
Made fafe by miracles, amidft the fea, [joy. 

Here ceas'd the fong, though pot the Prophet's 
Which others‘hands and others tongues e:nploy ; 
For ftill the lays, with warmth divine expreft, 
Inflam’d his hearers to their inmoft breaf. 

Then Miriam’s notes the choras {weetly raife, 
And Miriam’s timbgel, gives new life to praife. 
The moving founds, like foft delicious wind, 
‘That breath'd from paradife, a paflage find, 
Shed’ fympathies for odours as they rove, 

And fan the rifings of enkindled loye. 

O’er all the crowd the thought infpiring flew, 
The women follaw'd, with their timbrels too, 
And thus trom Motes, where his ftrains arofe, 
‘They catch'd a rapture, to perform the clofe. 

We'll fing to God, we'll fing the fongs of praife, 
‘To God triumphant jn his wondrous ways, 

‘To God, whofe glories in the feas excel, 
Where the proud hoyfe and prouder rier fell. 

Thus Hracl, raptur’d with the pleafing thought, 
OF freedom with’d, and wonderfully got, 

Made cheerful thanks from every bank refound, 
Exprefi'd by fongs, improv'd in joy by found. 
Oh, facred Mofes, each infufing line, 

‘Lhat mov’ their gratitude, was part of thine ; 
And fill the Chriftians in thy numbers view, 
Vhe type of baptifm, and of heaven too, 

So fouls from water rife to grace below, 

So faints from toil to praife and glory go. 

Oh, graceful Miriam, in thy temper wrought, 
‘Too warm for filence, or inventing thought ; 
‘Thy part of anthem was to warble o’er, 

In fweet relponfe what Mofes funy before. 
“thou ledit the public voice to join his tays, 

And words redoubling, well redoubled praife. 
Receive thy title, prophetefs was thine, 

When here thy practice thew’d thy form divine, 
“The {pirit thus approv'd, refiga’d in will, 

“She church bows down, and hears refponfes fill. 

Nor flightly fuffer tuneful Jubai’s name 
“Yo miis his place anrong the fons of fame ; 
Whofe (weet infufions could of old infpire 
The breathing organs, and the trembling lyre, 
Father of thefe on earth, whole gentle foul, 

By fuch engagements, could the miud controul, 
Jf holy verfes aught to mufic owe, 

Be that thy large account of thanks below : 
Whilft, then, the timbrels lively pleafure gave, 
And, now, whilft organs found fedatcly grave. 

My firft attempt the finith’d courfe commends, 
Now, Fancy, fag not, as that fubject ends, 

Bat, charm'd with beauties which attend thy way, 
Afcend harmonious in the next effay. 

So flies the lark, and earn from her to fly; 
She n.vunts, the warbles on the wind on high, 
She falls from thence, and feems to drop her wing, 
But, ere the lights co reft, remounts to fing. 


ay 

It is not far the days have reli’d their yearg 
Before the fecond brighten’d work appears, * 
it is not far, alas: the faulty caufe, 

Which, from the prophet, fad reflection draws 
Alas! that bleffings in poffeffion cloy, 

And peevifh murmurs are ‘preferr’d to joys 
‘That favopr'd Ifracl could be faithlefs fill, 

Or queftion God’s proteing power or will, 

Or dread devoted Canaan's warlike men, 

And long fe Eeypt and their bonds again. 
Scarce thrice the fun fince harden’d Pharaoh dy’d, 
As bridegrooms iffue forth with glittering pride, 
Rejoicing rofe, and let the nation fee. 

Three fhining days ‘of eafy liberty, 

Ere the mean fears of want, prodpg’d within, 
Vain thought, replenifh’d, with rebellious fin. 

Oh look not, lirael, to thy former way.5 
God cannot fail; and either wait or pray,° 
Within the borders of thy promis’d bade, 
Lot’s haplefs wife a ftrange example’ By 
She turn’d her eyes, and felt her change hegin, 
And wrath as fierce may méet refembling fin, 
Then forward move thy camp, and forward ftill, 
And let fweet mercy bend thy ftubborn will, 

At thy complaint, a branch in Marah caf,” 
With {weetening virtue mends the water's tafte.” 
At thy complaint, the labouring tempéft fails, 
And drives before a wondrous thower of quiils, 
In tender grafs the falling m#nna lies, 
And heaven jtfelf the want of bread fi 
‘Lhe rock divided, fows upon thé plain 
At thy complaint, and fill chou wilt complain. 
As, thus employ’d, thou went the defert through, 
Lo: Sinai mount pate its head ii bate f 
Thine eyes perceiv’ darkly-rolling clowd, 
Thine ears the trumpet Thrill, the chandebtibs, 
The forky lightning fhot in livid gredri= 
The fmoke arofe, the mountai.: all a flame 











Quak'd to the depths, and work’d with figns of 


awe, 
While God defcended to difpenfe the law. 
Yet neither mercy, manifeft in might, 
Nor power in terrors could preferve thee right. ~” 
Provok’d with crimes of fuch an heinous kind, 
Almighty juftice fware the doom defign’d: 
That they fhould never reach the promis’d feat ; 
And Mofes greatly mourns their haften’d fate. 
Pll chink how now retir’d to public care, 
While night in pitchy plumes flides foft in air, 
I'll think him giving what the guilty Deep, 
To thoughts where forrow glides, and oumbers 
weep, 
Sad thoughts of woes that reign where fuch prevail, 
And man’s fhort life, though not fo fhort as frail: 
Within this circle for his inward eyes, 
He bids the fading low creation rife, 
And trait the train of mimic fenfes brings 
The dufky thapes of tranfitory things, 
Through penfive fhades, the vifion feem to 
range, hate oe 
They fecm to flourifh, and they {eem to changes 
A moon decreafing runs the filent fky, ~ ia 
And fickly birds on moulting feathers‘fly 3 
Men walking count their days of blefling o'er, 
‘The bleffings vanifh, and the tale’s no more, 
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Still hours of nightly watches fteal away, 
Big waters roll, green blades of grafs decay, 
Then all the penfive thades, by juit degrees, 
Grow faint in profpeét, and go off with thefe : 
But while th’ affe@ing notions pals along, 
He choofes fuch as heft adorn his fong ; 
‘And thus with God the rifing lays began, 
God ever reigning, God compar’d with man: 
Aad thus they move to man beneath his rod, 
Man deeply inning, man chattis’d by God. 
Oh Lord! Oh Saviour! though thy chofen band 
Have flay’d like ftrangers, in a forcign land, 
‘‘Vhrough nuniber’d ages, which have ron their 
race, ’ 
Still has thy mercy been our dwelling-place : 
Before the moft exalted duft of earth, 
‘The ftatély mountains had receiv'’d 2 birth 5 
Before the pillars of the world were laid; 
Before the habitable parts were made ; 
Thou wert theit God, from thee their rife they 
‘Thou gréat for ages, great for ever too, — (drew, 
Man (mortal creaturé) fram’d to fecl decays, 
"Yhise unrefifted power at pleafnre fways; 
‘Thou fay’ return, and parting fouls obey, 
"Thou fay’ft return, and hodies fall to clay, 
For what's a thoufand fleeting years with thee? 
Or time, compar’d with lotig eternity, 
Whofe wings expanding infinitely vat 
O'erftretch its utmolt ends of firft and laf; 
’Tis like thote hours that lately faw the fan 5 
He rofe, and fet, and all the day was doue : 
Or like.the watches which dread night divide, 
And while we flumber unregarded glide, 
When al the prefent feems a thing of nought, 
And paft and future clofe th waking thought. 
As raging flcods, when rivers {well with rain, 
Bear down the groves, and overflow the plain, 
So fwife and ftrong thy wondrous might appears, 
So life is carried down the rolling years. 
As heavy flecp purfues the day’s retreat, 
With dark, with filent, and unactive ftate, 
So life’s arrended on by certain doam, 
And death's their reft; their refting-place, a tomb. 
It quickly rifes, and it quickly goes; 
And youth its morning, age its evening fhews. 
"Thus tender blades of grafs, when beams diffufe, 
Rife from the preffure of their carly dews, 
Point tow’rds the fkies their elevated fpires, 
And proudly flourith in their green attires; 
But foon (ah fading ftate of things below ') 
‘The fcythe deftrudtive mows the lovely thew. 
‘The rifing fun thus faw their glories high 5 
‘That fun defcended, fees their glories dic. 
‘We ftill with more than common hafte of fate 
Are doom'd to perifh, in thy kindled hate. 
Our public fins for public juitice call, (fall; 
And ftand like marks, on’ which thy judgments 
Our fecret fins, that folly thought conceal’d, 
Ate in thy light for punifhment reveal’d. 
* Beneath the terrors of thy wrath divine 
Our days unmix’d with happinefs decline, 
Like envpty ftories, tedious, fhort, and vain, 
And never, never more recail'd again. 
| Yet what were life, if to the longeft date, 
“Which we have nam’d a life, we backen’d fate, 
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Alas, its moft computed length appears 
To reach the limits but of fevenuty years, 
And if By firength to fourfeore years we go, 
That itrength is labour, and that labour woe. 
Then will thy terrt expire, and thou muft Ay, 
Oh man! ob creature furely born to die! 
But who regards a truth fo throughly known? 
Who dreads a wrath fo manifeltly frewn ? 
Who feems to fear it, though the danger vies 
With any pitch to which our fear can rife? 
O teach us fo to number all our days, 
"Phat thefe reflections may corre@ our ways, 
“Phat thefe may lead us from delufive dreams 
To walk in heavenly wifdom’s golden beams. 
Return, oh Lord: how long shall lirael fin 2 
How long thine anger be preferv'd within? 
Before our time’s irrevocably patt, 
Be kind, be gracious, and return at laft ; 
Let favour foon difpens’d our fouls employ, 
And itill remember’d favour live in joy. 
Send years of comforts for our years of woes, 
‘Send thefe at Jeaft of equal length with thofe, 
Shine on thy flock, and on their offspring thine, 
With tender mercy (fweetelt act divine) ; 
Bright rays of majefty ferencly fhed "” 
To reft’jn glories on the nation's head, 
Our future decds with approbation blefs, 
And in the giving them give us fuccefs. * 
‘Thus with forgivenefs earneftly defir’d, 
‘Thus in the raptures of a blifs requir’d, 
The man of God concludes his facred ftrain, 
Now fit aind fee the fubjeGt once again; 
See ghaftly death, where deferts all around 
Spread forth the barren undelightful ground + 
There ftalks the filent melancholy shade, 
His naked bones reclisitig on a fpade 5 
And theice the fpade with folemn fadnefs heaves 
And thrice earth opens in the form of graves, 
His gutes of darkuefs gape, to take him in ; 
And where he foon would fink, he’s pufh’d by fin, 
Poor mortals! here, your common picture know, 
And with yourfeives im this acquainted grow, 
Through life, with airy, thoughtlefs pride you 
range, 
And vainly glitter in the fphere of change, 
A fphere where all things but for time remain, 
Where no fix d ftars with endlefs glory reign, 
But meteors only, fhort-liv’d meteors rife, 
‘Yo thine, thoot down, and die beneath the fkies. 
There is an hour, 3h! who that hour attends > 
When man, the gilved vanity, defcends ; 
When foreign force, or wafte of inward heat, 
Conttrain the foul to leave its ancient fe 
When banifh'd beauty from her empire flies, 
And with a languifh leaves the fparkling eye 
When foftening muftcand perfuafion fail, 
And all the charms that in the rongue pre 
When fpirits flop their courfe, when nerves un- 
brace, ; 
| And outward action and perception ceale ; 
*Tis then the poor deform’d remaias fhall be 
That naked fkeleten we feem’d to fee, 
Make this thy mirror, if thou woul!" have 
blifs, 
ring image fhews i:fet 
































in this, 
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‘Bat fuch as lays the lofty looks of pride, 
And makes cool thought in humble channel glide; 
t fuch as clears the cheats of error’s den, 
‘Whence midgic mifts furrqund the fouls of men; 
Whence felf-delufion’s trains adorn their flight, 
‘As {now's fair feathers feet to darken fight ; 
"Then reft, and in the work of fancy fpread, 


+ To gay-wav'd plumes for every mottal’s head. 


,. Thefe empty forms, when death appears, difperfe, 


‘. Or melt in tears, upon its mournfal hearfe ; 
2 Vhe fad refle@tion forces men to know, 
" Life furely fails, and fwiftly flies below. 
OA, left thy folly lofe the profit foughe, 
Oh never touch it with a glancing thought, 
As men to glaffes come, and ftraight withdraw, 
And ftraight forget what fort of face they faw : 
Bur fix, intently fix, thine inward eyes, 
And in the ftrength of this great trath be wife. 
If on the globe’s dim fide our fenfes firay, 
“Not us'd co perfect light, we think it day: 
Death feems long fleep; and hopes of heavenly 
as beams, 
. Deceitful wishes, big with diftant dreams; 
But if our reafon purge the carnal fight. 
And place its objeéts in their jufter light, 
We change the fide, from dreams on earth we 
move, 
‘ And wake through death, to rifing life above. 
Here o'er my foul a folemin filence reigns, 
vo Preparing thonght.for new ccleftial ftrains, 
’ The former vanith off, the new begin, 
. The folemn filence ftands like night between, 
In whofe dark bofom day departing lies, 
And day fucceeding takes a lovely rife. 
But though the fong be chang’d, be ftill the flame, 
\ And ftill the prophet, in my lines the fame; 
~. With care renew 'd, upon the children dwell, 
,, Whofe finful fathers in the defert fell, 
; With care renew’d, if any care can da, 
: Ah! left they fin, and left they perifh too. 
4 Go feck for Mofes at yon faced tent, 
Ye On which the Hrefence makes a bright defcent. 
4 Behold the cloud, with radiant glory fair, 
v Like a wreath’d pillar, curl isfelf in air ! 
‘ Behold it hovering juft above the door, 
. And Mofes meckly kneeling on the floor. 
Buc if the gazing turn thy edge of fight, 
And darknefs fpring from unfupported light, 
» Then change the fenfe, be fight in hearing 
drown'd, 
While thefe flrange accents from the vifion found: 
-, The time, my fervant, is approaching nigh, 
‘When thou fhale gather’d with thy fathers He; 
And toon thy nation, quite forgetful grown 
Ofall the glories which mine arm has fhewn, 
Shall through my covenant perverfely break, 
Defpife my worthip, and my name forfuke, 
By cuftoms conquer’d, where to rule they go, 
And ferving gods that can’t proteét their foe, 
& ipleas’d at this, Pil turn my face afide 
“Tit harp Affliction’s rod reduce their pride ; 
| Vil, brought to better mind, they feck relief, 
«By good confeffions in the midi of grief, 
Then write thy fong, to ftand a witnefs Bill ‘ 
j Ot favours paft, and of my future will, t 
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For I their vain conceits before difcern, 7 

‘Then write thy fong which Hrael’s fons fhall learn 
As thus the wondrous voice its charge repedts, 


“| The prophet mufiog deep within repeats, 


He feems to feel it on a ftreaming ray, 

Pierce through the foul enlightening all its way. 
And much obedient will, and free defire, . 
And much his love of Jacob’s feed infpire; 
And much, oh! much above the warmth of 
The facred fyjrit in his bofom glows, 
Majeftic Notion feems decrees to nod, 

And holy Tranfport fpeaks the words of God.! 
He now returns, the finifh’d rol he brings, 
Enrich’d with ftraina of paft and-future things; 
The priefts in order to the tent repair, 

‘The gather'd tribes attend the elders there : 

Oh! facred Mercy's inexhaufted flore-? ial 

Shall thefe have warning of their faults before,” 

Shall thefe be told the recompences dye, 

Shall heaven and earth be call’d to witnefs to * 

‘Then ftill the tumule, if it will be fo, : 

Let fear, to lofe a word, its caution thew; 

Let clofe attention in dead calm appear, . 

And foftly, foftly teal with filence near; 

While Mofes, rais’d above the liftening throng, 

Pronounces thus in ali their ears the fong: 
Hear, Oh ye heavens, Creation’s lofty thew," 

Hear, Oh thou heaven-encompafs'd earth below, 

As filver fhowers of gently dropping rain, ~ 


tholes, 


As honey dews diftilling on the plain, <, 
As rain, as dews, for tender grals defign’d, 
So thall my fpecehes fink within the mind, 


So fweetly turn the foul’s enlivening food, 

So fill and cherith hopeful feeds of Foods 

For now my numbers to the world abroad 

‘Will loudly celebrate the nange of tod. i 
Afcribe, thoy nation, every favour'd tribe; 

Excelling greatnels to the Lord afcribe, 

The Lord! the rock on whom we fafely trutt,: 

Whofe work is perfedt, and whofe ways are jufts 

The Lord! whofe promife ftands for ever true; 

The Lord: moft righteous, and moft holy too. 
Ah, worfe election! Ah, the bonds of fin! 

They choofe themfelves, to take corraption in.: 

‘They ftain their fouls with vice’s deepeft blots, 

When only frailties are his children’s ffots, 

Their thoughts, words, actions, all are run aftray, 

And none more crooked, more perverfe, than they. 
Say, rebel nation, and unwifely light, 

Say, will thy folly thus the Lord requite ? 

Or is he not the God who made thee free, 

Whofe mercy purchas’d and eftablifh’d theek 

Remember well the wondrous days of Id,” 

The years of ages long before,thee told, °~’ 

Aik all thy fathers, who the trath will Theve,- 

Or aik thine elders, for thing elders know. {down, 
When the Moft High, with Sceptre pointed... 

Defcrib’d the realms of each beginning crown, ©. 

When Adam’s offepring provideptial care, 

‘To people countries, {cattcr’d here and there : 

He to the limits of their lands éonfin'’d, © 

‘That favour'd Irael has its part aflign'd, 

g js the Lord's, and gains the Pisce, 








Referw'd for thefe, whom he world ‘che? 
grace. E hiskis” 
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Him in the‘defert, him his mercy found, 
Where famine dwells and howling deafs the 
ground, ites 
‘Where dread is felt by favage noife increaft, 
Where folitude ereéts its feat on wafte: 
, Anid there-he led him, and he taught him there, 
_ And fafety kept him, with a watchful care; 
‘The tender apples of our heedful eye, 
Mot mere in guard, nor more fecurely lic. 
And as an eagle, that attempts to bring 
Hee upexperienc’d young to truft the wing, 
Stirs up her neft, arid flutters o’er their heads, 
‘And al! the forces of her pinions fpreads, 
And takes and bears them on her plumes above, 
To give peculiar proof of royal love ; 
*Twas fo the Lord, the gracious Lord alone, 
. With kindnefs mot peculiar, led his own: 
“As no flratige God concirr'd to make him free, 
Sp none had power.to lead him through but he. 
To lands excelling lands and planted bigh, 
‘That boafts the kindeft influencing fky, 
‘He brought, he Bore him, on the wings of grace, 
To tafte the plenties of the ground’s increafe ; 
Sweet dropping honey from the rocky foil, 
From Ainty rocks the {moothly flowing oif, 
‘The gilded butter from the ftatély kine, 
“Fhe milk with which the duggs of fhecp decline, 
‘The marrow fatnefs of the tender Jambs, 
"The bulky breed of Bafan’s goats and rams ; 
“The fineft flowery wheat that crowns the plain’ 
Diftends its hufk, and Joads the blade with grain, 
And fill he drank from ripe delicious heaps 
‘Of clufters prefs’d, the pureft blood of grapes, 
But thou art wanton; fat, and kickeft now, 
‘Oh, well direted, Oh, Jefhuron thou: 
‘Thou foon wert fat, thy fides were thickly grown, 
‘Thy fatnefs deeply cover'd every bone ; 
‘Then wanton falnefs vain’ oblivion brought, 
And God, that made aad fav’d thee, was forgot ; 
While gods of foreign lands, and rites abhorr’d, 
To jealoufies and anger movw'd the Lord ; 
While gods thy fathers never knew were own’d, 
And fiends themfetves with facrifice aton’d. 
Oh! fools, unmindful whence your ofder’d frame, 
And whence your life-infufing fpirit came ; 
Such ftrange corruptions could his hate provoke, 
And thus their fate his indignation {poke : 

_ Wis decreed, Fit hide my face, and fee, 
‘When I forfake them, what their end fhall be; 
For they're a froward, very froward train, ~ 
‘They promife duty, but return difdain. 

‘Within my foul they’ve rais’d a jealous flame, 
“By new-nam'd gods, and only gods in name; 
‘They make the burnings of my anger glow, 
By guilty vanity’s difpleafing fhew ; 
Vii alfo teach their jealufy to fret, 
At fuch as are not form’d a people yet, 
Pil make their anger vex their inward breaft, 
_When fach as have not known my laws are bleft. 
‘A fire; a fire that nothing can affuage, 
“ Is kindled in che fiercenefs of my rage, 
‘To burn the depths, confume the land’s increale, 
And on the mountains’ ftrong foundations feize. 
Thick heaps of mifchief on their heads { fend, 
And ail mine arrows, wing’d with fury, fpend; 


! And vengeance wields the blade, and 
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Slow-parching death, and peftilential he.°, 

Shall bring the bitter pangs of lingering Fate. 

The teeth of beafts thall {wife deftruction bring, 

The ferpents wound them with invenom'd fting, 

The fword without, and dread within, confume 

The youth and virgin, in their lovely bloom, 

Weale tender infancy, by fuckling fed, 

And helplefs age, with hoary frofted head. 

1 faid I'd featter all the finful race, 

I faid I'd make its mere remembrance ceafe; 

Bue that I fear’d the foe’s unruly pride, © 

Their glory vaunted, and their power deny’d, 

While thus they beaft, our arm’ has fhewn us 
brave, : 

And God did nothing, for he could not fave. 

So fond their thoughts are, fo remote of fenfe, 

And blind in every courfe of Providence. : 

O did they know to what my judgments tend! 

O would they ponder on their latter end! 

They foon would find, that when upon the field 

One makes a thoufand, two, ten thoufand yield, 

The Lord of Hofts has fold a rebel ftate, 

And fure enclos’d it in the nets of Fate; 

For what’s another’s rock conipar'd with ours, 

Let them be judges that have prov'd their powers, 

‘That en their ows have vainly call'd for aid, 

While ours to freedom and to glory led. 

Their vine, indeed, may feem to flourith fair, 

But yet it grows in Sodom’s tainted air, 

Tt fucks corruption from Gomorrah's fields, 

And galls for grapes in bitter clufters yields, 

And poifon theds for wine, like that ‘which comes 

From afps, and dragons death-infeéte¢ gums. 

And are not thefe their Hateful fins reveal'd, 

And in my treafures for my juttice feal’d? 

To me the province of revenge belongs, 

To me the certain recompence of wrongs, 

Their feet thall cotter in appointed time, 

And threatening danger overtake their crime ; 

For, wing‘d with feather’d hafte, the minutes By 

To bring thofe things that muft afi them nigh. 

The Lord will judge his'own, and bring ther low, 

And then repent, and tarn upon thé foe. 

And when the judgments from his own temove 

Will thus the foe convincingly reprove ; 

Where are the gods, the rock, to whom in vain 

Your offerings have becn made, your victims 
flain ? 

Let them arife, let them afford their aid, 





| And with protection’s thield furround your head. 


Know then yous Maker, I the Lord am he, 

Nor ever was there any God with me; 

And death, or life, or wounds, or health, I give, 

Nor can another from my power reprieve, 

With folemn ftate 1 lift my arm on high, 

Above the glories of the lofty tky: 

And by myfelf majeftically fwear, 

1 live for ever, and for ever there. 

Jf in my rage the glittering fword I whet, 

And, fternly fitting, take the judgment-feat, 

My juft awarding fentence dooms my foe, 

gives the 
blow, i 

And deep in Seth the blade of fury bites, 

Aad deadly deep my bearded arrow lights, 
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And both grow drunk with blood defil’d in fin, 
‘When executions of revenge begin. 
‘Then let his nation ia a common voice, 
And with his nation let the world rejoice : 
For whether he for crimes or trials fp:!l 
His fervants blood, be will avenge it Pili; 
He'll break the troops, he'll fcatter them afar, 
Who vex our realm with defolating war, 
And on the fayour’d tribes and on the land, 
Shed victories and peace, from Mercy’s hand. 
Here cege’d the fong, and Ifrael look’d behind, 
And gar'd'before, with unconfining mind, 
And fix’d in filence and amazement faw 
The ftrokes of all their ftate beneath the law. 
‘Their recollection does its light prefent 
To thew the mountain blefs’d with God’s de- 
fcent, 
To thew their wanderings, their unfix’d abode, 
And all their guidance in the defert road. 
‘Then where che beams of recollection g°, 
To leave the fancy difpoffets'd of thew, 
The fairer light of praphecy’s begun, 
Which, opening future days, fupplies their fun, 
By fuch a fun (and faney needs no more) 
They fee the eoming times, and walk them over, 
And now they gain that reft their travail fought, 
Now milk and honcy ftream along the thought, 
Anon they feel their fouls the bleffing cloy, 
And God’s forgot in full excefs of joy : 
And oft they fin, and oft his anger burns, 
And every nation’s made their feourge by turns, 
Till, oft repenting, they convert to God, 
And he, repenting too, deftroys the rod. 
O nation timely wacn’d in facred ftrain, 
© never Ict thy Mofes fing in vain ! 
Dare to be good, and happinefs prolong, 
Qr, if chy folly will fulfil the fong, 
At leaft be found the feldomer in ill, 
And ftill repent, and foon repent thee {till; 
When fuch fair paths chou fhalt avoid tu tread, 
Thy blood will reit upoo thy finful head ; 
Thy crime, by lafting, wilk fecure thy foe, 
The gracious warning to the Gentiles go, 
And all the world, that’s call'd to-wituefs here, 
Convine'd by thine example, learn to fear. 
The Gentile world, a myftic Urael-grown, 
‘Will in thy firtt condition find their own, 
A God's defcent, a pilgrimage below, 
And promis'd reft where living waters flow, 
‘They'll fee the pen defcribe in every trace 
The frowns of anger, or the {miles of grace; 
‘Why mercy turns afide, and leaves to thine, 
‘What caufe provokes, the jealouly divine ; 
Why juftice kindles dire avenging flames, 
What endlefs power the lifted arm proclaims ; 
‘Why mercy fhines again with cheerful ray, 
And glory double-gilds the lightfome day. 
‘Though nations change, and [frael’s empire dies, 
Yer ftill the cafe on earth again may rife; 
Eternal Providence its rule retains, 
And ftill preferves, and ftill applies the Qrains, 
’Twas fuch a gift, the prophet’s facred peo, 
On his departure, left the fons of men; 
Thus he, and thus the fwan her breath refigns, 
(Within the beauty of poctic lines), 





He white with innocence, his figure fh3,” 
And beth harmonious, bat the fweeter he. _ 
Death learns to charm, and. while it leads to Bits, 
Has found a lovely cifcumftance ih this,’ 
To fuit the meekeft turn of eafy mind: 
And actions cheerfulin an air refige’d,: | + 
‘Thou ffock whom Mofes to thy freedons lad; 
How wilt thou lay the venerable dead ? 
Go (if thy fathers taught a work they knew) 
Go build a pyramid to glory due, 
Square the broad bafe, ‘with loping fides arife, 
And let the point diminifli in the tkies> . 
There leave the corpfe, impending o'er his head 
The wand whofe motion winds and waves obey'd,' 
On fable banners to the fight deferite 
The painted arms of every mouthing tribe. 
And thus may public grief adorn the tomb, 7 
Deep-ftreaming downwards through the vaulted’ 
room. = 
On the black flone a fair infcription raifé; 
That fams his government to. fpeatr his praife, 
And may the Ryle:as brightly worth proclaim,: 
As if aiden, with a pointed beam, 
Engravid or fir’d the words, or honour due 
Had with itfelf inlaid the tablet through, 
But ftop the pomp that is not man’s to pay, . 
For God will grace him in a nobler way. 
Mine cyes perceive an orb of heavenly itate, 
With fplendid forms and light ferene replete 
Uhear the found of uttering wings in air, 
U hear the tuneful tongues of angels there : 
They fly, they bear, they 'reft on Nebo’s h ad, 
And in thick glory wrap the reverend dead; 
This errand crowns his fongs, and tends to 
prove . 
His near communion with the quire above. 
Now (wifily down the fteepy mount they go, | 
Now fwiftly glides their thining orb below, 
And now moves uff, where rifing grounds deny 
Yo fpread their valley to the diftant eye. 
Ye Dlefv'd inhabitants of glittering air, 
You've borne the prophet, but we know not where. 
Perhaps, left Hracl, over-fondly led, : 
In rating worth when envy leaves the dead, 
Might plant a grove, invent new rites dixine, 
Make him their idol, and his grave-the flitine. 
But what diforder? what repels the it? 
And ere its feafon forces on the nighs? 
Why fweep the fpectres o'er the blafted ground? 
What fhakes the mount with hollow-rearing 
found ? ee 
Hell rolls beneath it, terror ftalks before - 
With thrieks and groans, and horror burits a doors 
And Satan rifes in infernal fate, 
Drawn up by malice, envy, rage, and hate, 
A darkening vapour with falphurcous fteam, 
In pitchy curlings edg’d by fullen flame, 
And fram’d a chariot for the dreadful form, 
Drives whirling up on mad confafion’s fform: 
Then fiercely burning where the prophet dy’d, 
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Nor hhal! thy nation 'leape my wrath, he cry’d; _ 


Thiscorpfe I'll enter, and thy flock mifiead, 

And ail thy miracles my lies thall aid, 

But where ?—He’s gone, and, by the feented Sey, 
The favourite courtiers have been lately nigh ; 





‘The bands of Canasn fate no longer dare, 
Opprefs'd by weather, and deftroy'd by wars 
And, from his chariot whence-he rul’d the fight, 
‘Cheit haughty Jeader leaps to join the flight. 
‘see where he dlies, and fee the victor near; 
See rapid conqueft in-purfuit of fear. 
See, fee, they both make off, the work is o’er, 
And fancy: clear’d of vifion as before. « 
“Phus (if the mind of man may {erm to move 
Wich fome refemblance of the ficies above) 
‘When wars are gathering in our hearts below, 
We've feen their battles in ethereal fhow : 
‘The long diftended tras of opening fky, 
The phantoms azure field af fight 4upply; 
‘The whitith clouds an argent armour yictd, 
Aradiane blazon gilds their argent thield ; 
Young glittering comets point the level’d fpear, 
Which for:their pennons hang their flaming hair, 
And o'er the helma for gallant glory dreft 
Sit curls of air, and nod upap the ereft. 
"Hhusarm’d, they feem to march, and feem to fight, 
And feeming wounds of death delude the fight, 
The ruddy rhunder-clouds look ftain’d with gore, 
And for the. din of war within they roar. 
‘Then flies afide, and then afide purfucs, 
"Vill in their motion all their fhapes they loofe, 
Difperfing air concludes the mimic feene, 
The fy thuts up, and fwittly clears again. 
But dogs their Sifera fhare the common fate, 
Or mourn his, humbled pride jv dark retreat ? 
With fuch inquiry near the palm repair, 
Victorious honour knows and tells it there. 
‘Yo that fair type of Uracl’s late fuccefs, 
Which nobly rifes as its weights deprefs, 
To that fair type retarns the joyful band, 
Whole courage rofe to free ther groaning land; 
Yhere ftands the leader in the pomp of arms, 
"Lhere ftands the judge in beauty’s awful charms; 
And whilft, reclin’d upon the refting fpear, 
He pants with chace and breathes in calmer air, 
i‘ er thoughts are working with a backward view, 
And would in fong the great exploit renew. 
She fees an arm’d oppreffion’s hundred hands 
Impofe its fetters oa the promis’d lands. 
She feea their-nation ftruggling in the chains, 
And wars arifing with unequal trains. 
She fees their fate in arms, the field imbrued, 
"Phe foe diforder’d, and the foe purfued, 
Till conquett, dreft in rays of glory, come ' 
‘With peace and freedom, brought in triuntph 
home. 
Then round her heart « beamy gladne(s plays, 
Which, darting furward, thus converts to praife. 
Por Ifrael’s late avengings on the foe, 
‘When led by no compelling power below, 
‘When cach {pring forward of their own accord, 
For this, for all the mercy, praife the Lard. 
Hear, O ye kings; ye neighbouring princes, 
hear 3 
My fong triumphant fhall inftruét your Fear: 
‘My fung triumphant bids your glory how, 
“Ko God confefs’d, the God of Jacob now. 
O glorious Lord! when, with thy fovercign 
hand, 
‘Thou led’it the nation off from Edom’s land, 
Vou. VIL + 
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a. 
: Then trembled earth, and fheok the heavens on 
. high, - : iz 
And clouds in drops forfeok the melted fy, 
! With tumbling. water., bills were heard to-roary 
| And felt fuch thocks as Sinai felt hefore. 
\ But fear abating, which by time decays, 
‘The kings of Canzan rofe in Shamgar’s days, 
And {til} continued ev'n in Jael’s times, 
Their empire fixing with fuccefsful crimes, 
Oppreficn ravag’d all our Inft abodes, 
Nor dure.the people truft the common roads; 
But peths perplex'd and unfrequented chofe, 
‘To fhun the danger of perplexing foes. 
‘Thus direful was deform'd the country round, 
ed towns, and difimprov’d the ground. 
Till, refelving in the gap tw ftand, 
1, Deborah, rofe a mother of the land, 
Where others, flaves by fettled cuftom grown, 
Could ferve, and choofe to ferve, the gods un» 
known; *) 
Where others fuffer’d with a tame regret, 
Deftrudtion fpilling blood in every gate,» 
And forty thoufand had not for the ficld 
One fpear offentive, or defenfive thicld. 

O towards the leaders of ny nation move, 
© beat my warming heart with fenfe of love, 
Commend th’ afferters on their own actord, . 
And blefs the fovereign ca‘ifer, blefs the Lord. 

Speak ye, that ride with power return’d im 

Ey 

Speak ye the praife, that rule the judgment-feat, 
Speak ye the praife to God, that walk the roads, 
While fafety brings you to reftor’d abodes. 

The refcued villagers, no more afraid * 
Of archers lurking in the faithlefs fhade, 
And fudden death convey’d from founding ftringsy | 
Shall Jafe approach the water’s rifing fprings ; 
And, while theif turns of drawing there they wait, 
Loitering in eafe upon a moffy feat, 
Calt all the bleflings of the Lord to mind, 
And fing the Lord in all the blellings kind. 

The towntmen refeued from the tyrant’s reign 
Shall flock with joy to fill their walls again, 
See juftice in the gates the balance bear, 
And none but-her unfheath a weapon there. 

. Awake, O Deborah! O awake to praife! 
Awake, and utter forth triumphant lays, * 
Arife, O Barack! be thy pomp begun, 
I.ead 00 thy triumph thou Abinoam’s fon? 
"Thy captives bound in chains, when God’s decreé 
Made humbled princes ftoop their necks to thee, 
When he, the giver of fuccefs in fight, 
Advane'd a woman o'er the fons of might. 
Again this Amaleck, of banded foes, 
1, Deborah, root of all the war, arofe, 
From Ephraim [prung, and leading Ephtaimy’s line 
‘Lhe next in rifieg, Benjamin, was thine. 
‘The ruling heads of half Manaffch’s land, 
To ferve iv danger, left their fafe command. 
The tribe of Zebulun’s unaétive men 
For glorious arms forfook the peaceful pea. 
The lords of Iffachar with Deborah went, 
‘The tribe with Barack to the vale was feat, 
Where he on foot perform’d the general’s party 
| And fhar’d the foldier’s toil to raife their heart.” 
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Bat Reuben’s flrange divifions juft!y wrought 
Amongtt his br&thren deep concern of thought. _ 
Ah! while the nation in affli@ion fay, 
How could’ thou, Reuhen,-by the theepfokds tay, 
And let thy bleating Bock divert thy days 
‘That idly pafs’d thee with inglorious eafe? 
Divided tribe, without thy dangers free, 
Beep were the fearchings of our heart for thee. 
‘Our Gilead too, by“fich exaniple fway’dl, 
‘ynconcern beyond the river tay'd, 
"And Din in thips at fea for fafery rode, 
‘And frighten’d Ather in its rock’s abode. 
a ‘Now fing the field, the feats of war begun, 
And pratte thy Naptbali with Z-bulun, 
‘To deathwexpos'd, in poftsadvanc'd they ftood 
‘With fouls refoly’d, and gallant rage of blood. 
‘Then came the kings and fought, the .gatber’d 
kings A F 
By waters {treaming from Megiddo’s fprings ; 
In Taanach vale fuftain'd the daring oil, 
Wet neither fotrght for pay, nor won the fpoil. 
‘The tkies, indigent m the caufe of right, 
On Urael’e fide, againit their army fight, 
‘Ip evil afpects, ftars and planets range, 
‘And by the weather in tempeftuons change 
Promote the dire diftrefs, and make it known 
‘That Ged has hofts above to fave his own. 
The Kithon fwell’d, grew rapid as they fled, 
And roll’d chem finking down its fandy bed. 
O river Kifhon, river of renown ! 
And, O my faul, that trod their glery down ! 
"The ftony paths, by which diforder’d flight 
Conyey’d their trocps and chariots from the fight, 
With rugged points their horfes hoofs diftrefs’d, 
And broke them prancing in impetuous hatte. 
Curfe, curfe ye Meroz, curfe the town abhorr’d, 
Go fpake the glorious angel of the Lord) 
Yor Meroz came not in the field prepar’d, 
"Lo join that fide on which the Lord declar’d. 
But blcfs ye Jacl, be the Kenite’s name 
~ Above our women’s blefs'd in endlefs fame. 
‘The captain, faint with fore fatigee of flight, 
Unplor’d for wazer to fupport his might, 
And milk the pour’d him, while he water fought, 
And in her Jordly cith her butter brougbe, 
‘With courage well-deferving to prevail, 
One hand the hammer held, and onc the nail, 
And him, reclin’d to fleep, the boldly flew, 
* She fmote, the piere’d, fhe flruck the temples 
: through, . 
Bofore her feet, reluctant on the clay, 
“He bow'd, he fell; he bow’d, he fell, he lay; 
He how'd, he fell, he dy'd. By fuch degrees 
As thrice fhe ftruck, each ftroke’s effect the fees. 
His mother gaz’d with long-cxpesting eyes; 
And, grown impatient; through the lattice cries, 
Why moves the chariot of my fon fo flow ? 
Or what affairs retard bis coming fo? 
Her ladies anfwer’d—but fhe would not fay, 
(For pride had taught what flattery meant to fay} 
‘They've fped, fhe fays, and now the prey they 
. thare, 
Yor each a damfel, or a lovely pair, 
For Sifera’s part a robe of gallant vrace, 
‘Where diverfe colours rich embroidery trace, | 
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Meet for the necks of thefe who wi the fpoti 
When triumph offers its reward fir toil. 

Thus perifh all whom God’s decrees oppofe, 
Thus, like the vanquith’d, pesith all thy foes; 
Bat let the men that in thy name delight 
Be like the fun in heavenly glory bright, 

When mounted on the dawn he pols away, 
And with fell {lsength encreafes on the day. 

* Pwas here the prophetefs refpir’d from fong, 
Then loudly fhonted all the cheerful throng, 

By frecdum gain’d, by vi@ory complete, 
Prepar'd for mirth irregalarly yreat. 

The frowns of forrow gave their ancient place 
‘Yo pleafure, drawn in {miles of every face. 

‘The groans of flavery were no longer wrung, 
But thoughts of comfort from the bieffing [prang. 
And asthey fhouted from the breezy weit, 
Amongft the plumes that deck the finger's creft, 
The fpirit of applaufe itfelf.convey’d -. . .. 
On wafted air, and lightly waving play'd: vs 
Such’ was the:cafe (or fuch ideas Bow 

From theught replenith’d with triumphant fhow). 
What rais'd their joy their love could alfo raife, 
And cach contended in the words of praife, 

And every word proclaim’d the wonders paft, 
And God was flill che firft, and flill the laf; 
Deep in their fouls the fair impreffion lay, 

Deep trac’d, and never to be worn away. 

From hence the refcued generation ftifl 
Abhorr’d the pradtice of rebellious ill, 

And fear’d the punifbment for il} abhorr’d, 
And fov'd repentance, and ador’d the Lord. 
From hence in all their days the Lord was kind, 
His face ferene with fettled favour fhin’d, 
Fair banith'd Order was recall’d in ftate, 
The laws reviv‘d, the princes rul'd the gate, 
Prace checr'd the vales, Conteniment laugh'd with 
Peace, 
Say blvoming Plenty rofe with large increafe, 
Sweet Mercy thofe who thought on mercy blek, 
And fo fur forty years the land had reft. 
Rett, happy land, a while; ah Jonger fo, 
Didf thou thine happinef¥ fincerely know { 
But foon thy quiet with thy goednefs pafb, 
And in the fong alone obtzin’d to laft. 

Live, fong triumphant, live in,fair record, 
And teach fucceeding times to. fear the Lord; 
For [ancy maves by bright example woo’d, 
Aud wins the mind with images of good. 
Youch'd with a facred rage and heavenly fame, 
T ftrive to fing thine univerfal aim, 
‘Fo quit the fubject, and in lays fublime, 
Yhe moral fit for any point of time. 
‘Then go, my verfes, with applying ftrain, 
Go form 2 triumph not aferib’d to men. 

Let all the clouds of grief impending lie, 
And ttorms of trouble drive along the fky, 
‘Then humbled Piety thige accents raife, 
For prayer will prove the powerful charm of eafe, 

Lo, now my foul has fpoke its beft defires, 
How bleflings anfwer what the prayer requires! 
Before thy fighs the clouds of grief retreat, © 
‘The ftorms of trouble by thy tears abate, 

Acd radiant glory, from her upper fphere, 
Locks dows and giiters in relented air, 
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Rife, lovely Piety, from earthy bed, 

« The parted fame defcends upon thine head, 

This wondrous mitre, fram’d by facred love, 

And for thy triumph fent thee from above, 

In two bright points with upper rays afpires, 

And rounds thy temples with innocuous fires. 

Rifle, lovely Piety, with pomp appear, 

And thou, kind Mercy, lend thy chariot here ; 

On either fide, fair Fame and Honour place, 

Behind Iet-Plenty walk in hand with Peace; 

While Irreligion, muttering horrid found, 

‘With fierce and proud Oppreflion backward bound, 

Drag by the wheels along the dutty plain, 

And gnahing lick the ground, and curfe with pain. 
dow come, ye thoufands, and more thoulands 


yet, 
With order join to fill the train of ftate, 
Souls tun’d for praifing to the temple bring, 
And thus amidft the facred mafic fing + 
Hail, Piety! triumphant goodnefs, hail ! 
Hail, G prevailing, ever O prevail! 
At thive entreaty, Juftice leaves to frown, 
And wrath appeaiing lays the thunder down; 
‘The tender heart of yearning Mercy barns, 
Love afks a bleffing, and the Lord returns, 
Jn his great name that heaven and earth has made, 
In his great name alone we find our aid; 
‘Then blefs the Name, and let the world adore, 
From this time forward, and for evermore. 


HANNAH, 


Now crowds move off, retiring trampets found, 
On ethoes dying in their la rebound ; 
The notes of fancy feem no longer ftrong, 
But fweetening clofes fit a private fong, 
So when the ftorms forfake the fea’s command, 
"To break their forces in the winding land, 
No more their blafts tumultuous rage proclaim, 
But {weep in murmurs o’et a murmaring ream. 
‘Then leck the fubjeet, and its [ong be wine, 
Whofe numbers, mixt in facred fory, fhine : 
Go, brightly working thought, prepur’d to fly, 
Above the page on hovering pinions lie, 
And beat with ftronger force, to make thee rife 
Where beauteows Hamnab mects the fearching eyes. 

There frame a tawmand fix a tent with cords, 
The town be Shiloh call’d, the tent the Lord’s, 
Carv’d pillars, filletted with filver, rear, 
‘To clofe the curtains in an outward {quare, 
But thole within it, which the porch uphold, 
Be finely wrought, and overlaid with gold. 

Here Fi comes to take the refting feat, 
Slow moving forward with a reverend gait 
Sacred in office, venerably fage, 
And venerably great in filver’d age. 
Here Hannah comes, #melancholy wife, 
Reproach'd for barren itt the marriage life; 
Like fummer mornings the co fight appears, 
Bedew’d and fhining in the midit of tears. 
Her heart in bitternefs of grief the bow'd, 
And thus wifnes ta the Lord fhe vow'd: 
Vi thou thine handmaid with compaffion tee, 
LE}, my Gyd! am got fargot by 8 
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If in mine offspring thou proiong my line, . 
The child I wifh for all his days be thines.. 
His life devoted, in.thy courts be led, = 
And’not a rator come upon his head. 
So, from receffes of her inmoft foul, 
‘Through moving lips her ftill devotion ftole : 
As fitent waters glide through parted trees, = 
Whofe branches tremble with a rifing breeze. © 
The words were loft becaufe her heart wai low, 
Bat free defire had taught the mouth to go; 
This Eli mark’d, and. with a voice fevere,. 
While yet fhe multiply'd her thoughts in prayer, . 
How long thal! wine, he cries, diftraé thy bresit? 
Be gone, and Jay the drunken fit by ret. 
Ab! fays the mourner, count not thié for fin, 
It is not wine, but grief, that works within ; 
Phe fpirit of thy wretched handmaid know, - - 
Her prayer’s complaint, and her condition wot. 
‘Then fpake the facred prieft, in peace depart, 
And with thy comfort God fulfil thine heart !"* 
His bleffing thus pronounc’d with awful found; 
The votary bending leaves the folemn ground,’ 
She feems confirm’d the Lord has heard her crits; 
And cheerful hope the tears of trouble dries, 
And makes her alter’d eyes irradiate roll, 
With joy that dawns in thought upon the fou! 
Now let the town, and tent, and couft remai 
And leap the time till Hannah comes again, 
As painted profpects fkip along the-green, 
From hills to mountains eminently feen, 
And leave their intervals that fink below, © 
In deep retreat, and unexpréf'd to fhow, * 
Behold ! the comes (but not as once fhe cata 
To grieve, to figh, and teach her eyes to fhredny}$ 
Content adorns ‘her with a lively face, 
An open look, and fmiling kind of gras 
Her little Samuel ij her arms fhe bears, 
The with of long defite, andchild of prayers; 
And as the facrifice fhe brought begun, 
To reverend Eli the prefents her fon. 
Here, cries the mother, here my Lord may fee 
The woman come, who pray’d in grief by th 
The child 1 fued for, God in bounty gave ; 
And what he granted, let him now receives .. 
But fill the votary feels her temper move, 
With all the tender violence of love, 
‘That fill enjoys the gift, and inly burtis’ 
























'To fearch for larger, or for more retirns, 


‘Chen, fili’d with bleflings which allure to pratfe; 

Aad rais’d by joy to foul-enchanting lays, 

‘Thus thanks the Lord, berieficently kind, 

Tn fweet effufions of the grateful mind : 

My lifting heart, with more than common heat, 

Sends up its thanks to God on every beat, 

My glory, rais’d above-the reach of fcorn, 

‘Yo God exalts its highly planted horn 5 

My muveth eslarg’d, mice enemies defies, 

And finds in God’s falvation full replies, 

Oh, bright in holy beaury’s power divine, 

There's none whofe glory can compare with thine! 

None fhare thine honours, nay, there’s “none , 
befide, 

No rock on which thy creatures can confide. 

Ye proud in {pirits, who your gift adore, 

Unie :¢ faults, and (peak with pride no mareg” 

c ij : 





- 
“No more your words in arrogance be fhown, 
Nor call the works of Providence your own, 
’ Since he that rules us infinitely knows, 
* And, as he wills, bis aéts of power difpofe. 
The ftrong, whofe finewy forces arch’d the bow, 
+ Have feen it thatter'd by the conquering foe; 
‘The weal have felt their nerves more firmly brace, 
Asid-ew-fprang vigour in the limbs encreafe. 
‘The full, whom wafy'd takes of plenty fed, 
i Have let their labour ont to gain their bread. 
"The poor, that Jangnifh’d in a ftarving ftate, 
* Content and full, have ceas’d to beg their meat, 
:, The barren womb, no longer barren now, 
<, (Oh, be my thanks accepted with my vow!) 
2 Ia pleafare wonders at a mothers pain, 
And fees her offspring, and conceives again 5 
While the that glory’d in her numerous heirs, 
Now broke by feeblenefs, no longer bears. 
* .” Such turns their rifing’ from the Lord derive, 
The Lord that kills, the Lord that mckes alive; 
«He brings by ficknefs down to gaping graves, 
And, by reftoring health, from ficknefs faves, 
“He makes the poor by keeping back his ftore, 
: And makes the rich by blefling men with more ; 
¢ finking hearts with bitter grief annoys, 
- Or lifts them bounding with enliven’d joys. 
. - He takes the beggar from his humble clay, 
From off the dunghill where defpis’d he lay, 
“Fo mix with princes in a rank fupreme, 
+. Fill thrénes of honour, and inherit fame : 
| Bor all the pillars of exalted ftate, 
‘So nobly firm, fo beautifully great, 
Whofe various orders bear the rounded ball, 
is bd ee would without them to confufion fall, 
di are the Lord’s, at his difpofure ftand, 
And prop the gavern’d world at his command. 
His mercy, ftill. more wonderfully fweet, 
* Shall guard the righteous, and uphold their feet, 
. While, through the darknefs of the wicked foul, 
Amazement, dread, and defperation rol} ; 
‘While envy ops their tongues, and hopelefs grief, 
That fees their fcars, but not their fears relief, 
And they their ftrength as unavailing view, 
Since none fhall truft in chat and fafety too. 
The foes of Mrael, for [frael’s fake, 
God will to pieces in his anger break ; 
‘His bolts of thunder, from an open’d iky, 
Shall on their heads, with force unerring, fly. 
- His voice fhal! call, and all the world fhall hear, 
‘And all for fentence at his feat appear. 

But mount to gentler praifes, mount again, 
My thoughts, prophetic of Meffiah’s reign ; 
Perceive the glories which around him fhine, 

‘And thus thine hymn be crown’d with grace 
: divine. 

Tis here the numbers find a bright repofe, 

"Yhe vows accepted, and the votary goes, 

But thou, niy foul, upon her accents hung, 

And fweetly pleas’d with what fhe fweetly fung, 
Prolong the pleafure with thine inward cyes, 
‘Turn back thy choughts, and fee the febject rife. 

In ber peculiar cafe, thie fong’ begun, 

And for a while through private bleffings ran, 
As through their banks the cerlirg waters play, 
Aad folt in murmurs kifs the fuwery way, 
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With force encreafing then fhe leaps the bound: 
And largely Hows on more extended grounds ; 
Spreads wide and wider, till vaft feas appear, 
And boundlefs views of Providence are here. 
How fwift thefe views along her anthem glide, 
As waves on waves puth forward in the tide! 
How fwift thy wonders o'er my fancy fweep, 
© Providence, thou great unfathom’d deep! 
Where refignation gently dips the wing, 
And learns to love and thank, admire and fing ; 
But bold prefumptuous reafonings, diving down 
To reach the bottom, in their diving drawn, 
Neglecting man, forgetful of thy ways, 
Nor owns thy-care, nor thinks of giving praife, 
But from himfelf his happinefs derives, 
And thanks his wifdom, when by thine he thrives; 
His limbs at cafe in (oft repofe he fpreads, 
Bewitch’d with vain delights, on flowery beds ; 
And, while his fenfe the fragrant breezes kifs, 
He meditates a waking dream of blifs ; 
He thinks of kingdoms, and their crowns are near 5 
He thinks of glories, and their rays appear ; 
He thinks of beauties, and a lovely face 
Serenely fmiles in every taking grace; 
He thinks of riches, and their heaps arifc, 
Difplay their glittering forms, and fix his eyes; 
Thus drawn with pleafures in a charming view, 
Rifing he reaches, and would fain purfue. 
But ftill the fleeting fhadows mock his care, 
And ftill his fingers grafp at yielding air; 
White’er our tempers as their comforts want, 
It is not man’s to take, but God’s to grant. 
If then, perfifting in the vain defign, 
We look for blifs without an help divine, 
We ftill may fearch, and fearch without relief, 
Nor only want a blifs, but find a grief. 
That fuch conviction may to fight appear, 
Sit down, ye fons of men, {pectators here; 
“Behold a fcene upon your folly wrought, 
And let this lively fcene inftru@ the thought, 
Boy, blow the pipe until the bubble rife, 
Then caft ic off to float upon the fkies ; 
Still {well its fides with breath—-© beauteous frame? 
It grows, it fhines: be now the world thy name ! 
Methinks creation forms itfelf within, 
The men, the towns, the birds, the trees, are feen ; 
The fkies above prefent an azure fhow, 
And lovely verdure paints an earth below. 
I'll wind myfelf in this delightful fphere, 
And live a thoufand years of pleafure there; 
Roll’d up in bliffes, which around me clofe, 
And now regal’d with thefe, and now with thofe. 
Falfe hope, but falfer words of joy, farewell, 
You’ve rent the lodging where I meant to dwell, 
My bubbles burft, my profpects difappear, 
And leave behind a moral and a tear, 
Ifae the type our dreaming fonts awake, 
And Hannah's ftrains their juft impreflion make, 
The boundlels power of P:ovidence we know, 
Acd fix our traft on nothing here below. 
t ‘Then he, grown pleas’d that men his greatnefy 
; own, 
| Looks down ferenely from his ftarry throne, 
ud bia: te blefiid days our prayers have won 
Put oa their glories, aud prepare to rua, 
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For which our thanks be juftly fent above, 

Enlarg’d by gladnefs, and infpir’d with love: 

For which his praifes be for ever fang, 

O fweet employment of the grateful tongue ! 
Burft forth, my temper, in a godly flame, 

For all his bleffings laud his holy name : 

‘That, ere mine eyes faluted cheerful day, 

A gift devoted in the womb I lay, 

Like Samuel vow'd, before my breath I drew, 

Q could I prove in life like Samuel too! 

That all my frame is exquifitely wrought, 

The world enjoy’d by fenfe, and God by thought ; 

That living ftreams through living channels glide, 

‘Vo make this frame by Nature’s courfe abide ; 

‘That, for its | by Providence’s care, 

Fire joins with water, earth concurs with air ; 

‘That mercy’s ever-inexhaufted ftore 

Is pleas'd to proffer, and to promife more; 

And all the proffcrs itream with grace divine, 

And all the promifes with glory thine. 

O praife the Lord, my foul, in one accord, 

Let all that is within me praife the Lord ; 

© praife the Lord, my foul, and ever ftrive 

To keep the {weet remembrances alive. 

Still raile the kind affeGions of thine heart, 

Raife every grateful word to bear a part, 

With every word the ftrains of love devife, 

Awake thine harp, aud thou thyfelf arife ; 

‘Then, if his mercy be not half exprefs’d, 

Let wondering filence magnify the reft. : 


DAVID. 


My thought, on views of admiration hung, 
Antenty ravifn’d, and depriv’d of tongue, 
Now darts a while on earth, a while in air, 
Here mov’d with praife, and mov'd with glory 
there ; 

‘The joys entrancing, and the mute furprife, 
Half fix the blood, and dim the moiftening eyes ; 
Pieafure and praife on one another break, 
An exclamation longs at heart to {peak ; 
‘When thus my genius on the work defign’d, 
Awaiting clofely, guides the wandering mind. 

Mf, while thy thanks would in thy lays be 

wrought, 

A bright aitonifhment involve the thonght, 
if yet thy temper would attempt to fing, 
Another’s quill thall imp thy feebler wing ; 
Behold the name of royal David near, 
Behold his mufic, and his meafures hear, 
Whofe harp devotion in a rapture ftrung, 
And left no ftate of pious fouls unfung. 

Him to the wondering world but newly thewn, 
Celeftial poetry pronounc’d her own ; 
a thoufand hopes, on cloads adora’d with rays, 
Bent down their little beauteous forms to gaze; 
Fair blooming innocence, with tender years, 
And native Cweetnefs.for the ravifh’d ears, 
Peepar'd to {mile within his early feng, 
And brought their rivers, groves, znd plainsalong : 
Majeltic honour, at the palace bred, 
Enrob’d in white, embruider’d o'er with red, 
Reach’d forth the feeptre of he al fate, 
?Ms forchead wouch'd, and bit his loys be great, 








pe much of found, as made him-wake to fi 


a3 
Undaunted courage, deck’d with manly charms, 
With waving azure plumes, and gilded arms, 
Difplay'd the glories and the toils of fight, 
Demanded fame, and call’d him forth to write. 
To perfed thefe, the fatred Spirit came, 

By mild infufion of celeftia] flame, 

And mov'd with dove-like candour in his brea, 
And breath'd his graces over allthere. = |. 
Ah! where the daring Aights of men afpire, 

To match his numbers with an equal fire ; 


{ In vain they ftrive to make proud Babel rife, 


And with an earth-born labour touch the Skies ; 
While I the glittering page refole'd ¢o view, 
That will the fubjedt of my lines renews) 
The laurel wreath, my fame’s imagin’d fhade, .” 
Around my beating temples fears to fade; 
My fainting fancy trembles on the brink, 
And David's God muft help, or elfe | fink, 
As rolling rivers in their channels fow, 
Swift from aloft, but on the level flow: 
Gr rage in rocks, or glide along the plains, 
So juft, fo copious, move the Pialmi@’s ftrains 5 
So{wectly vary'd with proportion’d heat, 
So gently clear, or fo fublimely great; 
While Nature's feen in all her forms to hinge, 
And mix with beautics drawm from Truth divine; 
Sweet beauties ({weet affeion’s endlefs rill) 
That in the foul like honey drops diftil. 
Hail, Holy Spirig, hail Supremely Kind, |. 
Whofe infpiration thus enlarg’d the mind} 
Who taugbt him what the gentle thepherd fidgs, 
What rich expreffions fuit the port of kingas." 
What daring words defcribe the foldier’s heat, 
And what the prophet's ecftafics relate; 
Nor let his warft condition be forgot, * 
{n all this fplendour of exalted thought, 
On one thy different forts of graces fall, 
Still made for each, of equal force in alls 
And while from heavenly courts he feels 2 flame,, 
He fings the place from whence the bleffing cameé 5 
And makes his infpirations fweetly prove Z 
‘The tuneful fubjeét of the mind they move. 
Immortal Spirit, light of life inftilPd, 
Who thus the bofom of a mortal fill’d, a 3 
Though weak my voice, and though my light ke 
din, 
Yet fain I'd praife thy wondrous gifts in him 
‘Then, fince thine aid’s atrra@ed by defire, |. 
And they that {peak thee right mutt feel thy fire,’, 
Vouchfate a portion of thy gyace divine, 7 
And raife my voice, and, in my numbers thine:. 
{fing of David, David fingsof thee, |, 
Alfit the Pfalmift, and his work in me. 
But now, my verfe, arifing on the wing, 
What part of all chy fubje@ wilt thou fing ? 
How fice thy firft attempe? in what refort 
Of Paleftina’s plains, or Salem’s court; 
Where, as his hands the folenin meafure play’d, 
Curs'd fiends with torment and confufion fled; 
Where, at the rofy fpring of cheerful light, 
Cf pious fame record traditiun right) 
A foft cillation of celeftial fire 
Came like a rufhing breeze, and fhaok the. 
Still Lweetly giving every trembling fring 
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Within my view the county fis arpears, 

The country firtt ehjoy'd his youhful years, 
‘Then frame thy thady fand{ecpes in my ftrain, 
Some confciéns mountain, or accuftom’d plain ; 
Where by the waters, on the grafs reclin’d, 

“With notes he rais’d, with notes he calm'd his 
mind i 

far through the paths of rural life PU fray, 

in his pleafures paint a fhepherd’s ¢ 

‘With grateful fentiments, with active 

h voice exerted, and enlivening skill, 

“His free return of thanks he duly paid, 

‘MAnd each new day ‘new beams of bounty thed. 

igftwake, my tuneful harp; awake, he cries; 

‘&jwake, my lute, the fun begins to rife; 

“awty God, I’m ready now ! then takes a flight, 

‘To purett Picty's exalted height: 5 
‘From thence his foul, with heaven itfelf in view, 
“(Qn humble prayers and humble praites fiew. 
e'Phe praife as pleafing, and as {weet the prayer, 

dg incenfe curling up through morning air. 

«When towards the field with early fteps he trod, 

“And gaz'd around, and own'd the works of God, 

Perhaps, in fweee melodious words of praife, 
“He drew the profpeét which cdorn'd his ways 5 

Whe foil, byt newly vificed with rain, 

The river of the Lord with ipringing grain, 
“Jolarge, encreafe the foften'd furrow bieft, 

“The year with gocdnefs crowa'd, with beauty dreft. 
“And Mill to power divine aferibe it ail, 
_¥rom'whofe high paths the drops of fatnefs fall ; 
Then in the forg the fmiling fights rejoice, . 
iogind all the mute creation finds a voices 
‘With thick returns delightful echoes fill 
~The pafiur’d green, or foft afcending hill, 

“gRaiv’d by the bleatings of unnumber'd theep, 
'o boaft their glosies in the crowds they keep. 
nd corn, that’s waving in the weitern gale, 
“With joyful found proclaims the cnver'd vale. 

Whene’er his fucks the lovely thepherd drove, 

‘To. neighbouring waters, to the neighbouring 
grove; 2 
"To Jordan’s flood, refrefl’d by cooling wind, 

Or Cedron's brook, to mofly benks confin’d ; 

An cafy notes, and guife of lowly fwain, — [trains 

* was thus he charnn’d and taught the lifening 

The Lord’s my-{hepherd, boubtiful and yood, 

T cannot want, fince he provides me food; 

Me for‘his thecp slong the verdant meats. 

Me, all tog mean, his tender merey le 

"To tafte the fprings of life, and-taite 

‘Wherever living pafture fyreetly prows, 

and as I caunot-want, Inecd not lear, 

For will the prefence of my fhepherd’s near ; 

Through darkfome valee, where bealts of prey 
refort, 4 : 

‘Where death appears with all his dreadful court, 

Hijs rod and hook direct’ me when } fray, 

‘Fle calls to fold, and they direét my way. 

Perhaps, when feated on the river’s bri 
He fawobe tender fheep at noon-day di 
He Jand where mille er.d ho 
Apd iaueMing plenty rolls upon the tid 

Or, fi’d within the frefhneds of a fhade, 
Whoje bsughs diffufe their Je ound his heaé 
































} Or as her head the gat 
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He borrow'd notions from the kind retreat, 
‘Then dung the righteous in their happy flate, 
And how, by providential care, fuecels 
Shall ail their actions in due feafux blefs: 
So firm they ftand, fo beaut'ful they look, 
As planted trees alide the purling brook : 
Not faded by the rays that parch the plaia, 
Nor careful fur the want of dropping sain: 
‘The ieaves fprout forth, the rifing branches fhoce, 
And fummer crowns them with the ripeo'd fiuit. 
But it the flowery field, vith varied hue, 
And native fweetn entertain’d his view; 
The fowery field with all the glorious throng 
Of lively colours ref, to pairt his fong 
Its pride and fall within the nunibers ran, 
And {pake the life ef tranfitery maa. 
As grals arifes by degrees unfeen 
Yo deck the breaft of earth with lovely green, 
Till Nature's order brings the withering daye, 
And all the funimer’s beauteous pomp devays; 
So, by degrees unfeer, doth man arife, 
So blooms by courfc, ard to by courie he dies. 
floweret heaves, 
Spreads to the fun, and boaits her iilken deaves, 
Till accidental winds their glory hed, 
And then they fall before the rime to fade; 
So man appeafs, fo falls in all his prime, 
Ere age approaches on the fteps of time. 
But thee, my God! thee ftill the fame we find, 
Thy glory latting, and thy mercy kind; 
“That ftill the juit, and all bis race, may know 
No caufe to mourn their {witt gccount below. 
When from beneath he faw the wandering 
theep . 
‘That graz’d che level, range along the fteep, 
Then rofe, the wanton iiraggicrs home to call, 
Before the pearly dews at evening fall; 
Perhaps new thoughts the rifing ground fupply, 
And that employs his mind which fills his eye. 
From pointed hills, he crics, my wishes tend, 
‘fo that great hill from whence {vpports defcend : 
‘Vhe Lord’s that hill, that place of ture defence, 
My wants obtain their certain help from thence. 
And as large hills projected fhadows throw, 
To ward che fun from of the vates below, 
Or for their fafety Nop the blaft above, 
| That, with raw vapours loaded, nightly reve; 
So fhall protection o'er his fervants Spread, 
And I repofe beneath the facred Ciace, 
Unhurt by rage, that, like a fumamer’sday, 
Deftreys and fcorches with impetuous ray; 
By waiting furrows, undepriv'd ct reft, 
at fall, like damps by moon-ihine, on the breaft, 
| Sere from the mind the proip feem to wear, 
| And leave the couch'd defign appearing bares 
And now no more the thepherd fings his hill, 
But fings the favercign Lord’s prote@tion till. 
For as he fees the night prepar’d to come, 
Ou wings of evening ke prepares for home; 
And in the fong thus adds a blefling more, 
| Yo what the thought within the figure bore : 
Ecernal goodnefs manifefly Mil 
Preferves my foul from cach epproach of ill : 
























Ends all my days, as all my days begin, 
yd keeps my goings, and my cominys-ia. 





POEM &. 


dere think the finking fan defcends apace, 
And, from thy firit attempt, my fancy ceafe 5 
Here bid the ruddy thepherd quit the piain, 
* And to the foid return his flocks again. 
Go, left the lion, or the fhagged bear, 
‘Thy xender lambs with favage hunger tear 5 
Though neither bear nor lion match thy might, 
When in their rage they ftood reveal’d to fight ; 
Go, lett thy wanton fheep retursing home, 
Should, as they pafs, chrough doubtful darknefs 
roam. 
Go, raddy youth, to Bethlem turn thy way, 
On Bethlem’s road conclude the parting day. 
Methinks be goes as twilight leads the night, 
And fees the crefcent cife with filver light ; 
His words confider all che {parkling fhow 
‘With which the ftars in golden order glow. 
And what is man, he cries, that thus thy kied, 
Thy wondious love, has lodg’d him in’ thy 
i ? 





glitter, him the deafts of prey, 
That feare my theep, and thefe my fheep obey, 
O Lord, our Lord, with how deferv’d a fame, 
Does earth record the glories of thy name! 
Then, as he thus devoutly walks along, 

And finds the road figs finith’d with the fong, 
He tings, with lifted hands and lifted eyes, 

Be this, my God, an evening facrifice. 

But 1o0w, the lowly dales, the trembling groves, 
O'er which the whifper’d breeze ferenely reves, 
Jcave all the coarfe of working fancy clear, + 
Or only grace another fubject here; 

For in my purpofe new defigns arile, 

Whole brightening images engage mine eyes. * 
Then here, my verfe, thy louder accents raife, 
Thy theme through lofty paths of glory trace 5 
Call forth his honours in imperial throngs, 
And ftrive to touch his more exajted fongs. 

While yet in humble vales his harp he ftrung, 
While yet he follow’d after ewes with young, 
Eternal Wiidom chofe hini for his own, 

And from the flock audvane’d him to the throne; 
"Phat there bis upright heart, and prudent hand, 
With more ditinguifh’d fkill, and high command, 
Might a& the thepherd in a noble (phere, 
Acd take his nation into regal care. 
He could of mercy then, and juitice fing, 
‘Yhofe radiant virtues that adorn a king, 
‘Phat make his reign blaze forth with bright re- 
nown, 
Beyond thofe gems whofe fplendour decks a crown: 
That fixing peace, by tenrper'd love and fear, 
‘Make plainy abound, axfd barren mountains bare. 
‘To thee, to whom thefe attributes belong, 
‘To thee, my God, he cry’4, I fend my fong; 
To thee, from whom my regal glory came, 
Ting the forms in which my courtI flame ; 
AGidt che models of imperfed skill, 
© come, with facred aid, and fix my will, 
‘A wile behaviour in my private w: 
‘And all my foul difpos'd to public peace, 
Shall daily ilrive to let my fabjects fee 
a\ porte partern how to live, in me. 
Stull will P think, as (ill my glorics rif 
‘Ds Ger no wicked thing ketore mine eyes, 
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Nor will Laboofe the favourites of fate, 
Among thd men that have incurr’d thing bate,> 
Whole vice but makes them {candaloufly gregt. 
* Fis time that all, whofe froward rage of heart: 
Would vex my realm, fhall from my realm depaa 
*£is time that all, whofe private flandering lie 
Leads judgment {alfely, fhall by judgment dic. 
And time the great, who loofe the reins to pride,’ 
Shall wigh neglect and {corn be laid afidez © 
But o'er the tra&s that my commands obey, 
Vl fend my light, with fharp difarming ray, 
Through dark retreats, ‘where humble miitdg, 
abide, ; : (hide 

Through thades of peace, where modeft terape 
‘Yo find the good that may fupport my ftate, 

bie: 
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And, having found them, then to make themi grt 
My voice flail raife them from the lonely cell 
With me to govern, and with me.to dwell, 
My voice fhall flattery and deceit difgrace, 
And iu their room exulted virtue place ; 
‘That, with an early care, and ftedfait hand, 
The wicked perifh from the faithful land. 
When ow the throne he fate in calm repoft, 
And with a royal hope his offspring rofe, 
His prayers, auticipating time, reveal * 
“Their decp concernment for the public wedl 5 
Upon a good forecafted thought they rua, | 
For common bleffings in the king begun : 
For righteoufnets and judgment ftridtly fairy” 
Which from the big deféends upon his heir, 
So when his life and all his labour ceafe, 
The reign fucceeding, brings facceeding peaces 
S» fill the poor shall find ignpartial Jaws, 
And orphans ftill a. guardian of their caufe ¢ 
And fern opprefiion have sts galling pake,. 
And rabid teeth of prey, to pieces broke. 
Then, wondering at thé glories of his way, 
His friends fhall love, his daunted focs obey: . 
For peacefui commerce neighbouring kings apply, 
And with great prefents court the grand ally." 
For him rich gums fhall fweet Arabia bear, 
For*hins rich Sheba mincs of gold prepare; 
Him Tharfis, him the foreign iffes thall greeg, 
And every nation bend beneath his feet. | 
And thas his honours far-extended grow, -; 
The type of great Mefliah's reign below. 
But worldly realms, that in his accents fhine, 
Are left beneath the full advanc’d defign ; 
When thoughts of empire in.the mind increafa 
O’er all the limits that determine ‘place, 
Sf thus the monarch’s rifirg’ fancy ‘move 
‘Tp fearch for more: unboued realms above, 
in which celeftial courts the king maintains, 
Aud o'er the vaft extent of nature reigne; ° 
He then deferibes, in clevated words, 
tis Urael’s fhepherd, as the Lord of Lords. 
How bright between the cherubims he fits, 
What dazzling Juftre all his throne emitss.- 
How righteoufnef,, with judgment join'd, fhps 








port 
The regal feat, and dignify the court; 
How faireft honour, and majeftic fate, 
The prefence grace, and firength the beaucy- wast, 
What glittering mintifters around him Rand, 
To y like wands, or Sames, at his commagal 

C iil 
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2 ‘How fure the beams, ‘on which his palace rife, 
Atte fet’in waterg, rais’d above the ikiew, 
How wide the- fies, like our{pread cartains, fly 
To veil majeftic light from human eye; » 
Or form'd the wide-expanded vaults -abeve, 
Where ftorms are bounded, though they feem to 
\ rove; ales cree 
2 Where fire, and hail, and vapour, fo fulfil 
* Whe wife intentions of their Maker’s will ; 
How well "tis feen, the great eternal mind 
Rides on the clouds, dnd walks upon the wind. 
wondrous Lord! how bright thy glories 
8” Shine H oo 
eThe:heavens declare, for what they boaft is thine; 
fepd yon blue tract, eprich’d with orbs of light, 
Ball its handy-work difplays thy might...” 
“4: Again the monardh touch’d another ffrain, 
‘Another province claim'd his verfe again, 
Where goodnels infinite’bas fix'd'a fway, 
“Whole autiretch’d limits are the bounds of day. 
"Beneath this empire of extended air, 
Yet fill in reach of Providence’s care, 
God plac’ the rounded earth with fedfatt hand, 
And bid ‘the bafis. ever firmly ftaid: , : 
‘He bid the mountains from tonfufion’s heaps 
»Exalt cheir fummits, and: aflume their Shapes, 
He bid the waters like a.garment {pread, 
To form large feas, and, as he fpake, they fled. 
‘His voice; his. thunder, made the waves obey. ; 
And forward hatten, till they form’d the fea; 
Then, left with lawlels rage the furges roar, | 
He mark’d their bounds, and, girt them in with 
‘i,  fhbre, aot os + [fteal 
He fill’d tha land with brooks, that trembling 
“Through winding hills, along the flowery vale; 
Fo which the beafts, that graze the vale, retreat 
“For cool refrefhings in the fummer’s heat; 
While, perch’d in Jeaves upon. the tender {prays, 
‘The birdy around their finging voices raife. 
°He-makes the vapours, which he taughe to fly, 
» Forfake the chambers of the clouds on high,. ., 
ind golden harveft, rich with ears of grain © 
And fpiry blades of grafs, adorn the plain; 
And grapes luxuriant cheer the foul with win 
And ointment fhed, to make the vifage Shing. 
‘Through trunke of trees fermenting fap proceeds, 
‘Vo feed, aud tinge the living boughs it fecds : 
‘Bo shoots the fir, where airy ftorks abide, 
So cedar, Lebanon’s-afpiring pride, 
Whale birds, by God’s appointment, in their neft, 
‘With green furrounded, lig fecure of reft; 
. Where fmall increafe the barren meuntains give, 
‘There kines, adapted to. the feeding, live; 
“There flocks of goats in.healthy paitures browfe, 
And, in their rocky entrails, rabbits houle. 
‘Where faretts, thick wich fhrabs, engngled fland, 
*[ntrod the roads, and defulate the land, es 
Phere clofe in coverts hide the beafts of prey, 
heavy darknets creeps upon the day, 
“Thea roar with hunger’s voice, and range abroad, 
SAnd, ini their nicthod, fcek their meat from God; 
zAod, when the, dawning edge of eaftern air 
2 Begins to purple, to their dens repair. 
» Man, uext facceeding, from the {weet repofe 
NOP downy beds, to work appoizted goes, 
ke, : 















THE WORKS OF PARNELL, 
When fir the morning fees the rifing fun; 


He fees their labours both ut once begun; 

And, night returning with its tarry train, 

Perceives their labours done at once again. 

©! manifold in works fupremely wife, 

How. well thy gracious flore the world fupplies ! 

How all thy creatures on thy goodnefs call, 

And that beftows a. due fupport for all! 

When from an open hand thy favours fow, 

Rich bounty ftoops to vifit us below ; 

When from thy hand no more thy favours Qtream, 

Back to the duft we. turn, from. whence we 
+ -came; .- rhe 

And when thy fpirit gives the vital heat, 

A fure facceffion keeps the kinds. complete ; 

The propagated feeds-their forms retain, 

And all the face of earth's renew’d again. 

‘Thus, as you’ve.feen th’ effec reveal,the caufe, 

Is Nature’s.Ruler known in Nature’s laws; 

Thus flili bis power is o’er the world difplay’d, 

And {till rejoices in the world he made. * 


|The Lord he reigns, the King of kings is king; 


Lect nations praife, and praifes learn to fing. 
My veries here may change their flyle again; 

And trace the" Pfalmift in another ftrain; 

Where all his foul the foldier’s {pirit. warms, 

And to the mufic fits the found of arms; 

Where-brave diforder does in numbers dwell, 

And artful number fpeaks diforder well. 

Arife, my geaius, and attempt the praiie 

Of dreaded power, and perilous ¢ffays; 


| And where his accents are too nobly great, 


Like diftant echoes, give the faint repeat : 
For who, like him, with enterprifing pen, 
Can paint the Lord of hofts in wrath with mend 
Or with jué images of tuneful lay, + Nett 
Sct ail his terrors in their fierce urray ? 

He comes !: The tumult of difcording fpheres,. 
‘The quivering thocks of earth aonfels thee fears ; 
Thick fmoke precede, and bjufts of angry. breath, 
That kindle dread devouring: fiamesof death, 
He comes! the firmament, with difmal night, 
Bows down, and feems to fall upon the light : 
The darkiing mifts enwrap his head around, 
‘The waters deluge, and the tempefts found ; 
While on the cherab's purple wings he flies, 

And plants his bisck pavilion in the tkies, 

He cames! the clouds remove; the rattling hail, 
Defceuding, bounds, and fcatters o’er the vale ; 
His voice is heard, his thunder fpeaks his ire, 

His hghtning blafts with blue fulphureous fire ; 
His brandith'd bolts with fwift commiffion go, 
‘To punith man’s rebellious adts below. 

His ern rebukes lay deepeft acéan bare, 

And fclid earth, by wide eruption, tear. 

Then glares the naked gulf with difmal ray, 
And then the dark foundations fee the day : 

© God: let mercy this thy. war affuage | 

Alas! no mortal can fuftain thy rage, 

While I but ftrive. the dire effects to tell, 

And on another’s words attentive dwell, 
Confuiing paffions in my bofom roll, 

And all in tumuit work the troubled foul: 
Remorle with pity, fear with ferrow blend, 

And { but ftrive iu vain; my vesfe, defcend, 








POE 
‘To lefs afpiring paths dire@ thy flight, 
‘Though ftiil the lefs may more than match thy 
might; 
“While I to fecond agents tune the ftrings, 
And Ifrael's warrior Mrael’s battles fings ; 
Great warrior he, and great to fing of war, 
‘Whofe lines (if ever lines prevail’d fo far) 
Might pitch the tents, compole the ranks anew, 
'To combat found, and bring the toil to view. 
O nation moft fecurely rais’d in name, 
Whote fair records he wrote for endicfs fame; 
© nation oft victorious o’er thy foes, 
At once thy conquefts, and thy thanks he fhows; 
For thus he fung the realms that mutt be thine, 
And made thee thus confefs an aid divine. 
‘When mercy look’d, the waves perceiv'd its fway, 
ind Irael pafs'd the deep divided fea, . 
When Mercy fpake it, haughty Pharaoh’s hoft, 
And haughty Pharaoh, by the waves were toft. 
_ When Mercy led us through the defert fand, 
‘We reach’d the borders of the promis'd Jand : 
‘Then alt the kings their gather’d armics brought, 
And all thofe kings by Mercy’s help we fough: : 
‘There, with their monarch, Amor’s people biced, 
For God was gracious, and the tribes fucceed. 
There monftrous Ogg was fell’d on Bafan’s plain, 
Yor God was gracious to the tribes again. 
At length their yoke the realms of Canaan feel, 
And \frael fings that God is geacious ftill. 
Nor has the warlike prince alone inroil’d 
‘Tho wondrovs feats their fathers did of old ; 
His own emblazon’d ads adorn his lays, 
Thefe two may challenge jut returns of praife. 
My God! he cries, my fureft rock of might, 
My tru io dangers, and my fhield in fight; 
‘Thy aiatchlefs bounties 1 with gladnefs own, 
Nor find affitanice but from thee alone : 
‘Thy ftrength is armour, and my path juccefe, 
No power like thee can thus fecurely blefs. 
When troops united would arreft my courfe, 
1 break their files, and through their order force ; 
When in their towns they keep, my fiege I furm, 
And leap the battlements, and Jead the ftorm ; 
And when in camps abroad intrench’d they lie, 
As {wilt as hinds in chace t bound op high; 
My ftrenuous arms thou teacheft how to kill, 
And {nap in funder temper'd bows of fteel; 
‘My moving footfteps are enlarg'd by thee, 
And kept from fnares of planned ambuth free ; 
And when my foes forfake the field of ‘fight, 
Then, fluth’d with conqueft, | purfue their Hight ; 
In vain their fears, that almoft reach defpair, 
‘The trembling wretches from mine anger bear; 
As wift as fear britk warmth of conquett goes, 
And at my feet dejeéts the waunded foes ; 
For help they call, but find their helper’s gone, 
For God’s againft them, and [ drive them on 
As whirling duit in airy tumult fly, 
Zefore the tempeit that involves the fkcy. 
And, in my rage’s unavoided fway, 
J uead their necks like abjet heaps of clay. 
the warrior thus in tong his deeds exprets'd, 
Nor vainly boafted what he but confets'd ; 
While warlike actions were proclaim’d abroad, 
‘That all their praifes fhould refer to God, 
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And here, to make this bright defign"arife, 

tn fairer (plendour to the nation’s eyes, **, 

From private valdur he converts his lays, ~ 

For yet the public claim’d attempts of praife 5”, 

And public conquefts where they jointly fought, 

Thus Mand recorded by refleSing thought; 

God fent his Samuel from his holy feat 

‘To bear the promife of my future ftate, 

And 1, rejoicing, fee the tribes fulfil 

The promis'd purpofe of almighty will; 

Subjected Sichem, fweet Samaria’s plain, 

And Succoth's valleys, have confefe’d my reigns 

Remoter Gilead’s hilly traéts obey, ‘ 

Maneffeh’s parted fands accept my fway; [miné 

Strong Ephraim's fons and Ephraimy’s ports an 

And mine the throne of princely Judah’s fine ; 

‘Then fince my people with my ftandard’go,. °° 

To bring the ftrength of adverle empire low, - 

Let Moab’s foil, to vile fubjection brought, 

With groans declare how well our ranks have 

fought ; 

Let vanquith’d Edom bow its humbled head,‘ 

And tell how pompous on its pride I tread; 

And now, Philiftia, with thy conquering hott, _ 

Difmay’d and broke, of conquer’d Ifrael boat; 

But if a’Seer or Rabbah yet remain 

On Johemaan’s hill,or Amon’s plain, _ 

Lead forth our armies, Lord, regard our pray’r; 

Lead, Lord of battles, and we'll conquer there. 

As this the wascior fpake, his heart arofe, * 

And thus, ith grateful turn, perform’d the clofe { 

‘Though men to men their beft affiftance lend, 

Yet men alone will but in vain befriend ; 

‘Through God we work exploits.of high renown, 

’Tis God that treads our great oppdfers down. 
Hear now the praife of well-difputed fields, 

The bet return viGorious honour yields; 

* is common good reftor’d, when lovely Peace ’ 

Is join’d with righteonfnefs in ftri@ embrace ; 

Hear, all ye victors, what your fword fecures, 

Hear, all ye mations; for the caufe is yours ; 

And when the joyful trumpets loudty found, 

When groaning captives in their ranks are bound, 

When pillars lift the bloody plumes in air, 

And broken fhafts and batter'd armour bear ¢ 

When painted arches a@s of war rejate, 

When flow proceffion’s pomps augment, the fates 

When fame relates their worth among the throngy 

Thus take from David their triumphant fong : 

Oh, clap your hands together! oh, rejoice 

In God with melody's exalted woice ; 

Your facred pfalm within his dweliing raife, 

And, for a pure oblation, offer praife ; 

For the rich goodnefs plentifuily fhows 

He profpers our defign upon our foes, 

Thea, hither, all ye nations, hither run, 

Behold the wonders which the Lard has done A 

Behold, with what'a mind, the heap of flain, 

He fprcads the fanguine furface of the plain; _ 

He makes the wars, that mad confufion hurl’d, 

Be spent in vidtorics, and leave the world. 

He breaks the bended bows, the {pears of ire, 

And burns the thatter'd chariots in the fire, * 

And bids the realms be ‘All, the tumults ceafe, 

And Enos the Lord of war, for Lord of peace, 











Me 
Now nny the tender youth in goodnefs rife, 
Beneath the guidance of their'pacents eycs, 
And tall young poplars, when the ranger’s nigh, 
‘To watch their rifings, left they thoot awry. 
Now may the beauteous daughters, bred with care, 
In modeft rules, and pious adts of fear, 
Like polith’d corners of the temple be, 
#o bright, fo fpotlefs, and fo fit for thee. 
‘Now may the various feafons blefs the fail, 
And Blancene gardeners pay the ploughman’s 
toil; 
- Now fheep and kine, upon the flowery meads, 
Jocreafe in thoufands, and ten thoufand heads; 
And now no more the found of grief complains 
For thofe that fall in fight, or live in chains; 
Here, when the bleffings are proclaim’d atoud, 
Join all the voices of the thankful crowd ; 
Let all that feel them thus confefs their part, 
‘Thusown their worth, with one united heart ; 
Happy the realm which God vouchfafes to blefs 
‘With all the glories of a bright faccels! 
And happ} thrice the realm, if thus he pleafe 
"To crown thofe glories with the fweets of cafe; 
From warfare finifh'don a chain of thought, 
‘To bright attempts of future rapture wrought ; 
‘Yet ftronger, yet thy pinions flronger raife, 
© Fancy, reigning in he power of lays. 
For Sion’s hill thine airy courfes hold, 
Twas there thy David prophefy'd of old; 
And there devout in contemplation fir, 
40 holy vifion, and ectatic fit. 

Methinks I feem to feetthe charms begin, 
Now fwect contentment tunes my foul within ; 
New wondrous foft arifing mufic plays, 

And now full foands upon the fenfe increafe ; 
“Fit David’s lyre, his artful fingers move, 
‘To court the fpirit from the réalms above ; 

. ‘And, pleas’d to come where holinefs attends, 
The courted {pirit from above defeends. 
Hence on the lyre and voice new graces rett, 
And bright prophetic forms enlarge the breaft; 
“Hence firm decrecs his myftic hymns relate, 
Aflix'd in heaven’s adamantine gate, 
‘The glories of the moft important age, 
And Chrift’s bleft empire feen by fure prefage, 

When, in a diftant view, with inward eyes, 
He fees the Son defcending from the fkies, 

‘Fo take the form of man for mankind's fake, 
*Tis thus he makes the great Mefliah {peak : 
Yt ie not, Father, blood of bullocks flain 
Can cleanfe the world from ‘univerfal ftain ; 
Such offerings are not here requir’d by thee, 
But point at mine, and ledve the work for me ; 
To perfect which, as fervants cars they drill, 
In fign of opening to their mafter’s will ; 
‘Thy will would open mine, and have me bear 
My fign of miniftry, the bedy there, 
> Prophetic volumes of our ftate aflign 
‘The world’s redenyption as an at of mine; 
‘And lo! with cheerfal and obedient heart, 
1 come, my Father, to perform my part. 
So fpake'the Son, and left his throne above, 
When wings to bear him were prepar’d by love ; 
‘When with their Monarch, on the great defceut, 
Swett hamblenefs and gentle patience went; 
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Fair fitters both, both blefi'd in his efteem, 
And both appointed here to wait on him. 

But now, before the Prophet’s ravith'd eyes, 

Succeeding profpects of his life arife ; 

And here he teaches all the world to fing 

Thofe frains in which the nations-own’d hin} 
King. 

When boughs as at an holy feaft they bear, 

To fthow the Godhead manifefted there 

And garments, as a mark of glory, ftrow'd, 

Declar'd a prince proctaim’d upon the road : 

This day the Lord hath made, we will employ 

In fongs, he cries, and confecrate the joy. 

Hofannah, Lotd,"Hofannah, thed thy peace 5. 

Hofannah, long-expedting nations grace 5 

Oh, blefs’d in hoxiour’s height triumphant thou, 

That waft to come, oh, blefs thy people now. 

"Twere eafy dwelling here with fix'd delight, 
And much the fweet engagement of the fight; 
But ficeting vifions each on other throng, 

And change the mufic, and demand the fong : 
Ah! mufic chang’d by fadly moving fhow : 
Ah! fong demanded in excefs of woe! 

For what was all the gracious Saviour’s flay, 
Whilft here he trod‘in Ife’s encumber’d way, 
But troubled patience, perfecuted breath, 
Neglected forrows, and affliGting death ; 
Approach, ye finners; think the garden fhows 
Has bloody fweet of full arifing throws ; 

proach his giief, and hear him thus complain, 
‘Through David’s perfon, and in David's ftrain. 

Oh, fave me, God, thy floodsabout me rall, 
Thy wrath divine hath overflow’d my foul: 

I come at fength where rifing waters drown, 
And fink in deep affli@tion, deeply down, 
Deceitful fhares, to bring me to the dead, 

Lie ready plac'd in every path I tread; 

And hell itfelf, with all that hell contains, 

Of fiends accurs'd, and dreadful change of pains; 
‘To daunt firny wil!, and crofs the good defign’d,. 
With ftrong temptations faften ‘on thé niind; 
Such grief, fuch forrows, in amazing view, 
Ditlracted fears and jheavinefs purfue. 

Ye fages, deeply read in human frame, 

The paffions’ caufes, and their wild extreme; 
Where mov'd an object more oppos’d to biifs, 
What other agony could equal his? 

The mufic ftitl proceeds with mournful airs, 
And {peaks the dangers, as it peaks the fears, 
Oh, facred Prefence, from the Son withdrawn : 
Oh, -God, my Father, whether art thou gone ? 
Ob, mutt my foul derail tormenting pain, 

And all my words in anguifh fall in vain? 

Phe trouble’s near, in which my life will end; 

But none is near, that will affiftance lend ; 

Like Bathan’s, bulls, my foes againgt me throng, 

So proud, inhuman, numberlefs, and flrong, 

Like defert tions, on their prey they go, 

So much their fierce detire of blood they fhow : 

As ploughers wound the ground, they tore my 
back, 

And long deep furrows manifeft the tra@. 

‘They pierc’d my tender hands, my tender feet, 

And caus’d fharp pangs, where nerves in num+ 
bérs meet 3 
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Rich flreams of life forfake my rended veins, 


And fall like water fpill'd upon the plains ; Bi 


My bones. that us’d in hollow {eats to clofe, 

Disjoint with anguith of convulfive throes ; 

My mourning heart is melted in my frame, 

As wax diffolving runs before a flame ; 

My ftrength dries up, my flefh the moifture leaves, 

And on my tongue my clammy palate cleaves : 

Alas! Tthirft; alas! for drink { call; 

For drink they give me vinegar and gall.j 

To fportful game the favage {oldiers go, 

And for my vefture, on my vefture throw 

Wie all deride, who fee me.thus forlorn, 

And thot their lips, and, fhake their heads in 
feorn, ay J 

And, with defpiteful jeft, Behold, they cry, 

‘The great peculiar darking of the tky ; 

He rufted God would fave his foul from woe, 

Now God may have hini, if he loves him fo. 

But to the duft of death, by quick decay, 

Tcome; O Father, be not long away. 

And was it thus, the Prince of Life was flain ? 

And was it thus he dy’d for worthlefs men ? 

Yes, bieffed Jefus; thus, in every line, 

The fufferings which the prophet fpake were thine, 

Come, Chriftian, to the cerpfe, in fpirit come, 

And with true figns of grief furround the tomb. 

Upon the thrcfhold ftone let fin be lain, 

Such facrifice will best avenge his pain, 

Bring thither then repentance, fiyhs, and tears, . 

Bring mortity'd desires, bring holy fears ; 

And carneft prayer expprefs'd from thoughts that 
roll 

Through broken mind, and groanings of the foul ; 

‘Thefe {eatter’d on his hearfe, and fo prepare 

‘Thofe obfequics the Jews deny’d him there; 

While in your hearts the flames of love may burn, 

To drefs the vaule, like lainps in facred urn. 

There oft, my foul, in fach a grateful way, 

Thine humbleft homage, with the godly pay- 

But David itrikes the founding chords anew, 

And to thy firfl defign recals thy view ; 

From life to death, trom death to life he flies, 

And ftill purfues his object in his eyes; 

And here recounts, in more entiven’d fong, 

‘The facred prefence, not ablented Jong : 

‘The flesh not fuffer’d in the grave to dwell, 

‘The foul not fuiter’d to remain in hell; 

But as the conqueror, fatigu’d in war, 

With hot purfuit of enemics afar, 

Reclines to drink the torrent giiding by, 

Then lifts his looks to repoffeis the fky ; 

So bow'd the Son, in lifes uneafy road, 

With anxious toil and thorny danger flrow’d; 

So bow’d the Son, but not to find relief, 

But tafte the deep imbitter’d floods of grief; 

So when he tated thefe, he rais'd his head, 

And left the-fable manfions of the dead, 

Eye mouldering time confum’d the bones away, 

Or flow, corrupticn’s worms had work’d decay z 

Here faith’s foundations all the foul employ 

With fpringing graces, fpringing beams of joy; 

Thea paus'd the voice, where nature’s feen to 
pack, 

And for y-time fufpend her ancient Jaws, 








= - 
From hence arifing as-the glories rife, 

That muft advance above the lofty ikies, - :, 

He runs with fprightly fingers o'er the lyre, _ 

And fills new fungs with new celeftial fire = 

In which he fhews, by fair defcription’s ray, 

‘The Chrift’s afcenfian to the realms of day ; 

When juftice, pleas’d with life alread? paid, 

Unbends her brows, and fheathe her angry blade é 

And meditates rewards, and will réftore : 

What mercy woo'd him, to forfike before, 

When ou a cloud, with gilded edge of light, 

He role above the reach of human fight, 

And me: the pomp that hung alofe in air, 

‘To make his honours niore exceeding fair; 

See, cries the prophet, how the chariots wait 

‘To-bear him upwards, in triumphant fate,” 

By twenty thoufands in usnumber'd throng, 

And angels draw the glittering ranks along: 

‘The Lord amongft them fits.in glory drefs'dy 

Nor more the prefence, Sinai mount confell. ‘ 

And now the chariots have begun to fly, 

‘The triumph moves, the Lord afcends on high, 

And Sin and Satan, us’d to captive men, 

Are dragg'd for captives in his ample train ; 

While, as he goes, feraphic circles fing 

The wondrous conquett of their wondrous King; 

With thouts of joy their heavenly voices raife, 

And with fhrill trampets manifeRt his praife; 

From fuch a point of fuch exceeding height, 

A while my verfes top their airy flight, 

Aud feem far reft on Olivet to breathe, 

And charge the two that ftand in white beneath F} 

‘Vhat as they move, and join the moving rear. 

Within their honour'd hands aloft they bear , . , 

‘The crown of thorns, the crofs on which he dy’ 

‘The nails thar pierc’d his limbs, the {pear his fide ; 

Thea, where kind mercy lays the thunder by, - ~ 

Where peace has hung great’ Michacl’s arms on 

Let thefe adorn his magazine above, (high; 

And hang the trophies of victorious love; 

Left man, by fuperititious mind entic’d, 

Should idolize whatever touch’d the Chrift. » 
Bur fill the prophet in the fpirit foars 

To new Jerulalem’s imperial doors; i 

‘There fees and hears the bled angelic throng, 

‘There feels their nufic, and records their Tong: 

Or, with the vifion warm'd, attempts Le write, '- 

For thofe inhabjtarts of native light, 

And teaches harmony’s diftinguith’d parts, 

Tu fweet refpondence of united hearts; 

for thes without might warbling angels fing 

Their courfe cantaising on the flutter’d wig, 

Eternal gates! your ftately par ‘car, ; 

Erernal gates! your ways of joy prepare 5 

‘Vhe King of Glory for admittance flays; " 

He comes, he'll enter, O prepare your ways; 

‘Then bright archangels, chat attend the wall. 

Mighe thus upon the beauteous order call 3 

Ye fellow-minifters, that now’ proclaim 

Your King of Glory, tell his awful name, 

At which the beautcous order will accord, 

And found of folemn notes pronounce the Lord 

Vhe Lord erducd with firength, renown’dfor 

mighr, : 












With fpoils returning from the finith’d fight, . 


a THE WORKES 


Again with lays they charm the facred gates, 
And graces double, while the fong repeats ; 
Again within the facred guardians fing, 
And atk the name of their victorious king; 
And then again, the Lord’s the name rebounds 
From tongue to tongue, catch'd up in frequent 
rai te H 
New thrones and powers appear to lift the gate, 

And David fill purfues their enter’d ftate. 
Oh, prophet | fathers whither would’ft thou fy ? 
‘Oh, myttic Ifrael’s chariot for the fky; 

* Thou, facred {pirit ! what a wondrous height, 
By thee fupported, foars his airy flight ! 
For glimpfe of Majefly divine is brought, 
Among the thifted profpects af the thought : 
Dread, facred fight | 1 dare not gaze for fear, 
But fit beneath the finger’s feet, and hear ; 
And hold each found that interrupts the mind, 
‘Thus in a calm by power of verfe confin’d. 

Ye dreadful minifters of God, difpleas’d, 

In blafting tempefts be no longer rais’d | 
Yedeep-mouth'dthunders, leave your dircful groan, 
Nor roll in hollow clauds around the throne. 
The ftill forall voice more juitly will exprefs 
How great Jehovah did the Lord addrefs. 
And you bright-feather’d choirs of endiefs peace, 
A while from tuneful Hailelujah’s cafe ; 
A while itard fix’d, with deep attentive care, 
You'll have the tite to fing for ever there. 
‘The royal Prophet will the filence break, 
And in his words Almighty gcodnefs fpeak. 
He fpake (and fimil'd to fee the bufineds done), 
‘Thou art my firft, my great begotten Son , 
Here on the right of Majefty fit down, 
Enjoy thy conqueft, and receive thy crown, 
‘While I thy worfhip and renown complete, 
And make thy fogs the foot-ftonl of thy feet ; 
For Vil pronounce the long-refolv'd decree, 
My facred Sion be referv’d for thee, 
From thence. thy peaceful rod of power extend, 
From thence thy Medfenger of mercy fend, 
And teach thy vanquilh’d enemies to bow, 
And rule where hell has fix'd an empire now. 
‘Then readynations to their rightful king 
‘The free-will offerings of their hearts fhall bring, 
In holy beauties for acceptance drefs'd, 
And ready nations be with pardon blefe’d ; 
Meanwhile thy dawn of truth begins the day, 
Enlighten’d fubjeQs-thall encreafe the {way ; 
With fuch a {plendid and unnumber’d train, 
As dews in morning till the graffy plain, 
‘This by myfelf { (wore; the great intent 
Has paft my fandtion, and { can’t repent : 
‘Thou art # king, and pricht of peace below, 
Like Salem’s monarch, and for ever fo. 
Afi what thou wilt, ’tis thine the Gentiles’ claim; 
For thy pofleffion take the world’s extreme. 
‘The kings fhall rage, the parties ftrive in vain, 
By perfecuting rage, to break thy reign; 
"Thou art my Chritt, and they that {til can be 

" Rebellious fubjedts be deitroy’d by thee. 
Bring, like the potter, to fevere decay, 
"Thy worthlefs creatures, found in humble clay ; 
Then hear, ye monarchs, and ye judges hear, 
Rejoice with wrembling, ferve the Lord with fear ; 
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In his commands with figns of homage move, 

And kifs the gracious offers of his love: 

Ye furély perith if his anger flame, 

And only they be biefs’d that blefs his name. 

Thus does the Chrift in David's anthems fhine, 
Vith full magnificence of art divine ; 

‘Then on his fubjeQs gifts of grace beftow, 

And fpread his image on their hearts below; 

As when our earthly kings receive the globe, 

The facred unétion, and the purple robe, 

And mount the throne with golden glory crown'd, 

They featter medals of themfelves around ; 

‘There heavenly fingers clap their vary’d wings, 

And lead the choir of all created things. 

Relate his glory's everlafting prime, 

His fame continued with the leagth of time; 

While, ere the fan fhall dart a gilded beam, 

Or changing moans diffufe the filver'd gleamy 

Where-e’er the waves of rolling ocean fent, 

Encompafs Jand with arms of wide extent. 

Hail, full of mercy: ready nations cry! 

Hail, oh, for ever, ever blefs’d on high ! 

Hail, oh, for ever on thy beauteous throne ! 

Yhou Lord that workeft wondrous things alone ! 

Still let thy glory to the world appear, 

Aud all the riches of thy goodnels hear. 

But thou, fair church, in whom he fixes love, 
Thou queen accepted of the Prince above ; 
Behold him, fairer than the fons of men; 
Enibrace his offer’d heart, and thare his reign ; 
In Mofes' laws they bred thy tender years; 

But now to sew commands incline thine ears, 

Forget thy people, bear no more in mind 

Thy father’s houiehold, for thy {ponfe is kind. 

Within thy foul let vain affe@ions dic,” 

Him only worthip, and with him comply. 

So ihall thy fpouic’s heart with thine agree, 

So hall his fervour ftill encreafe for thee. * 

Come, while he calls, fupremely-favour’d queen, 

In heavenly glorits-drefs thy foul within ; 7 

With pious adtions to the throne be brought, 

In clofe connection of the virtues wrought ; 

Let thefe around thee for a garment fhine, 

And be the work to make them pleafing thine : 

Come, lovely queen, advance with ftately port : 

Thy good companions fhall complete thy court, 

With joyful foule their joyful entrance fing, 

And fill the palace of your gracious king ; 

What though thy Mofes and the prophets ceafe, 

What though the pricithood leaves the fettled 
race, 

The father's place their offspring well fupplies, 

‘When at thy fpoufe’s miniftry they rife; 

When thy bleis’d houfchiid on his orders Ro, 

And rule for him where-c’er he reigns below, 

Come, gucen exalted, come ; my Jafting fong 

To future ages shall thy fame prolong. 

The joyful naticns tha!l thy praife proclaim, 

And, for their fafety, crowd bencath thy name, 

Oh, bounteous Savicur | fill thy mercy kind, 

Still what chy David fung thy fervants fine; 

Still what thy David fung thy fervants fee, 

From thee fent down, and feut again to thee, 

They fee the words of thanks, and love divine 

In itrains myfterious intermingled fhine, 





POEM Ss. 


As {weet and rich unite in coftly waves, 

‘When purling gold the purpled web receives; 
And ftili the church he fhadow'd hears the lays, 
In daily fervice, as an aid to praife. 

+ At thefe her temper good devotion warms, 

“And mounts aloft with more engaging charms : 
. Then, as fhe firives to reach the lofty iky, 

* Bids gratitude affift her will to fly ; 

x: In thefe our gratitude becomes on fire, 

‘Then feels its flames improv’d by ftrong defire ; 

‘Then feels defire in eager wifhes move, 

4, And with determine in the point af love. 

Such hymns to regulate, and fach to raife, 
Approach, ye founding inktrwmenss-of praife : 
"Vis fit you tune for him-whofe holy love, 

. In with afpiring to the choir above, 
And fond to pradtife ere his time to go, 
Devoutly call'd you to the choir below s 
"Phere, where he plac’d you, with your folemn 
found, 
For God’s high glory, fill the faered ground, 
And there, and every-where, his wondrous name 
) ‘Within his firmament of power proelaim. 
Soft pleafing lutes with eafy fweetnefs move, 

-. To touch the fentiments of heavenly love; 

» Aflit the lyre and voice, to tell the charms 

That gently ftole him from the father’s arms; 

“" Gay @embling timbrels, us’d with airs of mirth, 

Aflift the loud Hofannah rais’d on earth ; 

‘" ‘When on an afs he meekly rides along, 

: And multitudes are heard within the fong, 

}, Full-tenor'd pfaltery join the doleful part, 

In which his agony poffeft his heart ; 

And feem to feel thyfelf, and feem to thow, 

A rifing heavinefs and figns of woe, 

Sonorous drgan, at his paffion moan, 

» And utter forth thy fympathizing groan, 

ot In big dow murmurs anxious forrow fpeak, 

;. While melancholy winds thine entrails fake. 

As when he fuffer'd, with complaining found, 

‘The ftorms in vaulted cuverns fhook the ground ; 

Swift cheerful cymbals give an airy ftrain, 
:, When, having bravely broke the doubied chain 
; Of death and bell, he left the conquer’d grave, 
And sofe to vifit thofe he dy'd to fave, 
And as he mounts in fong, and angels fing, 
With grand proceffion, their returning king, 
‘Triumphant trumpets raife their notes on high, 
« And make them feem to mount, and feem to fly, 
‘Then all at once confpire to praife the Lord, 
In mufic’s full confent, and juft accord : 
Ye fons of art, in fuch melodious way, 
Conclude the fervice which you join to pay, 
While nations fing Amen, and yet again 
Hold forth the note, and fing aloud Amen. 

Here has my fancy gone where David leads, 

» Now foftly pacing o’er the grafly meads; 

“ Now nobly mounting where the monarchs rear 

The gilded {pires of palaces in air ; 

Now fhooting thence, upon the level flight, 

‘o dreadful dangers and the toils of fight, 
Anon with utmofl ftretch afcending far, 
Beyond the region of the farthelt thar 3 

. As tharpeft. fighted eagles towering dy, 

4'Vo weather their broad fails in open tky, 




















At length on wings half-clos’'d flide gently down, 
Andjone attempt shall all my labours crown, -- 
In others’ verfe the reft be better fhewn, 
Bat this is more, ot fhoyld be more, thine own. 
If then the fpirit that fupports my lines 
Have prov’d unequal to my large defigns, 
Let others rife from earthly paffion’s dfeam, 
By me provok'd to vindicate the theme. 
Let others round the world in rapture rove, 
Or with ftrong feathers fan-the breeze above, 
Or walk the dufky thades of death, and dive. - 
Down hell’s abyfs, and mount again alive. 
Bat, Oh, my God! may thefe unartful rhymes 
In fober words of woe bemoan my crimes, 
Tis fit the forrows I for ever vent 
For what I never can enough repent; 
Tis fit, and David fhews the moving way, 
And with his prayer inftruéts my foul to pray. 
Then, fince thy guilt is more than match'd by me, 
And fince my troubles thould with thine agree, — 
O Mute, to glories in affiG@ion born ! 
May thy humility my foul adorn. 
For humbleft prayers are moft affe@ing ftrains, 
As mines lye rich in lowly planted veins; - 
Such aid I want, to render mercy kind, 
And fuch an aid as here [ want, I find ; 
Thy weeping accents in my numbers run, 
Ah, thought! ah, voice of inwerd dole began? 
My God, whofe anger is appeas'd by tears, 
Bow gently down thy mercy’s gracious ears; 
With many tongues my fins for juftice call, 
But mercy’s ears are manifold for all. 
Thofe tweet celeftial windows open wide, ‘ 
And in fuil ftreams let foft compaffion glide ; 
There wath my foul, and cleanfe it yet agait, 
O throughly cleanfe it from the guilty flain; 
For I my life with inward anguith fee, 
And all ite wretchednefs confefs to thee. 
The large indi€tment ftands before my view, 
Drawn forth by confcience, moft amazing true; 
And fill’d with fecrets hid from human eye, 
When, foolith man, thy God ftood witnefs by. 
| Then, oh, thou majefty divinely great, 
Accept the fad confeflions I repeat, 
Which clear thy juftice to the world below, ~ 
Should difmal fentence doom my foul to wee 
When in the filent womb my thape was made, 
And from the womb to lightfome life convey’d, 
Cure’d fin began to take unhappy root, : 
And through my veins its-early fibrés fhoot ; 
And then, what goodnefs did& thou thew, 
kill 7 
The rifing weeds, and principles of ill; 
When to my breaft, in fair ceteftial fame, 
Eternal truth and lovely wifdom came, 
Bright gift, by fimple nature never got, 
But here reveal'd ta change the ancient blot. 
‘This wondrous help which mercy pleas'd to granty 
Continue Mil, for fill thine aid T'want ; 
And, as the men whom leprofies invade, 
Or they that tonch the carcafe of the dead, 
With hyfop fprinkled, and by water clean’d, 
‘Their former purenefs in the law regain'd 5 
So purge my foul, difeas'd, alas! within, 
| And muck pelluted with dead works of fin, 
i 
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For fach blefi’'d fivours at thine hand I fue, 

Be grace thine hyfop, and thy water too. 

“Then fhall my whitenefs for perfection vie 

‘With blanching fnows that newly leave the fly. 
Thus, through my mind, thy voice of gladnefs 

fend, i 
‘Thas {peak the joyful word, E will be clean’d; 
‘That all my ftrength, confom’d with mournful 
pain, 

May, of thy faving health, rejoice again : 

Add now no more my foul offences fee, 

© turn from thefe, buc turn thee not from mes 
Or,deit they make me too deform'd a fight, 

Oh, blot them with objivion’s endlefs night. 
‘Then further purenefs to thy fervant grant, 
/ Another heart, or change in this, f-want. 

Create another, or the change create, 

For now my vile corruption is fo great, 

\. Jt feems a new creation to reftore 

ts fall’n eftanc:'to what it was before. 

Renew my (pirit, raging in my hreatt, 

And all its paffions in their courfe arreft 5 

Or turn their motions, widely gone aftray, 

And fix their footfteps in thy righteous way; 
‘When this is granted, when azain I’m whole, 

Oh ne‘er withdraw thy prefence from my ful; 
‘There let it thine, fo let me be reftor’d 

‘To prefent joy, which confeiots hopes afford. 
‘Vhere let it fweetly thine, arid o’er my breait 
Diffufe the dawning of eternal reft ; 

‘Shen fhall the wicked this cumpaffion fee, 

And learn thy worthip, and thy works, from me. 
Yor I, to fuch occafions of thy praife, 

‘Will tune my lyre, and confecrate my lays. 
Unfeal my lips, where guilt and thame have hung, 
To hop the patfage of my grateful tongue, 
And let my prayer and fong afcend, my prayer 

ere join’d with faints, my fong with angels there; 

‘Yet neither prayer I'd give, nor fongs alone, 

If either offerings were as much thy own : 

But thine’s the contrire {pirit, thine’s an heart 
Opprefe’d with furrow, broke with inward {mart ; 
‘That at thy fvotitool in confeflion fhews, 

How well its faults, how well the judge it knows; 
“That fin with fober refolution flies, 

This gift thy mercy never will defpife. 

‘Then in my foul a myftic altar rear, 

And fuch a facrifice Vil offer there. 

“Thgre thal] it fiand, in vows of virtue beund, 
“There falling tcars fhall wath it all around ; 

And fharp remorfe, yet sharper edg’d by woe, 
Deferv’d and fear’d, infli@ the bleeding blow ; 
‘There shall my thoughts to holy breathings fly, 
Inftead of incenfe, to perfume the thy, 

And thence my willing heart afpires above, 

A victim panting in the flames of love. 
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As through the Pfalme, from theme to theme 
I chang’d, 
Methinks like Eve in Paradife 1 rang’d ; 
~ And every grace of fong I fvem’d to fee, 
As the gay pride of every feufon fhe; 
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She, gently treading all the walks arsund, 

Admir’d the Springing beauties of the ground, 

‘The lily, gliteting with the motning dew, 

The rofe in red, the violet in blue, + 

The pink in pale, the bells in purple rows, 

And tulips colour’d in a thoufand fhows: 

Then here and there perhaps fhe pulfd a flower, 

To ftrew with mofs, and paint her leafy bower; 

And here ard there, like her, [| went along, | 

Chofe a bright ftrain, and bid it deck my fong. 
But now the facred finger leaves mine eye, 

Crown’d as he was, [ think he mounts on highs 

Ere this devotion bore his heavenly Pfalms, 

And now himfelf bears up his harp and palms. 

Go, faint triumphant, leave the changing fight, 

So fitted out, you fuit the realins of light ; 

Bat let thy glorious robe at patting go, 

Thofe realms have robes of more effulgent how; 

It flies, it falls, the fluttering filk I fee; 

Thy fon has caught it, and he fings like thee, 

With fach eleGtion of a theme divine, 

And fuch fweet grace,as conquers all but thine. 
Hence every writer o’er the fabled ftreams, 

Where frotic fancies {port with idle dreams ; 

Or round the fight enchanted clouds difpofe, 

Whence wanton Cupids thoot with gilded bows, 

A nobler writer, trains more brightly wrought, 

‘Themes more exalged, fill my wondering thought: 

The parted tkies are track’d with flames above, 





-As love defcends to meet afcending love ; 


‘The feafons flourith where the {poufes meet, 
and carth in gardens {preads beneath their feet ; 
This {refh-bloom profpeé, in the bofom throngs, 
When Solomon begius his fong of fongs, 
Bids the wrapt foul to Lebanon repair, 
And lays the fcene of all his actions there ; 
Where as he wrote, and from the bower furvey’d 
The fcenting groves, or anfwering knots he made, 
His facred art the fights of nature brings, 
Beyond their ufe, to figure heavenly things, 

Great Son of God! whofe gofpel pleas’dto throw 
Round thy rich glory veils of earthly show ; 
Who made the vincyard oft thy church defign, 
Who made the matriage-feaft a type of thine 5 
Affi my verfes, which attempt to trace 
The fhadow’d beauties of celeftial grace, 
And with illapfes of feraphic fire 
The work which pleas'd thee once, once more in 

fpire. 

Look, or illufion’s airy vifions draw, 
Or now [ walk the gardens which { faw, 
Where filver waters feed a flawering fpring, 
And winds falute it with 2 balmy wing. 
There, on a bank, whofe fhades diredly rife, 
To fereen the fun, and not exclude the fkies, 
There fits the facred church; methinks | view 
The fpovfe’s afped, and her enfigns too. 
Her face has features where the virrues reign, 
Her hands the book of facred love contain, 
A light (truth’s emblem) on her bofom fhines, 
And at her fide the meekeit lamb reclines: 
And oft on heavenly leétures in the book, 
And oft on heaven itfelf the cafts a lock, 
Sweet, hunzble, fervent zeal, that works within, 
At length burfls forth, and raptures thus begin 3 


POEM s, 


Let him, that him my foul adores above, 

In clofe communions breathe his holy love ; 
For thefe blefs’d._ words his pleafing lips impart, 
-Beyond:all cordials, cheer the fainting heart. 
As rich and {weet the precious ointmenits ftream, 

0 rich thy graces flow, fo fweet thy name 
Diffules facred, joy ; "gia Henge we find 
Affection rain’d in evezy virgin mind ; 
For this we come, tte daughters here, and I, 
Still draw we forward; and behold I fly; 
1 fly through mercy, when my king invites, 
To tread his chambers of fincere delights; 
There, join'd by myttic union, I rejoice, 
Exalt my temper, and enlarge my voice, 
And celebrace thy joys, fupremely more 
Than earthly blifs; thus upright hearts adore, 
Nor you, ye maids, who breathe of Salem’s air, 
Nor you refufe that 1 condu@ you there; 
‘Though clouding darknefs hath eclips'd my face, 
Dark as (am, | thine with beams of grace, 
As the black tents, where Mhmael’s line, abides, 
‘With glittering trophies drefs theix inward fides; 
Or as thy curtains, Soloman, are feen, 
Whole plaits conceal a golden throne within. 
"T'were wrong to judge me-by the carnal fight, 
And yet my vifage was by nature white; 
But fiery funs, which perfecute the meek, 
Found me abroad, and feorch’d my rofy check. 
‘The world, my brethren, they were angry grown, 
‘They made me drefsa vineyard not my own, 
Among their rites (their vines) f learn’d to dweil, 
And in the mean employ my beauty fell; 
By frailty loft, f gave my labour o’er, 
And my own vineyard grew deform’d the more, 
Behold Iturn; Q fay, my foul’s defire, 
Where doft thou feed thy ftock, aud where retire - 
To reft that flock, when noon-tide heats arife ? 
Shepherd of Ifrael, teach my dubious eyes 
Yo guide me right; for-why fhould thine abide 
Where wandering fhepherds turn their flocks a- 

fide? 

So {pake the church, and figh’d: a purple light 
Sprung forth, the Godhead ftood reveal’d to fight, 
And heaven and nature {mil’d; as white as faow 
His feamalefs vefture loofely fell below : 

Sedate and pleas’d, he nodded 3 round his head 
‘The pointed gloty thook, and thus he faid :' 

Jf thou, the lovelieft of the beauteous kind, 

If thou canft want thy thepherd’s walk to find, 
Go hy the foot-fteps where my flocks have trod, 
My faints, obedient to the laws of God; 

Go, where their tents my teaching fervants tear, 
And feed the kids, thy young believers there. 
Should thus my flocks increafe, my fair delighe, 
T view their numbers, and compare the fight 
‘Yo Pharach's horfgs when they take the field, 
Beat plains to duft, and make the nations yield. 
With rows af gems thy comely cheeks 1 deck, 
And chains of pendant gold o'erfow thy neck, 
For fo like gems the riches of my grace, 

And fo defcending glory, cheers thy face: 

Gay bridal robes a flowering filver ftrows, 
Bright gold engrailing on the border glows, 

He fpake ; the fpoule admiring heard the found. 
Then, meekly bending on the facred ground, 
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She cries, Oh prefent to my ravith’d bread, 
This fweet communion is an inward feaft, 
There fits the king, while all around eur heads” 
His grace, my {pikenard, pleafing odours theds’ 
About my foul, hishaly comfort flies; 

So clofely-treafur’d in the bofom lies 


. The bundled myrrh, fo fweet the feented gale __ 


Breathes all En-gedi’s aromatic vale. 

Now, fays the king, my love, I fee thee fair, : 
Thine cyes, for mildnefs, with the Gove’s compares: 
No, thou, belov'd,-art fair, the church replica, 

(Since all my beauties but from thee arife;) 
All fair, all pleafant, thefe communions faw:. 
Thy counfels pleafant, and thy comforts fo... . 
And as at marriage feafts they ftrow the flowers, 
With nuptial chaplets hang the Summer bowers, 
And make the rooms of fmelling cedars fine, 
Where the fond bridegroom and the bride recline s 
1 drefs my foul with fuch exceeding care, 0)... 
With fuch, with more, to court thy prefence therey 
Well haft thou prais'd, he faye; the Sharon rofat 
Through flowery fields a Pleafing odour throws, 
The valley lilies ravith’d fenfe regale, : 
And with pure whitenefs paint their humble vale's': 
Such names of fweetnefs are thy lover's duc,” 
And thou, my love, be thou a lily too, ‘ 
A lily fet in thorns;. for: all. I fee, Ste 
All ether daughters, are as, ghorna' ta the 
Then.ffie; the rece that pleaGng tpples 
Surpafs the barren trees that clethe the field ;: 
So you furpafs the fons-with worth divi x 
8o thade, and fruit as well as fhade, is thine, 
T Yat me down, and faw thy branches fpread,.” 
And green protection flourifh o’er my head 5 
T law thy fruit, the foul’s celeftial foad, ..: 
T pull’d, I caited, and I found it good.:. 
Hence in the fpirit to the lififul feate, 
Where love, to feaft, mylterioufly retreats, 
He led me forth; I faw the banner rear, 
and love was pencil’d for the motto there. ~ 
Prophets and teachers in your care combine, 
Stay me with apples, comfort me with wine, 
The cordial promifes of joys above, ‘ 
For hope deferr’d has made me fick with love. 
Ah! while my tongue reveals my fond defigey 
His hands fupport me, left my life expi dee 
As sound a child the parent's armg ae pla, 
This holds the head, and that enfolds the waift. . 
Here ceas’d the church, and lean‘d her lpguid 
head, Se. : 
Bent down with joy; when thus.the lover faide 
Behold, ye daughters of the realm of peace, +” 
Ghe fleeps, at leat her thoughts af forrow ceafe, 
Now, by the boundiag Toes, the ikipping fawns, 
Near the cool brooks, or o’er the grafly lawns, 








By all the tender innocents that rove, 

Your hourly charges, in my facred grove, 

Guard the dear charge from each approach af. ill, 

T would not have her wake but when fhe will, 
So reft the church and fpoufe : my verfes fo 

Appear co-languith with the fiames you, fhew, 

And paufing reft; but vot the paufe be long, 

For ftill thy Solomon purfues the fong. a 

‘Chen keep the place in view; let fweets more rare, 


i Phan earch pre caces fill the purpled airy 


“x 
- Let fomething folemn overfpread the green, 
“Which feems to telf us, Here the Lord has been! 

But let the virgin fill in profpe&t fhine, 

And other ftrains of her’s enliven mine. 

She wakes, the rifes: bid the whifpering breeze 

“More foftly -whifper in the waving trees, 

Or fall with Glent awe ; bid all around, 

Hef the church’s voice, abate their found ; 
le thas her thadowy ftrains attempt to fhew 
At future advent of the fpoufe below ; 
, Plark ! ‘my beloved’s voice! behold him too! 
“Pehold him coming in the diftant view : 
'No’clambering mountains make my lover ftay, 
“(Bor what are mountains in a lover’s way ?) 

e: Leaping he comes, how like the nimble roe 

"Hie runs che pathe his prophets us’d to thow ! 
‘And now he looks from yon partition-wall, 
Built till he comes—'tis only then to fall, 

“And now he’s nearer in the prdmife feen, 

"Poo faint the fight—'tis with a glafs between: 

~From hence I hear him as a lover fpeak, 

"Who near a window calls a fair to wake. 
“Attend, ye virgins, while the words that trace 
‘Avr opening fpring defign the day of grace. 
Hark | or I dream, or elfe f hear him fay, 
Arife, my love; my fair-one, come away ; 

For now the tempefts of thy winter end, 

"Thick rains no more in héavy drops defcend ; 
Sweet painted flowers their filken leaves unclofe, 
‘And drefs the face of earth with varied fhows; 
In the green wood the finging birds renew 
‘Their chirping notes, the filver turtle coo : 

‘The trees that yield the fig already thoot, 

And knit their bloffome for their early fruit ; 
‘With fragrant feents the vines refreth the day, 
Arife, my love ; my fair one, come away. 
come, my dove, forfake thy clofe retreat, 

', For clofe in fafety haft thon fix’d thy feat, 

Ag fearful pigeons in dark clefts abide, 

“And fafe the clefts their tender charges hide. 
‘Now let thy looks with modeft guife appear, 
“Now let thy voice falute my longing ear, 

. For in thy looks a humble mind 1 fee, 

* Prayer forms thy voice, and both are fweet to me. 
"To fave the bloomings of my vineyard, hafte, 
Which foxes (fatfe deluding teachers) wafte ; 
‘Watch well their haunts, and catch the foxes 

there, 
Our ghepes are tender, and demand thy care. 
‘Thus fpeaks my love : furprifing love divine! 
J thus arti hisy he thus for ever mine. 
‘And, till he comes, { find thy prefence itil, 
‘Where fouls attentive ferve his holy will ; 
Where down in vales unfpotted lilies grow, 
ite types of innocence, in humble fhow. 
Oh, till the {picy breath of heavenly day, 
"Till all thy fhadows fleet before the ray 5 
"Turn, iny beloved, with thy comforts here, 
Turn in thy promife, in thy grace appear, 
Nor let fuch fwittnefs in the roes be fhown 
'To fave themfelves, as thon to cheer thine own; 
‘Tyrn like che nimble harts that lightly bound, 
Before the ftretches of the fleeteft hound; 
‘Skim the plain chace of lofty Bether’s head, 
: And make the mountain wonder if they tread. 
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Bot long expedtance of a blifs delay“d 
Breeds anxious doubt, and tempts the facred maid 5 
Then mifts arifing ftrait repel the light, 
Thecolour'd garden lies difguis’d in night; 
A pale-horn'd crefcent leads a glimmering throng, 
And groans of abfence jar within the fong. . 
By night, fhe cries, 2 nightwhich blots the 
mind, : 
1 feek the lover, whom I fail to find : 
‘When on my couch compos'd to thought I lie, 
I fearch, and vainly fearch, with reafon’s eye;, 
Rife, fondly rife, thy prefent fearch give o’er, 
And afk if othersknew thy lover more. . 
Dark as it is, I rife; the moon that fhines 
Shows by the gleam the city’s outward lines: 
I range the wandering road, the winding ftreet, 
And afk, but afk in vain, of all 1 meet, 
‘Till, toil’d with every difappointing place, 
My fteps the. guardians of the temple trace, 
Whom thus.my with accofts: Ye facred guides, 
Ye prophets, tell me where my love refides? 
Twas well I queftion’d ; {carce I pafs'd them by,’ 
Ere my rais’d foul perceives my lover nigh ; 
And have I-fownd thee, found my joy divine? 
How fat I’ hold thee, till I make thee mine! 
My mother waits wee, thitherthou repair, 
Long-waiting Iftael wants thy.prefence there. 
The lover Smiles to fee the.virgin’s pain ; 

The mitts roll off, and quit the flowery, plain, . 
Yes, there I come, he fays, thy forrow ceate ; 
And guard her, daughters of the realms of peaceg 

By all the bounding roes and {kipping fawns, 
Near the cool brooks, or o’er the grafly lawns ;| 
By all the tender innocents that rove, 


|, Your hourly charges, in my facred grove : 


Guard the dear charge from each approach of ill,” 

I'll have her feel my comforts while fhe will. 
Here, hand in hand, with cheerful heart they go, 

When wandering Salem {ées the folemn fhow, 

Dreams the rich pomp of Solomon again, . 

And thus her daughrers fing th’ approaching feene 
Who from thé defert, whete the waving clouds 

High Sinai pierces, comes invulv'd with crowds? 

For Sion’s hill her fober pace the bends, 

As grateful incenfe from the dome afcends. 

It feems the fweets, from all Arabia thed, 

Curl at her fide, and hover o’er her head, 

For her the king prepares a bed of ftate, 

Réund the sich bed her guards in order wait, 

All myftic Ifrael’s fons, ‘tis there they quell 

The foes within, the foes without repel. , 

‘The gaard his miniftry, their {words of fight,” 

His facred laws, her prefent ftate of night. 

He forms a chariot too, to bring her there, 

Not the carw’d frame of Solomon fo fair ; 

Sweet [mells the chariot as the temple flood, 

The fragrant cedar lent them both the wood ; 

High wreaths of filver’d columns prop the door, 

Fine gold engrail’d adorns the figur’d floor, 

Deep fringing purple hangs the raof above, 

‘And filk embroidery paints the midft with love. 
Go forth, ye daughters; Sion’s daughters, go; 

A greater Solomon exalts the fhow, 

If crown’d with gold, and by the qucen beftow’d, 

To grace his buptials, Jacob's monarch rode; 


A crown of glory fram the King Divine, “7 Arife, fair fun;. and bid the church adore; ‘ 
To grace thefe nuptials, makes the Saviour thine; | *Tis then he'll court her, whom he ptais’d before, 
White the blefs'd pair exprefs'd in emblem ride, As thus I fing, it fhines; there feems a found: 
Meffiah Sofomon, bis church the bride, Figo OF plumes in air, and fect upon the ground ; 

Ye kind attendants, who, with wondering eyes, | I fee their meeting, fee the flowery feene, 
Saw the grand entry, what you faid fuflice ; And hear the myitic lové purfued again: . 
You fuug the lover with a loud acclaim, >. Now to the mount, whofe {pice perfumes the day. 
The lover’s fondnefs:longs to fing the dame. * ’Tis £ invite thee; come, my fpoufe, away ; 
He fpeaks, admiring nature ftands around,- °+ | Come, leave thy Lebanon: is aught we fee 
Aad learns new mufic, while it hears the found. _ | Ta all thy Lebanon, compar’d to me? ; 

Echold, my love, how fair thy beanties fhow, Nor tow’rd thy Canaan.turn with withful fight, 
Behold how more, how moft extremely fol! From Hermon’s, Sheniar’s, and -Amana’s height; 
How ftitl to me thy conftant eyes incline, There dwells the leopard, there affaults the bear ; 
T fee the turthe’s when t gaze on thine; y This world has ills, and fuch may find thee there. 
Sweet through the lids they shine with mudelt care, My fpoufe, my filter, @ thy. wondrous art, 
And {weet und modeft is a virgin’s air. ‘ Which through my bofam drew my ravith’d heart ! 
How bright thy locks! how well their number {| Won by onc eye, my ravith'd heart is gone,. ane 

Hf ~ .| For all thy feeing guides confent as one.’ 
Drawn by oue chain, which roend thy body plies, 
For all thy members one blefs'd union ties, 
My fpcufe, my Ger, O the chasm to pleafe, 
When. love tepaid returns my bofom eafe.! 
{ Strongly thy love, and flrongly wines reftare, 
| But ‘wines muft yield, thy loye enilames me 
more. 0, Ge FS a : 

Sweetly thine aintments (all thy yirtu 
Noc altar-fpices p!fafe thy king fo we 
How foft thy doctrine on thy lips rcfides! of 
From thofe two combs the,drooping honey glides 5 
All pure without, as all within fincere, eer 
Beneath thy tongue—t find it honey there. 
Ah, while thy graces thus around thee fhine, 
The charms of Lebanon moft yield to thine’ 
His fpring, his garden, every fcented tree, 
“My fpoule, my fitter, all.1 find in thee. , 
Thee, for myfelf, I fence, 1 thut, I feal ; 
Mytterious {pring, myfterious garden, hail! 
(ft fpring, a font, where heavenly waters flow,, 
A grove, a garden, where the graces grow, 


POE™M.s. os) 
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The en affontblics of my Jovely faints! 

So bright the kids, fo numerooiiy fed, 

Graze the green top of lofty Gilead’s head;: - 
All Gilead's head a fleecy whitenefs clouds, 

And the rich mafter glories in the crowds... x 

How pure thy teeth ! for equal order made, 

Each anfwering each, whist all the public aid ; 
“Thefe Jovely graces in my church I find, - 

This candor, order, and accorded niind: : 
Thus when the feafon hids the thepherd lave - 
His theep, new shorn, within the cryftal wave; 
‘Wash’d they return, in‘ fuch unfully’d whire, 
albus march by pairs, and in the flock unite. ”. 
iow pleafe thy lips adorn’a with ative red! 
Art yainly mocks them in the fearlet thread! «+ - 
But, if they part, what mufic.wafts the air lL 

So fweet thy praifes, and fo foft thy prayer, 
Mf through thy loofen'd curls, with honett thame, 
Thy lovely temples fine complexion firme, 
Whatever crimfon granate bloffoms fhow, 2 
* Lwas never theirs fo much te pleafe and glow. 


) fimell.. 











But what's thy neck, the polith’d form 1 lee, There rife my fruits, my cyprefs,, and my fir, 
‘Whofe ivory itrength fupports thine eyes to me! My fu8ron, tpikenard, cinnamon, and muycth 5: 
Fair type of firmnefs, when my faints afpire Perpetual fountains for their ufs abound, 

The facred confidence that lifes defire, + | And freams of favour feed the living ground, 


As David’s turret, on the itately frame, ©. © < Scarce fpake the Chrift, when. thus the Church . 
“Upheld iss thoufand conquering thiclds of fame. + replies 


Aad Nhat thy breafls! they ftill demand my lays, | (And fread het arias wheretar the fpirit fies) 5 
What image svakes to charm me whilf [ gaze! ¥e cooling northern gales, who frethly thake 





Two lovely mountains cach exadtly round, “| My balmy reeds; ye northern gales, awake. 
‘T'wo-lovely mountains with the lily-crown’d; "| And thou the regent of the fouthern fkyg 
While two twin roes, and each on cither bred, O fete inipiring, o'er my garden fly; 
Feed in the lilies of the mountain's head. © > = | Uulock and walt my fweets, that every grace, 
Let this refemblance {potlefs virtues fhow, —: In all its heavenly life, regale the place, on 





And in fuch lities feed my young below. ” Wf thus a paradife chy yarden prove, 
But now, farewell, till night’s dark fhades decay, ’ Fwere beit prepar’d to entertain my love; 
‘Farewell, my virgin, till the break of day; ;° > |. And, that tht pleafing fruits may pleate the’ more, 


Swift for the hills of Ipice and gums! fly, O thick my proffer was thy gift before, - 
To breathe fuch fweets as feent a purer iky 3-- ' At this, the Saviour cries, behold me near, 
Yet,.as I leave thee, fill, above conipare, . | My fpoufe, my Gfter ; © behold me here 5 ae 





My love, my fpotlefs, Mill I find thee fair, 


-To'gather fruits, I come at thy requett, 
Here reft, celeftial maid ; for if he go,- 


And, pteas’d, my foul accepts the fulemn, feaft 3 








Nor will he Part, nor-is tho promife flow, ° L gather myrth, with fice to {cent the tfeat, ? 
Nor flow my fancy moves difpel the thade, My virgin-honcy with the combs I eat ; i 
Charm forth the morning, and relieve the maid. { I drink my fyectening milk, my lively wine = 
Arife, fair furi, the church attends to fee (Thefe words of pleafure mtean thy gilts . di, 





‘Phe fun of righteoufacfs arife in theay 4s Wine); eee 
Won. Vi Moe SS B 








‘To fhare my blifa, my good cle& EU call, 
The church (my garden) muft include them alt; 
Now fit and banquet; now, below’d, you fee 


What gifts I love, and prove thefe fruits, with 


me; 


O might this fweet communion ever laft ! 


But with the fun the fwect communion paft.: 

‘The Saviour parte, and-on obliviou’s breaft : 
‘Berumb'd and flumbering lies the church to'reft, 
Pafs the fweet alleys while the-dufk abicdéa, 


_Seek the fair lodge in which the maid refidés; 


Then, Fancy, feek the niaid at night again, 


. The Chrift will come, but comes, alas, in vain. 


{ fleep, the fays, and yet my heart awakes -; 


(There's fill fome feeling while the lover peaks) ; 


With what fond fervour ‘from without he cries, 


* Arife, my love; my undefil’d, arife ! 
. My dove, my fi filer, cold the dews alight, 


And fill my trefles with the drops of night; 
‘Alas, tnvall unrob’d, { wath'd my feet, 


_ Vgafled Qumber, and I find it fweet 


. Where the clos’d latch my cruel door commandss 


As thue my words refufe, he flips his hands 


What..though deny’d, fo perfevering kind ! 

Who jong denies a perfevering mind? 

From my wuk'd foul my flothful temper flies, 
My bowels yearn; Frife, my love, I rile; «. 

T find the latch thy fingers touch'd before, 

Thy fmelling myrrh comes dropping off the door, 


. Now, where's my love i—what ! haft thoy lefe 


the place,” 
Q, to my foul repeat thy words of grace! 
Speak in the dark, my love; I feek thee round, 


And vainly feck thee, till thou wi.t be found. 


"What, no return! } own my folly paft, « 


‘Yay too liftlefa, fpeak, my Jove, at. ia, 


‘The guards have found me—are ye guards indeed, 


'. Who fmite the fad, who make the fecble bleed? + 


Dividing teachers, thefe ; who wrong my name, 
Rend my long veil, and caft me bare to shame, -~ 
Rut you, ye daughters of the realm of reft, 
YE ever pity mov’d a virgin-breaft, : 


Tell my belov'd how languifoing’l lie, 


How Ive has brought me near the point to dies 


And what belov’d is this you would have found? 


Say Salem’s daughters, as they flock’d around ; 


‘What wondrous. thing ? tee charm beyond 


: gompare ? 
Say, whags thy lover, fairen o’er the fair? 
His face is white and roddy, the replies, - 
So mercy, jpin'd to juitice, tempers dies; 
His lofey Rataye, where a myriad fhine, 
Orertops, and fpeaks a majefty divine. 
Fair honour crowns his head, the raven-black, 
Ya bufhy curliugs, flows adown his back + 
Sparkling his eyes, with tull proportion plac'd, 
White like the n nd with a mildaeds grac’d s 
Ag the fweet doves, whene’er they fondly play 











| By running-waters in a glittering day. 





‘Within hig breath what pleafing fweemefs grows! 
*Tis {pice exhal'd, and mingled in the rote. 

‘Within bis words what grace with goodnefs meets! 
So Leds of lilies drop with balmy fweets. = 
Whar rings of cafegn price his fingers holds 
old decks the fingers, b 





















THE WORKS OF PARNELL. 
| His ivory shape adorns a cofily vet, 


Work paints the fiirts, and gems enrich the breaft; 
His limbs beneath. his fhining fandals cafe 
Like marble columas on a golden bafe, 

Nor boafts that mountain, where the cedar-trée 
Perfumes our realm, fuch numerous fweets as he. 
O, Jovely ali! what could my king require 
‘To make his prefeuce more the world’s defire ? -- 
And now, ye matds, if fuch a friend you know, 
*Tis fuch my longings look to find below. : 

While thos ber friend the fpenfe’s anthem fing, 
Deck’d with the thuntinim,~crown’d a facred 

kings; - 
The daughters’ hearts the fine defcription drew, -- 
And that which rais’d their wonder, afk'd their 
view. 

‘Vhen where, they cry, thou fairett o'er the fair, 
Where goes thy lover? Tell the virgins where. 
What flowering walks invite the ftcps afide ? 

We'll help to feek him, let thofe walks be try’d. 

The {poufe refolving here the grand defcent, 
"Twas that he promis'd, there, fhe cries, he went; 
He keeps @ garden where the fpices breathe, 

Its bowering borders kifs the vale beneath; ° > 
*Yis there he gathers lilies, there he dwells, *’ 

And hinds his flowerets to unite the fells, ° 
O, ‘tis my height of love that I am hi 
O, he is mine, and that’s my height et blifs!, 
Defcend, my virgins; weil | know the place, 

He feeds i in lilies, that’s a fpotlefs race, : 

At-dawning day the bridegroom leaves a bower, 
‘And here he waters, there hé props a flower, 
When the kind damfel, {pring of heavenly flame, 
With Salem’s daughters to the garden came, 
Then thus his love the bridegroom’s' words ree 

eat ; 

(The gel ing berders lent them both a feat) 
O, great as Tirzah! "twas a regal place, 
O, fair as Sélem! ’tis the realm of peace 
Whofe afpeét, awful to the wondering eye, 4 
Appears hike armies when the banuers fly 5 
© turn, my filter, O my beauteous bride, 
‘Thy face o’ercomes me, turn that face afides 
How bright thy locks, how well their number 

paints - 
The great affemblies of my lovely faints! 
So bright the kids, fo numeroufy fed, 
Graze the green wealth of lofty Gilead’s head. 
How pure thy teeth: for equal order made, 
Each anfwering each, while all’the public aid ; 
&s when the fejfon bids the fhepherd lave 
His fheep, new fhorn, within the filver wave: 
Wafh’d, they return in fuch unfully’d white; 
So march by pairs, and in the flock unite. 








-f How fweet thy temples ! not pomegranates know, 


Wich equal modeft look, to pieafe and glows. 

If Selomon his life of. pleafure leads, 

With wiverin rumbers, and unnumber’d maids, 

Jo other pathe, my life of pleafure fhown, 

Admits my love, and undefi?’d alone. 

Thy mother, Urael, fhe dame who bore 

Her cheice, my dove, my fpotlef,. owns ne 
more; 

The Gertile guecns, at thy appearance, ery, 

! hail, the maids reply 





” What rites like the morn with filver tr 
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And thus they fing thy praife: what heavenly 
dame - 

Springs like the morning, with a purple fianic 

t? 

Whar, like the fun, aflilts the world with Gght ? 

Yet awful ftill, though thus fereriely kind, 

Like hofts with enfigns rattling in the wind ? 

Yegrant left thy fight, Ffcenr’d to go, 

But was I abfent when you fancy'd¥a? 

Down to my garden, all my plauted vale, 

‘Where nuts their ground in underwood conceal ; 

Where blown pomegranates, there 1 went t» fee 

What knitting bloffoms white the beating tree: 

View the green buds, recali the wandering fhoots, 

Smell my gay flowerets, tafte my flavour’d fruits; 

Raife the curls vine, refreth the fpicy beds, 

And joy for every grace my garden fheds. 

The Saviour here, and here the church arife, 
And am I thus refpeéted, thas the cries! 

I mount for heaven, tranfported on the winds, 
My flying churiot’s drawn by willing minds. 

As, rapt with comfurt, thus the maid withdrew, 
The waiting daughters wonder'd where fhe flew ; 
And O! return, they cry, for thee we burn, 
© maid of Salem; Salem?» felf return. 

And what’s in Salem’s maid we covet fo? 
Hear, all ye nations—'tis your blifs helow ; 
‘That glorisus vilion, by the patriarch feen, 
Wheu f&ky-born beauties march’d the feented green; 
There the met faints and meeting angels came, 
Two lamps of God, Mahas:aim was the name. 

Again the maid reviews her facred ground 5 
Solemn fhe fits, the damfcls fing around. 

O, prince’s daughter | how with fhining fhow, 
Thy golden thoes prepare thy feet beluw ! 

How firm thy joints! what cemple-work can be, 
With all its gems amd art, preferr'd to thee? 

In thee, to feed chy lover's faithful race, 

Still ow the riches of abounding grace 5 

Pure, large, retrething, as the waters fall 

From the carv’d navels of the ciftern-wall. 

In thee the lover finds his race divine, 

You teem with numbers, they with virtues fhine ; 
So wheat with lilies, if their heaps unite, : 
‘The wheat's unnumbei’d, and the litics white; 
Like tender roes, thy breafts appear above, 

Two types of innocence, and twins of love. 

Like ivory turrets feems thy neck to rear, 

O, facred emblem, upright, firm, and fair? 

As Hefhbon-pools, which, with a fiiver ftate, 
Diffule their waters at their city-gate, 

For ever fo thy virgin-eyes remain, 

So clear within, and fo without ferene, 

As through {weet fir the royal turret fhows,- 
‘Whence Lebanon furveys a realm of foes s 
So through thy lovely curls appear thy face, 
‘To watch thy foes, and guard thy faithful race. 
‘The richett colours flowery Carmel wears, 

Red fillets, crofs’d with purple, braid thy hairs; 
Yet, not more ftridtly thefe thy locks reftrain, 
‘Than thou thy king, with ftrong affection’s chain; 
‘When from this palace he enjoys thy fight, 

© love, O beauty, forn’d for ail delight } 

Suait is thy goodly ftature, firm, ard high, 

$s palmealpizing in the brighter ky ; : 
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Thy breafts the clufter (if thofe breafis we view, 

As late for beauty, now fer profit tue) 

Woo’d to thine arms, thofearms that oft extend, 
In the kind pofture of a waiting friend; 

Each mind of Salem cries, }"li mount the tree, 
Hold the broad branches, and depend on thee. 

O, more than grapes, thy fruit delights the maids, 
Thy pleafing breath excels the citron fades: 

Thy month exceeds rich wine, the words that g 
From thofe {weet lips with more refrefhment 

flow, 

Their powerful graces lumbering fouls awake, 
‘And caufe the dead, that hear thy voice, to fpcak, 
‘This anthem fung, the glorio:.s fpoule arose, 

Yet thus inftrus the daughters ere fhe gues, 
If aught, my dar-fels, in the fpoufe ye find 
Deferving praites, think the lever kind; 
Yo my belov’d thefe marriage-robes ] owe, 

I'm his defire, and he would have it fo. 

Scarce fpake the fpoufe, burt fee the lover near! 
Her humble temper brought the prefence here; * 
Then, rain by grace, and ftrongly warm’d by 

Jove, . 

No fecond languor lets her lord remove ; ; 

She flies to meet him, zeal fupplies the wings, 
And thus her hafte to work his will the fings ; 

Cume, my beloved, to the fiel’s repair, 

Come, where ansther fpot demands ovr care 5 

‘There in the village we'll to reft recline, 

Mean as it is, 1 try to make it chine. 

When the firfl rays their cheering crimfon fhed, 
We'll rife betimes to fee the vineyard {pread; 

See vines luxuriant verdur’d leaves difplay, 

Supporting tendrils curli:.g all the way, 

Sec young unpurpled grapes in clufters grew, 

And fmell pomegranate-bloffems as they blow 

There will 1 give my loves, employ my care, 
And, as my labours thrive, approve me there: ~ 

Scarce have we pals'd my gate, the feent we meet, 
My covering jafmines now diffule their fwect ; 

My fpicy flowerets, mingied as they Ay, 

With doubling odours crowd a bai:ny ky. 

Now all the fruits, which crown the fcafon, view, 

Thefe nearer fruits are old, and thofe are news ~~ 

And thefe, and all of every loaded tree, 

My love, gather, and referve for thee. * : 

Jf then thy {poule’s labour pleafe thee well, > 

Oh! like my brethren, with thy filter dwells 

No blameiefs maid, whofe fond carcfies meet ~ 

An infant-brother in the public ftreet, 

Clings to its lips wich lefs referve than £ 

Would hang on thine, where’er I found thee nigh: 

No fhame would make me from thy fide remove, 

No danger make me not confefs thy love. 

Strait to my mother’s houfe, thine Ifracl the = 
And thou my monarch wouldft arrive with me) + 
Tis there Pd lead thee, where I mean to ftay, 

Till thou, by he*, inftrué& my foul to pray; 

There fhait thou prove my virtues, drink my 

wine, ° on 

And feel my joy, to find me wholly rhine. 

Oh. while my foul were fick, through fond defire,” 

Thine hands fhevld hold me lef my tife expire; 

As round a child the parents’ arme are piac’d, 

‘Shis holds the head, and chat enfolds the waifte 

Dij 


ge 
So caft thy carcs on me, the jover cry’d, 
Lean to my bofom, lean, my lovely bride; 
And now, ye daughters of the realm of bhifs 
~ Let nothing difcompofe a love like this; 
Bot guard her reft from cach approach of itl; 
1 caus’d her fanguor, guard her while fhe will. 
Here patfe the lines, but foon the lines renew, 
Puce more the pair celeftial come to view: 
#hetfeek them once, my ravifh’d fancy, more, 
and then thy fongs of Sulomen are o’er : 
By yon green bank purlue their orb of ight, 
"The fun fhines out, but fhincs not half fo brig 
feecten maids, in white, attend the Ki 
Phey grect the fpoufes—hark, to what they fing. 
‘ho, from the defert, where the wandering 
clouds 
High Sinai pierces, comes invelv'd with crowds ? 
°Tis fhe, the fpowfe! Oh! favour’d o'er the refi! 
Who walks reclin’d by fuch a lover's breatt. 

‘The fpotte, rejoicing, heard the kind (alure, 
wand thus addrefs’d him—all the ref were mute. 
Beneath the law, our goodly parent tree, 

“i went, my midch-belov'd, in fearch of thee ; 
for thee, like one in pangs of travail, {trove ; 
“Hence, none may wonder if f gain thy Jove. 
+, As feals their pictures to the wax impart, 
“So let my picture flamp thy gentle heart ; 
‘As fix'd the fignets on our handa remain, 
7,80 fix me thine, and ne'er to part again : 
For love is {trong a3 death's whene’er they ftrike ; 
: Alike imperious, vainly check’d alike ; 
+ Both dread to lofe, Love, mix'd with jealous dread! 
As foon the marble tomb refigns the dead. 
Its fatal arrows fiery-pointed fall, 
‘The fire intenfe,and thine the moft of alt; 
. To flack. the points no chilling floods are found, 
Nay, fhould affliétions roll like floods around, 
» Were wealth of nations offer’d, all would prove 
‘Yoo fmail a danger, er a price for love. 
Tf then with love this world of worth agree, 
‘With foft regard our little fitter fee ; 
How far unapt, as yet, like maids that own 
“No breafts ac all, or breaits but hardly grown; 
“Her part of prof is fearce a pare, 
"foo much a Gentile at her erring heart; 
Her day draws nearer ; what have we to do, 
Left the be afk’d, and pvove anworthy tov? 
Defpair not fponfe, he cries; we'll fied the 
"means, 
Mer goed beginnin 
Let her bye hand, f 
_ As not rejected for the ftanding fo; 
“What £ t, we'll build her high, 
j Till the rich palace glitters in the fy. 
* The door that's weak (what need we fpare the 
“. *“ coft ?) 
Tf ‘tt a door, we need not think it loft; 
‘The teaves the biings ws, if thofe icaves be gond 
We'ti clofe in cedar’s uncorrepting word. Se 
:' Wrapt with the news, the fpowfe converts her 
_ And, oh ! companions e the maids, the cries, 
sys are ours, to hail the nu ! 
sour fiftcr !—Hark, 1 hear her fay, 
+ ¥és, I'ni a wall; lo! the thar bosfted none, 
Mor boats of breaits unmeafiurabty grown; 
aie 3 
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THE WGRKS OF PARNELL. 





Large towery buildings, where fecureby 

A thoufand thouland of my lover's guefis ; 

‘The vatt increafe affords iis. heart delight, 

And I find favour in his heavenly fight. 

“Phe lover here, to make her rapture 

‘Thus adds affurance to the pro: 
A Spacious vineyard in Baal 

‘The vintage fet, by Sclomon, to fale, 

His keepers took ; and every keeper paid 

A thoufand porfes for the gains-+he made. 

And I've a vintage too; his vintage bleeds 

A large increafe, but my return exceeds, 

Let Solomon receive his keeper’s pay, 

He gains his thoufand, their two hundred they ; 

Mine is mine own, ‘tis in my prefence fill, 

And hall increais the morc, the more fhe will, 

My love, my vincyard, oh the future fhoots 

Which fill my yarden-rows with facred fruits! 

I faw the littening maids attend thy vo 

And in their Jitening faw their eyes rejoice 5 

‘A due fuccefs thy words of comfort met, 

Now turn to mc—tis { wovid hear thee yet. 

Say, dove, and fpotlefs, for U mutt away, 

Say, [poufe, and fifier, al} you to fay. 

He fpake; the place was bright with lambent firs, 

(Buc what is brightnels, if the Chrift retire ? 

Gold-bordering perple mark'd his road in air, 

And kneeling all, the {poufe addrefs’d the prayer: 
Defire of nations! if thou muft be gone, 

Accept ovr wifhes, all compris’d in one; 

We.wait thing advent! Oh, we long to fee 

{ and my fitter beth as one in thes, i 

Then leave thy heaven, and come and dwell below 5 

Why fuid E leave ?—'tis heaven where'er you go. 

Hafte, my belov’d, thy promife hafle to crown, 

“Yhe form thou’lt honour waits thy coming down ; 

Nor let fuch fwiftnefs in the roes be fhown 

‘To fave themé{elves, as thine to fave thine own. 

Haftee, like the aimbleft harts lightly bound 

Before the flretches of the fwiltcft hound; 

With reaching feet devour a level way, 

Acrofs their backs their branching antlers lay, 

In the cvol dews their bending body ply, 

And bruh the fpicy mounteins as they fy. 























































JONAH, 


Thus fung the king—--Some angel reach a 





E to crown the wifelt brow, 
i now thou faireft garden ever made, 
Proad bank of {pices, bloffom’d walks of fhade, 
( Lebanon! where much I love to dwell, 
Since { muft leave thee, Lebanon, farewell ! 
swift from my foul the fair idea flies, 
der fight the changing fcene fupplies ; 
ide feas come rolling to my future page, 
Aud ftorms ftand ready, when I call, to rage. 
hen go where Joppa crowns the windiny fhore, 
The prophet Jonah juft arrives before; 
He fees a fhip onmooring, foft the-gales, 
He pays, and enters, and the veffel fails, 
Ah, wouldf thou fly thy God? rafhinsn, forbosg, 
What land fu diflant but thy Godis there? 














POEM Ss. 


Weak reafon, ‘ceafe thy voice:—They run the 
deep, 2 : 

And the tir’d prophet lays his limbs to fleep. 

Here God {peaks louder, fends a ftorm to fea, 

‘The clouds remove to give the vengeance way $ 

Strong blafts come whifiling, by degrees they roar, 

And fhove big furges tumbling on to thore; 

The veffel bounds, then rolls, and every blaft 

Works hard to tear her by the groaning matt ; 

The failors, doubling all their fhouts and cares, 

Furl the white canvas, and caft forth the wares; 

Fach he god their native regions own, 

in vaio feek them, for thofe gods were 

none. 

Yet Jonah flept the white, who f 

Tu all that number, where to Ci: true. 

‘To whom the pilot : Slee and pray, 

Our gots are deaf; may thine do auere than 










ly knew, 









haps we waft a foe 

nd that’s our caufe of woe 5 

y lots, if heaven‘be pleas’d to tell; 

And + they fought by lots, on Jonah fell: 

‘then, whence he came, and whv, and what, and 
why 

‘Thus rag’d the tempett, all confus'dly cry 5 

Each prefs'd ia hafte to get his queftion heard, 

When Jonah ftops them with a grave regard. 

An Hebrew man, you fee, who God revere,. 

He made this world, and makes this world -his 
care; {héad, 

His the whirl'd tky, thefe waves that life their 

And his yon land, on which you long to tread 

He charg'd 22 late, to Nineveh repair, 

a\nd to their face denounce his fentence there + 

Go, fuid the vifion, prophet, preach to all, 

Yet forty days, and Nineveh fhall fall. 

But well I knew him gracious to forgive, 

And much my zeal abhorr’d the bad fhould live; 

And if they turn, they live; then what were L 

But fome falfe prophet, when they fail to dic? 

Or what, J fancied, had the Gentiles too 

With Hebrew prophets, and their Ged, to do? 

Drawn by the wilful thoughts, my foil I run, 

I fled his prefence, and the work’s undone. 

"Lhe ftorm incecafes as the prophet fpeaks, 

Over the toft fiip a foaming billow breaks; 

She rifes pendant on the lifted waves, 

And thence deferics a thoufand watery graves; 

‘Then, downward rafhing, watery mountains hide 

Her hulk beneath, in deaths on every fide. 

+), cry the failors all, thy fad was ill, 

Yet, if a prophet, {peak thy matter’s will ; 

What part is ours with thee? can aught remain. 

‘ro bring the bleflings of a calm again? 

‘Then Jonah: Mice’s the death will beft atone 
(And Ged is pleas’d that I pronounce my own) ; 
Arife, and caft me forth, the wind will ceafe, 
‘The fea fubfiding wear the looks of peace, 

And you fecurely eer. For well I fee 
Myfelf the criminal, the ftorm for me. 

Yet pity moves for one that owns a blame, 
And awe refulting from a prophet’s name 5 
Love pleads, he kindly meant for them to die; 
Seer pleads againft him, left they pewer defy: 
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If then to aid the flight abets the fin, 

They think to land him where they took him in. 
Perhaps, to quit the caufe, might end the woe, 
Aud, Ged appeafing, let the veffel go. 

For this they fix their oars, and ftrike the main, 
Bot God withftands them, and they ftrike in vain. 
‘The ftorm increafes more with want of light, 
Low blackening clouds involve the fhip in night; 
Thick battering rains fly through the driving fies, 

Loud thunder bellows, darted lightning flies ; 

A dreadful pidture night-born horror drew, : 

And his, or their’s, or both their fates, they wiew: 
Thea thus to God they cry: Almighty pow 

Whom we ne’er knew till this defpaitiag’ 

rom this devoted blood ‘thy fervants free,’ 

‘Vo us he's innocent, if fo to thee;> 

In all the pat we ive thy wond’rous hand, | 

And that he perifh, think it thy command, _ 
This prayer perform’d, they caft the pap! 

o'er; 

A farge receives*him, and he mounts no more % 

"Then ftill's the thunder, ceafe the flames of blue, 

‘The rains abated, and the winds withdrew; * 

fhe clouds ride off, and, as they march away, 

Throngh every breaking thoots a cheerful day; 

"Khe fea, which rag’d fo loud, acceptg the prize, 

A while it rolls, then all the tempeft dies 5 

By gradual finking, figt the furface grows, . 

And fafe the veffel with,the failors goes. 

The lion thus, that bounds the fences o’er, 

And makes the mountain-echoes learn to roaty 

If on the lawn a branching deer he rend, 

Then falis his hunger, all hig roarings end; 

Murmuring a while, to reft’his limbs he lays, 

And the freed lawn enjoys its herd at eafe. : 
Blefs’d with the fudden calm, the failors own 

That wretched Jonah worfhipp'd right alone; 

Then make their vows, the victim fheep prépate, 

Bemoan the prophet, and the God revere. + 
Now, though you fear to lofe the power to 

breathe, = 

Now, though you tremble, fancy, dive beneath ; 

What worlds of wonders in the deep are feen! 

But this the greateft—Jonah lives within | 

The man who fondly fied the Maker's view, 








' S:range as the crime, has found a dungeon too. ~ 


God fent a monfter of the frothing fea, 

Fit, by the bulk, to gorge the living prey, 

And lodge him ftill alive; this hulk receives 

‘The falling prophet, as he dafh’d the waves. 

‘There, newly wak'd from fancied death, he lieg,. 

And oft again in apprehenfion dies : te 

While three long days and nights, depriv’d of 
Tléep, 

He turn’d ted tofs’d him up and down the deep, 

He thinks the judgment of the ftrangeft kind, 

And much he wonders what the Lord defign’d; 

Yet, fince he lives, the gift of life he weighs,, 

‘Fhat’s time for prayer, and thus a ground for 
praife ; 

From the dark entrails of the whale to thee, 

( Chis new contrivance of a hell te me) 

To thce, my God, Tcry’d; my full diftrefs 

Pierc’d thy kind ear, and brought my fuul res. 
dels, - 
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POEMS. 


But is this Salem ? this the promis’d blifs, 
‘Thefe fighs and groans! what means the realm by 
i this? 

What folemn forrow dwells in every treet? 
What fear confounds the downcaft looks I meet? 
Alas! the king | whole nations fink ‘with woe, 
‘When righteous. kings are fummon’d hence to 


05 

The king lies fick ; and thus, tofpeak his doom, 
‘The prophet, grave Vaiah, ftalks the room: 

Oh, prince, thy fervant, fent from God, believe; 
Bet all in order, for thou canft not live. 

Solemn he faid, and fighing left the place 

Decp prints of horror furrow’d every face 5 
‘Within their minds appear eternal glooms, 

Black gaping marbles of their monarchs’ tombs ; 
‘A king belov'd deceas’d, his offspring none, 

‘Aud wars deftructive, ere they fix the throne. 
Strait to the wall he turn’d, with dark defpair, 
(‘Twas tow’rds the temple, or fer private prayer,) 


__ And thus to God the pious monarch fpoke, 


‘Who burn'd the groves, the brazen ferpent broke: 
Remember, Lord, with what a heart for right, 
“What care for truth, I walk'd within thy fight. 
Twas thus with terror, prayers, and tears, he 
tofs’d, 
‘When the mid-court the grave Ifaiah crofs’d, 
Whom, in the cedar columns of the fquare, 
Meets a {weet angel, hung in glittering air. 
Seiz'd with a trance, he Qepp'd, before his eye 
Clears a raistd arch of vifionary tky, . 
‘Where, as a minute pafs’d, the greatey light 
Purpling appear’d, and fouth'd and fee in night ; 
‘A moon fucceeding leads the ftarry train, 
She glides, and finks her filver horns again! 
‘A fecond fancied morning drives the fhades, 
Clos’d by the dark, the fecond evening fades, 
‘The third bright dawn awakes, and ftrait he fees 
‘The remple rife, the monarch on his knees. 
Pleas’d with the icene, his inward thoughts re- 
joices 7 
‘When thus the guardian angel form'd a voice = 
Now tow’rds the captain of my people go, 
And, feer, relate him what thy vifions fhow; 
The Lord has heard his words, and feen his tears, 
And through fifteen extends his future years. 
Here, to the room prepar'd with difmal black, 
‘The prophet turning, brought the comfort back. 
Oh, monarch, hail, he ery’ds thy words are 
heard, 7 r 
‘Thy virtuous ations meet a kind regard 5 
God gives thee fifteen years, when thrice a day 
Shews the round fun, within the temple prays | 
"When thrice the day! furpriz’d, the monarch 
tries, 
‘When thrice the fun! what pewer have f to rife! 
But, if thy comfort’s human or divine, 
>is fhort to prove it—give thy prince a fign. © 
Behold, the prophet cry’d cand ftrecch’d his 
“. hhands), ae 
Againft yon lattice, where the dial ands; 
Now fhull the fun a backward journey go 


- Through ten dfawn lines, or leap to ten bolow. 


*Tis eafier potting nature’s airy track, 
Replies the monacch ; let the fun go back 


- 33 
Attentive here he gaz’d, the prophet pray'd, 
Back went the fun, and batk purfued the fhade. 

Cheer’d by the fign, and by the prophet heal’d, 
‘What facred thanks his gratitude reveal’d! 

As fickly fwallows, when a fummer ends,.. 
Who mifs'd the paffage with their fying friends, 
"Take te a wail, there Jenn the languid head, 
While all who find them think the fleepers dead ; 
If yet their warmth new days of fummer brings 
They wake, and joyful flatter up to fing: 

So far’d the monarch, fick to death he lay, 

His court defpair’d, and watch'd the lait decay 3 
At length new favour fhines, new life he gains, 
‘And rais’d he fings; ’tis thus the fong remains ¢ 

1 faid, my God, when in the loth’d difeafe 
Thy prophet's words cut off my future day® 
Now to the grave, with mournful hatte, 1 go, 
Now death unbars his fable gates below. , 
How might my years by courfe of nature laft! 
Bur thov proncune'd it, and the profpedt pafs’d. 
Tfaid, my God, thy fervant- now no more 
Shall in thy temple's facred courts adore 5 
No more on earth with living man converte, 
Shrank in a cold uncomfortable hearfe. 

My life, like tents which wandering fhepherds 
raife; oa) . 
Proves a fhort dwelling, and removes at effe. . 
My fins purfue me; ice the deadly band! ‘ 
My God, who fees them, cuts me from the lands 
‘As when a weaver finds his labour fped, 
Swift from the beam he parts the fattening thread., 
With piking ficknefs a!] from night to’ day, 
From day to night, he miakes my ftrength decay 4 
Reckoning the time, I roll with reftlefs groans, 
Till, with a lion’s force, he crufh my bones; 
New morning dawns, but, like the morning paft, 
Tis day, ‘tis night, and ftill my forrows lait. 
Now, fereaming like the crane, my words | {poke, 
Now, like the fwailow, chattcring quick, and 
broke; 
Now, like the doleful dove, when on the plains 
Her mourning tone affedts the liftening fwains. 
To heaven, for aid, my wearying eyes I throw, 
At length they’re weary’d quite, and fink with _ 
woe. 
From death’s arreft, for fome delays, T fue s 
Though, Lord, who judg’d me, thot reprieve m¢y 
too. 

Rapture of joy! what can thy fervant fay? 
He fent his prophet to prolong my day; 
Through my glad limbs I feel the wonder run, 
Thus faid the Lord, and this himfclf has dene, 
Soft thall I walk, and, well fecur’d from fears, 
Poflefs the comforts of my future years, 

Keep foft, my heart, keep humble, while they 
roll, = 

Not e’er forget my ditternels of foul. 

“Vis by the means they facred words fupply, 

‘That mankind live, but in peculiar Is 

A fecond grant thy mercy pleas’d to give, 


| And my rais'd fpirits deubly fem to live. - 


Behold the time! when peace adorn’d my reigt, 


ij Twas then I felt my ftroke of humbling pain 3 


Corruption dug her pit, I fear’d to fink, 
God lov’d my feu), and fnatch’d me from she brink. 
Lo? Biih . 


“$6 
He turn'd my follies from his gracious eye, 
‘As men who pafs accounts, and cait them by. 
What niguth has death, which can thy praife 
‘ Proclaim >. 
‘What tongue the grave, 
4 naine ? 
Or will the fenfclefs dead exult with mirth, 
Mov’d to their hope by promifes on carth? 
“The living, Lord, the living only praife, 
.'Dhe living only fit to fing thy lays : 
““Phele feel thy favours, thefe thy temple fee; 
"Thefe raife the fong, as I this day to thee. 
‘Nor wil] thy truth the prefent only reach, 
\This the good fathers thall their offspring teach ; 
Reporr the bleflings which adorn my page, 
AWd hand their own, with mine, from age to age. 
- So, when the Maker heard his creature crave, 
So kindly rofe his ready will to fave, ’ 
‘Then march we folemn tow’rds the temple-door, 
‘While all our joyful mufic founds before; 
There, on this day, through all my life appear, 
‘When this comes roand in cach returning year; 
There dirike the ftrings, our voices jointly raife, 
+ And let his dwellings hear my fongs of praife. 
‘Thus wrote the monarch, and I'll think the lay 
~Defign’d for public, when he went to pray ; 
T'll chink the perfcét compofition runs, 
« Perform’d by Heman’s or Jeduthun’s fons, 
1 Then, fince the time arrives the Seer forcrold, 
And the third morning rolls an orb of gold, 
' With thankful zeal, recover’d prince, prepare 
_ Lo lead thy nation to the dome of prafer, 
3 My fancy takes her chariot once again, 
-*Moves the rich wheels, and mingles in thy train; 
She fees the fingers reach Moriah’s bill, 
‘The minftrels follow, then the porches fi!! ; 
* She wakes the numercus inftraments of art, 
"That each perform its owm adapted part; 
Seeks airs expreflive of thy grateful itrains, 
And, liltening, hears the vary’d tune fhe feiens. 
From a grave pitch, to {peak the monarch's woe. 
The notes flow down, and dec found below 5 
«All long-continuing, while depriv’d of ale 
He rolls for tedious nights and heavy days. 
Here intermix'd with difcord, when the crane 
ScFeams in the notes, through flarper fenfe of 
pain; 
There, run with defcant on, and taught to thake, 
‘When pangs repeated force the voice to break : 
Now like the dove they muravur, till it fizhs 
Phey fall, and languith with the failing eyes: 
‘Then flowly flackening, to furprife the more, 
1 dead paufe his exclamations foar, 
nieet brifk health the notes afcending fly, 
Nive with the living, and exult cn high : 
Yer Bill diftinG in parts the asufic plays, 
"Yl prince and people both are cali’ to praife ; 
hen all, uniting, ftcongly ftrike the fring, 
Put forth their ucmoft breath, and loudly fing ; 
“the wide-fpread chorus fills the facred ground, 
And holy tranfport fcales the clouds with found, 
Li Qr thus, or livelier, if their haud and voice 















Join’d the gond anthem, might the realm rejaice. | 


“ThinGory-known, the learn’d Chaldeans cane, ” 
. Tovawn-hy. the figh obferv'd, or thov'd by fause; 


to {peak thy glorious 
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THE WORKS QFE PARNELL. 


‘Thefe afk the fact for Hezekiah done, 
And much they wonder at their God the fun, « 
That thrice he drove, through one extent of day, 
His gold-fhod horfes in etherial way : M 
"Then vainly ground their guefs on uature’s laws; 
The fauudelt knowledge owns « greater caufe. 
Faith knows the fe tranlcends, and bids me 
find . 
What help for practice here incites the mind: 
Strait to the fong, the thatkful fung, { move; 
May fuch the voice of every creature prove ! 
If every creature mectsits fhare of woe, 
And for kind refeues every creature owe, 
In public fo thy Maker’s praife proclaim, 
Nor what you begg’d with tears, conceal with> 
fhame. . 
*Lis there the minifiry thy name repeat, 
And tell what mercies were vouchfai 'd of late 5 
‘Phen joins the church, and begs, through ail our 
days, 
Not only with our lps, but lives, to praife. 
’ Tis there our fovercigns, for a fignal day 
The feait proctain’d, their Ggnal thanks 
O’cr the long ftreets we fee the chariots w' 
and, following, think of Hezekiah fill, 
Tn the bicfs’d donie we meet the whire-rob'd choir, 
to whrie fweet notes our ravilh'd fouls afpire ; 
Side anfwering fide, we hear, and bear a part, 
All warm’d with language from the grateful heart 5 
Or raife the fong, where meciing keys rejoice, 
And teach the bafe to wed the treble voice ; 
Art's fogniog echoes in the mufic found, 
And, anfwering nature’s, from the roof rebound. 
Here clofemy verfe, the fervice aiks no more, 
Biefs thy good God, and give the traniport o'er, 



















HABAKEUK, 


Now leave the porch, to vi 





on now retrest, 


Where une next rapture glows with varying heat 5 
Now change the time, and change the temple- 
ieene, 


y feer forewarns a futare reign. 

. where the prophet’ fous 

y Hight, my fancy runs; 

i coliege, built for praife and prayer, 

reaut, ‘She feeks Habakicuk there. 

Perhaps ‘tis there he moans the nation’s fin, 

Hears the word come, or feels the fit within ; 

Or {ces the vifion, fram’d with angels’ bands, 

And dreads the judgments of revolted lands ; 

Or holds a converte, ifthe Lord appear, 

And, like Elijahy wraps his face for icar. 

‘This deep recefs portends an act of weight, 

A meffage labouring with the work of fare. 
Metttinks the fkies have lof} their fovely blue, 

A ftorm rides fiery, thick the clouds enfue, 

Fall’n to the ground, with proftrate face I lie: 

Oh! *twere the fame in this to gaze aud Cie ! 

bat hark the prophet’s voice; my prayers com- 
* plain : . 

Of labour fpent, of preaching urg’d in vain, 










| And muft, my God, thy forrowing fervant fil 


Quet my lone joys, te watk this world of il? 


POEM.S 


Where fpoiling rages, firife and wrong command, 
fund the flack’d laws no longer curb the land? 
At this a (range and more than human found 
‘Thus breaks the ‘cloud, and dauuts the trembling 
ground. 
Behold, ye Gentiles; wondering all behold, 
What fearce ye credit, though the work be told ; 
For, lo, the proud Chaldean troops I raife, 
‘To march the breadth, and all the region feize ; 
Tierce as the prowling wolves, at clofe of day, 
And fwift as eagles in purfuit of prey. 
As caftern winds to blaft the fesfon blow, 
For blood and rapine Aies. thé dreadful foe ; 
J.cads the fad captives, conittlefs as the fand, 
Derides the princes, and deftroys the land. 
Yet thefe, triumphant. grown, offend me more, 
And only thank the gous they chofe before. 
Art thou not holieft, here the prophet cries; 
Supreme, cternal, of the pureft eyes; 
Aud thall thofe eyes the wicked realms regard, 
‘Vheir crimes be preat, yet victory their reward? 
Shall thefe {lil ravage more and more to reign, 
Draw the full net, and caft to fill again? 
As watchmen filent fit, | wait to fee 
How folves my doubt, what fpcaks the Lord to me, 
‘Then go, the Lord replies, fufpend thy fears, 
And write the vifion for a term of years: 
Thy focs will feel their turn when thofe are pat, 
Wait, though it tarry ; fure it comes at laft. 
*Yis for their raping, lutte, and thirft of blood, | 
And all their unprote&ing gods of wood, 
‘The Lord is prefent on his facred hill, 
Ceafe thy weak doubts, and let the world be ftill, 
Here terror leaves me; with exalted head, 
I breathe fine air, and find the vifion fled; 
‘The feer withdrawn, infpir'd, and urg'd to write, 
iby the warm influence of the {acred fight. 
His‘ writing finifh’d, prophet-like array’d, 
He brings the burden on the region laid; 
His hands a tablet and a volume bear, 
‘The tablet threatenings, and the volume. prayer; 
Both for the temple, where, to fhun decay, 
Enroli'd the works of infpiration lay. 
And awful, oft he flops, or marches flow, 
While the dull'd nation hears him preach their woe. 
Arriv'd at length, with grave concern for all, 
He fix'd his table on the facred wall. 
“L'wes large infcrib'd, that thofe who run might 
Teads . 
“ Habakkuk's burden, by the Lord decreed; 
“ For Judah's fins her empire is no more, 
“ The fierce Chaldeans bathe her realm in gore.” 
Next to the pricft bis volume he refign'd, 
"T'was prayer, with praifes mix’d, to raife the 
mind ; 
* Pwas facts recounted, which their farhers knew, 
*Fwas power in wonders manifeft to view ; 
*I'was comfort, rais'd on love already pat, 
And hope, that former love returns at laft. 
The pricfts within the prophecy convey'd, 
The fingers’ tunes ro join his anthem made. 
fear, aud attend the words: and, holy theu 
“Vhat help’d the prophet, help the poet now. 
O, Lerd, who rul'ft the world, with mortal ear 
lve heard thy jadgments, ad E thake for fear, 









. oR 
O, Lord, by whom their nunaber’d years we-find 
Ev'n in the mid receive the droopiny r 
Ev’n in the midit thou cant—then mabeit kagteag 
Thy Jove, thy will, thy powcr, to fave thine oven, 
Remember mercy, though thine anger burn,. 
And foon to Salem bid chy flock return, 
©, Lord, who gav'ft it with an outitretch’d hang 
We well remeinber how thou gav'ft the land, © 3 
God came from Teman, fouthward {prung he: 
flame, ' 
Fyom Paron-mount the one that’s holy came; 
glittering glory made the defert blaze, 
High heaven was cover’d, earth was fill’d with 
praife. ° = B 
Dazzling the brightnefs, not the fun fo bright, « 
*Twas here the pure fubftantial fount of light ; 
Shot from his hand and fide in golden flreams,, 
Came forward effluent horny-pointed beams = 
“Thus fhone his coming, as fublimely fair wa 
As bounded nature has been fram’d to bear; 
But all his further marks of grandeur hid, 
Nor what he could was known, but what he did, 
Dire plagues before him ran at his comma: 
‘To wafte the nations in the promis’d land. 
A fcorching flame went forth where’er he trod, 
And burning fevers were the coals of God. 
Fix'd on the mount he ftood, his meafuring reed’ 
Marks the rich realms for Jacob’s feed decreed: 
He looks with anger, and the nations fly. “ 
From the fierce fparklings of his dreadful eye; 
He turus, the mountain thakes its awful brow ; ° 
Avwful he turns, and hills eternal bow. 
How glory there, how terror here, difplays 
His great unknown, yet everlafting wayé4 
' fee the fable tents along the ftrand ° 
Where Cuthan wander’d, defolately ftandi 
And Midian’s high pavilions fhake with dread, 
While the tam’d feas thy refeued nation tread,’ 
What burit the path? what made the Lord en 
gage? 
Could waters anger, feas incite thy rage, 
That thus thine horfes force the foaming tide, 
And all the chariots of falvation ride ? 
‘Thy bow was bare for what thy mercy fword 
Thofe oaths, that promife, Ifrael had before,, ‘" 
The rock that fele thee cleav’d, the rivets: flow, 
The wondering defert lends them beds hefow. 
Thy might the mountain’s heaving .fhocks con- 
fefs’d, aa ; 
High thatter’d Horeb trembied o'er the reft,. 
Grcat Jordan pafs'd its nether waters by, 
Its upper waters rais'd the voice on high ; 
Safe in the deep we went, the liquid wall , 
Curling arofe, and had no-leave to fall. 
The {un effulgent, and the moon ferene, 
Svopt by thy will, their heavenly courfe refrain 
‘The voice was'man’s, yet both the voice obey, 
Tiil wars completed clofe the lengthen’d day. 
Thy glittering {peats, thy rattling darts prevail, 
Thy {pears of lightning, and thy darts of hail. - 
Twas thou: that march’d againfy their heathen 
band, : . 
Rage in thy vifage, and thy flail in hand; 
* Twas thou that went before ta wound their head, 








| The captain follow'd where the Saviour led 3: 


os 


wound, 
And power unfounded fails for want of ground. 
With village-war thy tribes, where’er they go, 
Diftrefs the remnant of the fcatter’d foe 3 
Yet mad they ruth'd, as whirling wind defeends, 


And deem’d for friendlefs thofe the Lord be- 


friends. . 
Thy trampling horfe from fea to fea fabdue, 
‘The bounding ocean Jeft no more to do. 


O; when [heard what thou vouchfaf “ft to wins 


With works of wondér muft be loft fur fin; 


T.quak’d through fear,the voice forfeok m} tongue, 


Or, at my lips, with quivering accent hung; 

Dry leannefs entering to my swarrow came, 

PyAnd every loofening nerve unftrung my frame, 

“How fhall Treft, in what protecting thade, 
sr When the day comes, and hoflile troops invade ? 

" Though neither bloffoms on the fig appear, / 

Nor vines with cluiters deck the purpling year ; 

‘Though all our labours olive-trees belic, 

‘Though fields the fibftance of the bread deny ; 

‘ "Phough flocks are fever'd feom the filent fold, 
» und the-rais'd, finll'no Jowing-cattle hold ; 
| Yet shall: my-foul-be glad, in Ged rejoice, 

- Met to my Saviour will I lift my voice ; 

‘Yet to my Saviour fill my temper fings, 

. What David fet to inftruments.of ftrings: — [feet, 
“ ‘The Lord’s my ftrength, like hinds he makes my 
Yon mount’s my refuge, I as fafely fleet; 

Or (if the fong’s apply’d) he makes me itill 
Expect returning to Moriah's hill. 

Tn all this hymn what daring grandeur thines, 
What darting glory rays among the lines: 
‘What mountains, earthquakes, clouds, und (mokes 

are {een, 
‘What ambient fires conceal the Lord within; 
What werking wonders give the promis’ place, 
‘And lued the conduct of'a ftubburn race! 
tn all the work a lively fancy flows, 
O'er ail the work fincere affection glows : 
‘While trath’s firm rein the couric of fancy guides, 
And o'er affection zeal divine prefides. 
\ Borne on the prophet’s wings, methinks I fly 

Amongft eternal attributes on high : 

, And here I couch at love fupremety fair, 

And now at power, anon at niercy there ; 

So, like a warbling bird, my tunes I raife, 

On thofe green bc ughs the tree of life difplays ; 

‘Whofe twelve fair frnits, each month by turns re. 

ceives, 

And, for the nations’ healing, ope their leaves. 

Then be the nations heal'd, for this [ fing, 
Deicending f ftly from the prophet’s wing. 

. ‘Thou, world,attend the cafe.of [fracl; fee 

+ Twill thus at large refer to God and thee, 

If love be thewn thee, tern thine eyes above, 

And pay the dutics relative to love; 

» If-power be fhewn, and wonderfully fo, 

Wonder and thank, adore, and bow below. 

“YE power that led thee, now neo lenger lead, 

But brow bent juftice draws the faming blades 

When love is fcurn’d, when fin the ivord pro- 
wokes, 

‘etrears.and prayers avert, or heal the @ ok 





x 
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JForn from their earth, they feel the defperate 


If juftice leaves to wound, and thon to groan, 
Beneath new lords, in countries nyt thine owr 
Know this for ‘mercy’s a@, and let your lays, 
Grateful in all, recount the caufe of praife : 
‘Chen love returns, and while no fins divide 
The firm alliance, power will thield thy fide, 
See the grand round of Providence’s care, 
Sve realms aflifted heze, and punith’d there ; 
Q'er the juft circle caft thy wondering eyes, 
Thank while you gaze, and ftudy to be wife. 
























































HYMN FOR MORNING. 


Sre the ftar that leads the day, 
Rifing, thoots a-golden ray, 

To make the thades of darknefs go 
From heaven above and-earth below 5 
And warn us éarly with the fight, . 
To leave the beds of filent night ; 
From an heart fincere and found, 
From its very deepeft ground; 
send devotivn up on high, 
Wieg’d with heat to reach the fy. 
Sce the time for fleep has run, 

Rife before, or with the fun: 

Lift thy hands, and humbly pray, 
The fountain of eternal day ; 

That, as the light ferenely fair, 
Rluftrates all the tracts of air; 

The Sacred Spirit fo may reft, . 

With quickening beams, upon thy breaft ; 
And kindly clean it all within, 

From darker blemifhes of fin; 

And thine with grace until we view 
he realm it gilds with glory too, 

See the day that dawns in air, 

Brings along its toil and care : 

From the lap of night it {prings, 

With heaps of bufinels on its wings; 
Prepare to meet them in a mind, 
That bows fubmiffively refign'd; 
That would to works appointed fall, 
That knows that God has order’d alf. 
And whether, with a fmall repaft, 

We break the feber morning fat ; 

Or in cur thoughts and boutes lay 

The future methods of the day; 

Or early walk abroad to meet 

Our bufinefs, with induftrious feet : 
Whate’er we think, whate’er we do, 
His glory fill be kept in view. 

O, giver of eternal blifs, 

Heavenly Father, grant me this; 
Grant it all,as well as me, 

All whofe hearts are fix'd on thee; 
‘Who revere thy Son above, 

Who thy Sacred Spirit love. 











EYMN FOR NOON, 


iftly mounted high, 


| Te glitter s fouthera iky; | 


its beams with force and gfory beat, 
And fruitful earth is fill’d with heat. 
-Father, ‘alfo with thy fire 
‘Warm the cold, the dead defire. 
And make the faered love of thee, 
Within my foul, a fun to me. 
Let it thine fo fairly bright, 
That sothing elle be took for light ; 
That worldly charms be feen to fade, 
And.Jin its luftre find a fhade. 
Let it flrongly thine withia, 
To featter all the clouds of fin, 
That drive when gufts of paffion rife, 
Ani intercept it fram_our eyes. 
Let its glory more thai ‘vio 
‘With the fun that lights the fry : 
Let it fwiftly mount in air, 
Mount with that, and leave it there; 
And foar, with more afptting flighe, 
To realms of everlafting light, 
Thus, white here 1m forc'd tobe, 
Ydaily with to live with thee > - 
And fee] that union which thy lowe 
Will, after death, complete above, 
From my foul fpud my prayer, 
Great Creator, Bow thine ear ; 
"Thou, for whofe propitious fway 
‘The world was taught to fee the day; 


Who fpake the word, and earth begun, - 


And thew'd its beauties in the fun; 
With pleafure t thy creatures view, 
And would, with good affe@tion too; 
Good affection {weetly free, 

Loofe from them, and move to thee 5 
O, teach me, due returns to give, 

Ard to thy glory let me live ; 

And then my days fhall fhine the more, 
Or pafs more bleffed than before. 





HYMN FOR EVENING. 


Tuy heam-rep:ling mifts arife, 

And evening fpreads obfcurer fkies 3 
The twilight will the night forerun, 
And night itfelf he foon begun, 
Ujon thy knees devautly bow, 

And pray the Lord of glory now, 
‘To fill thy breaft, or deadly fin 

May cavfe a blinder night within. 
And whether pleafing vapours rife, 
Which gently dim the clofing eyes; 
Which make the weary members blefs’d, 
With (weet refrefhment in their red ; 
Or whether fpirits in the brain 

Difpel their foft embrace again; 
And -n my watchful bed | flay, 
Porfock by fleep, and waiting day ; 
Be God for ever in my view, 

‘And never he forfake me too; 

But fiill as day concludes in nighe, 
‘To break again with new born lights 
His wondrous bounty let me find, 
With ill a more enlighten’d mi d; 





POEMS. 


‘When grace and love in ane agreé, 
Grae from God, and love from me 3 
Grace that will from heaven infpire, 
Love that feals it in defire ; 

Grace and love that mingle beams, . 
And fill me with encreafing fames, 
Thou that haft thy palace for 

Above the moon and every far, 

‘Thou that fitteft on a throne 

To which the night was never known, 
Regard my voice and make me blefs'd, 
By kindly granting its requeft. 

If thoughts on thee my foul employ, 
My darknefs wil! afford me jay, 

Till thou fhalt call, and 1 fhall foar,. 
And part with darknefs evermore, 





THE SOUL IN SORROW, - 


Witu kind compaffion hear me cry, 

O, Jefu, Lord of life, an high! = 

As when the fummer's feafons beat, 
With fcorching flame and parching heat 5 
The’ trees are burnt, the flowers-fade, 
And thirfty gaps in earth are, made + 
My. thoughts of comfort languifh fo, 

And fo my foul is broke by: woe.“ 
‘Then on thy fervant’s drooping head 
‘Thy dews of blefling fweetly: thed; 

Let thote a quick refrefhment give, 

And raife my mind, and bid me lives 
My fears of danger, while I breathe, 
My dread of endlefs-hell beneath: 

My fenfo of forrow for my fin, 

To {pringing comfort, change within ; 
Change alt my fad complaints for eafe, 
To cheerfv} notes of endtefs praife: 

Nor let a tear mine eyes employ, 

Put fuch as owe their birth to joy ¢ 

Jey tranfporting, fweet, and ftrong, 

Fit to fill and raife my fong ; 

Joy thar fhall refounded he, 

While days and nights fueceed for me 
Be nat as a judge fevere, 

For fo thy prefence who may hear? 

On ail my words and actions Idok, “x 

{I know they’re written in thy bodies) - 
But then regard my mournful cry, 
And look with mercy’s gracious eye; 
What needs my blood, fince:thine will do, 
To pay the deb to jultice dee? 

O, tender mercy’s art digtiie ! 

Thy forrow proves the-eure of mine!’ 
Thy droppiug wounds, thy woeful {mart 
Allay the bleedings-of my heart; | 
Thy death, 1p death's extreme of pain, 
Reftores my fou to life again, 

Guide me then, for here f burn, 

To make my Savieur fome return. - 
Vil rife (if that will pleafe him, fill, - 
And fure P've heard him own. it will}, - 
Pll trace his flep:, and bear my crofs, ~~ 
Defpifing every gricf and lofa; 
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Since he, defpifing paid and fhame, 
Firft took up his, and did the fame, 





THE HAPPY MAN, 


How blefe’d the man, how fully fo, 
‘As far as man is blefs’d below, 

: Who, taking up his crofs, effays 

. To follow Jefus all his days; 

+. With refolution to obey, 

'» nd fteps enlarging in his way. 

in SPhe Father of the faints above 
; Adopts him with a father’s love, 

‘And makes his bofom throughly thine 

. With wondrons ftores of grace divine ; 
Sweet grace divine, the pledge of joy, 
‘That will his foul above employ ; 

Full joy, that, when his time is done, 
Becomes his portion as a fon. 

Ab me! the fivcet infas'd defires, 
The fervid withes, holy fires, 

‘Which thus a melted heart refine, 
Such aré his, and fuch be mine. 
From hence defpifing all befides 

, That earth reveals, or ocean hides; 
All that men in cither prize, 

» On God alone he fets his eyes, 

" From hence his hope is on the wings, _ 
Hig health renews, his fafety fpringe, 
His glory blazes up below, 

And all the Rreams of comfort flow. 

He calls his Saviour King abcve, 
Lord of mercy, Lord of love; 

. And finds 2 kingly care defend, 

, Aad ercy fmile, and love defend, 
To cheer, to guide him in the ways 
Of this vain world’s deceitful maze : 
And though the wicked earth difplay 
Its terrors in their fierce array ; 

Or gape fo wide that horror fhows 
Nts hell replete with endlefs woes; 

* Such fuceour keeps him clear of ill, 

, Still firm to good, and dauntlefs till. 
Bo, fix'd by Providence’s hands, 

A rock amidft an ocean ftands; 

So bears, without a trembling dread, 
‘The tempeft beating round its head ; 
And with its fide repels the wave, 
‘Whofe hollow feems a coming grave : 
The fkies, the deeps, are heard to roar; 
The rock ftands fettled as before. 

J, all with whom he has to do, 
Admire the life which bicffes you, 
“That feeds a foe,,that aids a friend, 
‘Without a bye defigiiing end ; 

Its knowing real intereft lies 
On the bright fide of yonder tkics, 
‘Where, having made a title fair, 
At mounts, and leaves the world to care. 
While he that feeks for pleafing days, 
In earthly joys and evil ways, 
Ig but the fool of toil or fame, 

, (Though bappy be the fpacious nama) 


And made by wealth, which makes him great; 
A more confpicuous wretch of ftate. 


OT 
THE WAY TO HAPPINESS. 


How long, ye miferable blind, 

Shall idle dreams engage your mind; 
How tong the paflions make their fight 
At empty fhadows of delight, 

No more in paths of error ftray, 

The Lord thy Jefus is the way, 

The {pring of happinefs, and where 
Should men feek happinefs but there ! 
Then run to meet him at your need, 4 
Run with boldnefs, run with fpeed, 

For he forfook his own abode 

To meet thee more-than half the road. 
He laid afide his radiant crawn, 

And love for mankind brought him down - 
To thirft and hunger, pain and woe, 
‘To wounds, to death itfelf below; 

And he, that fuffer’d thefe alone 

For all the world, defpifes none. 

‘To bid the foul, that’s fick, be clean, 
‘Vo bring the loft to life again ; 

‘To comfort thofe that grieve for ill, 

Is his peculiar goodnefs till, : 

And, as the thoughts of parents run 
Upon:a dear and only fon, 

So kind a love his mercies fhow, 

So kind and more extremely fo. 

‘Thrice happy men ! (or find a phrafe 
‘That fpeaks your blifs with greater praife) 
Who nioft obedient to thy call, 

Leaving pleafures, leaving all, 

With heart, with foul, with ftrength incline, 
O fweeteft Jefu! to be thine, 

Who know thy will, obferve thy ways,” 
And in thy fervice {pend their days : 

Ev’n death, that feems to fet them free, 

But brings them clofer fill to thee. 





‘THE CONVERT’S LOVE. 


Bressep light of faints on high, 
Who fill the manfions uf the iky; 
Sure defence, whofe mercy ftill 
Preferves thy fubjeéts here from ill; 
Oh, my Jefus! make me know 
How to pay the thanks T owe. 

As the fond theep that idly ftrays, 
With wanton play, through winding ways, 
Which never hits the road of home, 
O'er wilds of danger learns to ream, 
Till, wearied out with idle fear, 

And paffing there, and turning here} 
He wiil, for reft, to Covert run, 

And meet the wolf he with'd to fhun. 
‘Thus wretched I, through wanton will, 
Run blind and headlong on in ill: 
Twas thus from fin to fin I flew, 

And thus I might have perith’d too; 


Bat mercy dropt the likenefs here, 
And thew’d, and fav’d me from my fear. 
While o’er the darknefs of my mind 
"Phe facred fpirit purely thin’d, 
And mark’d and brighten'd ali the way 
Which leads to everlafting day; 
And broke the thickening clouds of fin, 
And fix’d the light of love within. 
from hence my ravifh’d foul alpires, 
Aud dates the rife of its defires. 
From hence to thee, my God: { turn, 
And fervent withes fay { burn ; 
i. 1 burn, thy glorious face to fee, 
* ‘And live in epdlefs jay with thee. 
‘There’s no fuch ardent hind of fame 
Between the lover and the dame; 
Nor fuch affection parents bear 
‘To their young and only heir, 
‘Though, join’d together, both confpire, 
» And boaft a doubled force of fire, 

y tender heart, within its feat, 
Dilloives before the fcorching heat; 
As foitening wax is taughe to.rna 
Before the warmncls of the fun, 

Oh, my flame, my pleafing pain, 
Burn and purify my stain, 
Warm me, burn me, day by day, 
Till you purge my earth away; 
‘Till at the laft I throughly thine, 
And turn a torch of love divine, 











A DESIRE TO PRAISE, 


Pxorttiovs Son-of God, to thee, 
‘With all my foul, bend my knee ; 
My with | fend, my want impart, 
And dedicate my mind and heart; 
For, a5 an abfent parent’s fon, 
Whofe fecond year is only run, 
When no protecting friend is near, 
Toud of wit, and void of fear, 
With things that hurt him fondly plays, 
Or here he falls, or there he ftrays; 
So, fhould my foul’s eternal guide, 
‘The facred Spirit he deny’d, 
‘Thy fervant foon the lofs would know, 
And fink in fin, or run to woe, 
O, Spirit bountifully kind, 
“Warm, poffefs, and fill my mind; 
Dilperfe my fins with light divine, 
And raife the flames of love with thine ; 
Before thy pleafures rightly priz’d, 
Let wealth and honour be defpis'd 5 
wAnd let the Father's glory be 
More dear than life itfelfto mee 
Sing of Jelus! Virgins, fing 
. Him, your everlafting King! 
Sing of Jefus! cheerful youth, 
Him, the God of love and truth! 











Write a fong divine, 
Or come anc hear, and boscow mine. 


POE M.S : 5k, 


Son eternal, Word fupreme, _ 
Who made the univerfal frame, 
Heaven, and all its fhining fhow, 
Earth, and all it holds below: 
Bow with mercy, bow thine ear, 
While we fing thy praifes here; ° 
Son Eternal, evér-blefs’d, 
Refting on the Father’s breaft, 
‘Whole tender love for all provides, © 
Whofe power over all prefides ; 
Bow with pity, bow thine ear; 
While we fing thy praifes, hear!” 
‘Thou, by pity’s foft extreme, 
Mov’d, and won, and fet on flame, 
Affum’d the form of man, and fell 
In pains, to refcue man from hell; 
How bright thine humble glories rife, 
And match the Juftre of the fies, 
From death and hell’s dejected fate 
Arifing, thou refum’d thy feat, 
And golden thrones of blifs prepar’d 
Above, to be thy faints’ reward, * 
How bright thy glorious honours rife, 
And with new luftre grace the fkies! 
For thee, the fweet feraphic choir 
Raife the voice, and tune the lyre, 
And praifes with harmonious found 
Throngh all the higheft heaven rebound, 
O make our notes with theirs agree, 
And blefs the fouls that fing of thee ! 
‘Lo thee the churches here rejoice, 
The folemn organs aid the voite : 
To facred roofs the found we raife, 
The facred roofs refound thy praife + 
And while our notes in onc agree, 
O: blefs the church that fings to thee ! 





ON HAPPINESS IN THIS LIFE, 


‘Tue morning opens, very frefhly gay, 

And life itfel is in the month of May. 

With green my fancy paints an arbour o’er, 

And flowerets with a thoufand colours mores!” 

Then falls to weaving that, and fpreading ghef., 

And foftly thakes them with an eafy breeze. 

With golden fruit adorns the bending fhade, 

Or trails a filver water o’er its bed. 

Glide, gentle water, ftill more gently by, 

While in this {ummer-bower of blifs £ lie, 

And [weetly fing of fenfe-delighting flames, 

And nymphs and fhepherds, foft invented names 

Or view the branches which around me twiag, 

And praife their fruit, diffufing fprightly wine ; 

Or find new pleafures in the world to praife, 

And ftili with this return adorn my lays; 

« Range round your gardens of eternal {pring, 

“ Go, range my fenfes, while I {weetly fing :”. 
In vain, in vain, alas! feduc'd by ill, 

And aéted wildly by the force of will! | 

1 tell my foul, it will be conftant May, 

And charm a feafon never made to ftay3 


6s 


My beauteous arbour will not ftand a ftorm, 
The world but promifes, and can’t perform : 
‘Then fade, ye leaves; and wither, all ye flowers; 
Vl doat no jonger in enchanted bowers ; 

Bat fadly mourn, in melancholy fong, 

“Fhe vain conceits that held my fou! fo long. 
‘The lufts that tempt us with delufive thow, 
~And fin brought forth for everlafting woe. 
‘Thus thall the notes to forrow’s obje@ rife, 
‘While frequent refts procure a place for fighs; 
And, 48.1 moan upon the naked plain, 

Be this the burtien clofing every ftrain : 


“Return, my fenfes; range no more abroad; 


He'll only find his blifs who feeks for God. 





ECSTACY, 


‘Tar flecting joys, which alwMrds below, 


* ‘Work the fond heart with tnperforming thow; 


‘The with that makes our happicr lite complete, 
Nor gtafps the wealth nor honours of the great, 
Nor loofely fails‘on pleafure’s eafy ftream 3 
Nor gathers wreaths from all the groves of fame; 
‘Weak man, whofe charms to thefe alone confine, 
Attend my prayer, and learn to make it thine. 
From thy rich throne, where circling trains of 
light : 
Make day that’s endlefs, infinitely Whe ; 
‘Thence, heavenly Father ! thence with mercy dart 
One beam of brightnefs to my lunging heart. 
Dawn through the mind, drive error’s clouds away, 
And ftill the rage in paflion's troubled fea; 
That the poor banifh'd foul ferene and'tree, 
May rife from earth, to vifit heaven and thee: 
Come, peace divine ; fhed yensly from above, 
Infpire my willing befor, wondrous love 5 
Thy purpled pinions to my fhoulders tie, 
And point the paffagé where I want to fiy. 
. But whither, whither now | what powerful fire 
With this befs'd influence equals my defire ? 
Trife (or love, the kind deluger, rei 
And aétein fancy fuch enchanted tet) 5 
) Earth leflening flies, the parting fkics retreat, 
‘The fleecy clouds my waving tcathers beat; " 
And now.the fun and now the ftars are gone, 
Yee ftill methinks the fpirit bears me on, 
Where traéts of ather purer bce difplay, 
And edge the golden realin of rative d 
Oh, itrange enjoyment of a blifs v 
Oh, ravifhment ! Oh, facred rage ¥ : 
‘Pomultuous pleafure, rais’d on peace of mind, 
Sincere, exceflive, from the wosld refin’d ! 
1 fee the light that veils the throne on high, 
A light unpicre’d by man’s impurer eye ; 
hear the words, that iffuing thence proclaim, 
“© Let God's attendants praitc his awful name! 
"Then heads unoumber’d bend before the fhiine, 
“Myfterions feat of Majefly ¢ 
Andhands unoomber’d ftrike the Glver 
fond tongues unnumber'd hallelujals 
See, where the thining feraplii 
And dink their decent eyes with holy far, 
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See flights of angels all their feathers raife, 
And range the orbs, and, as they range, 
praife ; 

Behold the great apoftles! fweetly met, 
And high on pearls of azure xther fee. 
Behold the prophets, full of heaventy fire, 
With wandering finger wake the trembling lyre; 
And hear the martyrs’ tune. and all around 
The church triumphant makes the region found, 
With harps of gold, with boughs of ever-green, 
With robes of white, the pious throngs are feens 
Exaled anthems all theit hoiirs employ, 
And all is mufic, and excefs of joy. 

Charm’d with the fight, I long to bear a part; 
‘The pleafurg flutters at my ravifh’d heart, * 
Sweet faints and angels of the heavenly choir, 


they 


| If love has warm’d you with celeftial fire, 


Afftt my words, and, as they move along, 
With hallelujahs crown the burthen’d fong. 
Father cf all above, and all below, 
© great, and far beyond expreffion fo; 
No bounds thy knowledge, noe thy power confine,’ 
For power and knowledge in their fource are 
thine ; 
Around thee glory fpreads her golden wing: 
Sing, glittering angels, haliclujah fing, 
Son of the Father, firft begutten Son, 
Ere the fhorr meafuring line «f time begun, 
Vhe world has fuen thy works, and jey'd to fee 
‘The bright effulgence manifeft in thee. 
Fae world muft own thee love’s unfathom’d 
Ipring 5 
Sing, glittering angels, hallelujah fing. 
Proceeding -pirit, cqually divine, 
In whom the Godhead’s full perfe@tions fhine, 
With various graces, comforts unexprefs'd, 
With holy traufposts yon refine tie brealts 
i where your gifts you bring, 
hallelejah fing, 
But where's my rapture, where my wondrua 
heat, 
What interruption makes my blifs retreat ? 
This world’s got in, the thoughts of t other’s croft, 
And the gay pidture’s in my fancy loft. 
With what an eager zeal the confcious feu! 
Would claim its-feat, and, foaring, pals the pole! 
But our attempts thet: chains of earth reftrain, 
Deride our toil, and drag us down again. 
So frcm the ground afpizing meteors go, 
And, rank’d with planets. hghe the world below ; 
But their own bodies fink them itr the fy, 
When the warmth’s gone that taught them how 
to fly. 
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ON DIVINE LOVE; 


BY MEDITATING ON 






Shed the 





fr bog 
Let thy flreams of comfort roll, 
Let them pleafe and fill my foul. 
ct me thus for ever be 
Full of gladnefs, full of thee. 
This, for which my withes pine, 
Is the cup of love divine ;. 
Sweet affections flow from hence, 
Sweet, above the joys of fenfe ; 
Bicfled philtre! how we find 
Its facred worthips! how the mind, 
Of all-the world forgetful grown, - 
Can defpife an carthly thrones 
iBRaife its thoughts to realms above, 
‘Think of God, and fing of love. - 
Love celeftial, wondrous heat, 

* O, beyond expreflion great ! 
What refiftiels charms were thine, 
In thy: good, thy heft defign!” 
When God was hated, fin obey’d, 
And man undone without thy aid, 
From the feats of endlefs peace : 
They brought the Son, the Lord of Grace; 
‘They taught him to receive @ birth,- 
To clothe in ficth, to live on earth ; 
And after, lifted him on high, 

" And taught him on the crofs to die. 

Love celeftial, ardent fire, 

~ O, extreme of fweet defire ! 
Spread thy brightly raging flame 

_ Through and over all my frames 
Let it warm me, let it burn, 
Let my corpfe to afhes turn ; 

4 And, might thy flame thus a& with me 
'To fet the foul from body free, 

; J next would ufe thy wings, and fly 
fro meet my Jefusin the fky. 





“ss ON QUEEN. ANNE'S PEACE, 
WRITTEN IN DECEMBER I712. 


Moruer of plenty, daughter of the fkies, 
Sweet peace, the troubled world’s defire, arife ; 
‘Around thy poet weave thy fiimmer thades, 
‘Within my fancy fpread thy flowery meads;- 
Amongtt thy train foft cafe and pleafure bring, 
“And thus indulgent footh me whilft I fing. 
Great Anna claims the fong; no brighter name 

sAdorns the lift of never-dying fame ; 
‘No fairer foul was ever form’d-above; 
Nonc ¢’er was more the grateful nation’s love, 
Nor lov'd the nation more. 1 fly with fpced 
‘Yo fing fuch lines as Bolingbroke may read, 
“On war difpers'd, on fuion trampled down, 
On all the peaceful glories of the crown, 

* And, if £ fail in too confin’d a fight, 

* . May the kind world upon my labours write, 
4 So fell the lines which ftrave for endicfs fame, 
f* Yer fell, attempring on the nobleft theme.” 
Now twelve revolving years has Britain flood, 
‘With lofs of wealth, and vatt expence of bieod, 
-* Buropa’s guarstian; ftill her gallant arms 

Sccyr'd Europa from impending harme, 
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63 
Fair honour, fall fuccefs, and jut applaufe, 


‘Purfued her marches, and adorn’d her canfe3 


Whilft Gaal, alpiring to erect 2 throne 
O’er other empires, trembled for her owns 
Bemoan’d her cities won, her armies flain, 
And funk the theught of univerfal reign. 

When thus reduc'd the world’s invaders lie, 
"The fears which rack'd the nations juftly diez 
Power finds its balance, giddy motions ceafe 
Tn both the feales, and each inclines to peacee 
‘This fair occafion Providence pr: pares, 

‘To anfwer pious Anna’s hourly prayere, 

Which ftill on warm devotion’s wings arofe, 

And, reaching heaven, obtain’d the world’s re- 
ofe, 

witha the vaft éxpanfion of the fy, ~ 
Where orbs of gald in fields of azure lie, 

A glorious palace fhines, whofe filver ray, 
Serenely flowing, lights the milky way; : 
‘The road of angels. Here, with fpeedy care, 
The fummon’d guardians of the world repair. 
When Britain's angel, on the meffage fent, 
Speaks Aana’s prayers, and Heaven's fupreme 
intent; 
That war's deftructive arm fhould humble Gaul, 
Spaiu’s parted realms to different monarchs falls 
The grand alliance crown’d with glory ceafe, 
And joyful Europe find the {weets of peace. 
He {poke : the fmiting hopes of man’s repofe, 
The joy that {prings from certain hopes arofe, 
Diffufive o’er the place; complacent airs, 
Sedatcly fweet, were heard within the {pheres; 
And, bowing, all adore the fovereign mind, 

And fly to execute the work defign’d. oa 
This done, the guardian on the wing repairs, 
Where Anna fate, revolving public cares 
With deep concern of thought. Unfeen 

Prefenting peaceful images of good ; 
On fancy’s airy ftage, returning trade, 
A funk exchequer fill’d, an army paid: 
The fields with men, the men with plenty blefs’d, 
‘The towns with riches, and the world with ref. 
Such pleafing obje@s on her bofom play, 
And give the dawn of glory’s golden day; .- 
When alt her labours at their harveft fhown 
Shall, in her fubje@s’ joy, complete her own. 
‘Then breaking filence ; "Tis enough, the cries, - 
That war has rag'd to make the’ nations wife. 
Heaven profpers armies whilft they fight to fave, 
And thirft of further fame deftroys the brave; | 
‘Che vanquifh’d Gauls are humbly pleas’d to live, 
And but efcap’d the chains they meant to give. - 
Now let the powers be ftill'd, and each poffels’d 
Of what fecures the common fafety beft, 

So fpake the queen; then, fill'd with warmth 

divine, 4 i ” 

She caJl’d her Oxford to the grand defign 
Her Oxford, prudent in affairs of ftate, 
Profourdly thoughtful, manifeftly great - 
In every turn, whofe fteady temper fteers 


he flood, 


Ahove the reach of g- Id, or fhock of fears ; 


Wham no blind chance, but merit underftood, 

By frequent tria's, power of doing good, 

And will to execute, advane’d o> high ; 
Oh, foul created to deferve the fey ! 





Ga" 
And make the nation, crown'd with glory, fee, 
How much it rais'd itfelf by raifing thee ! 
Now let the {chemes which labour in thy breaft, 
The leng alliance, crown’d with lafting reft, 
‘Weigh all pretences with impartial laws, 
And fix the feparate interefts of the caufe ! 
‘Thefe toils the yraceful Bolingbroke attends, 
A genius fafhion’d for the greatedt ends; : 
‘Whofe flrong perception takes the fwifteft fight, 
And yet its {wiltnefs ne'er obfcures its fight: 
When fchemes arc fix’d, and each affign'd a part, 
None ferves his country with a nobler heart 3 
Ju thoughts of honour all his mind controul, 
And expedition wings his lively foul. 
On fuch a patriot to confer the truft, 
The monzrch knows it fafc, as well as juft. 
Then next proceeding in her agents’ choice, 
And ever pleas’ that worth obtams the voice, 
She, from the voice of high-diftinguith’d famer, ” 
With pious Briftol, galant Strafford names + 
One form’d to ftand a church's firm fupport, 
"Lhe othcr fitted to adorn a court : 
Both vers’d in bufinefs, both of fine addrefs, 
By which experience lzads to great fuccefs ¢ 
And both to diftant lands the monarch fends, 
And, to their conduct, Europe’s peace commends, 
Now fhips ynmoor’d, to waft her agents o'er, 
Spread all their fail, and quit the flying thore; 
The foreign agents reach th’ appointed place, 
‘The congreds opens, and it will be peace. 
Methinks the'war, like ftormy winter, fies, 
‘When fairer months unveil the bluith tkies; 
A flowery world the fweeteft feafon fpreads, 
And doves, with branches, flutter round their 
heads. 
Half-pecpled Gaul, whom numerous illsdeftroy, 
With wifhful heart, attends the promis’d joy. | 
For this prepares the duke—ah, fadly flain, 
°Tis grief to name hint whom we mourn in vain: 
No warmth of verfe repairs the-vital flame, 
For verfe can only grant a life in fame; 
Yet could my praife, like fpicy odours fhed, 
In everlafting fong cmbalm the dead ; 
To realms that weeping heard the lofs I'd tell, 
What courage, fenfe, and faith, with Brandon 
fell 
But Britain more than one for glory breeds, 
And polifh’d Talbot to the charge fucceeds; 
. Whote far-projecting thoughts, maturely clear, 





Like glaffes, draw their diftant objedts near. 


Good parts, by gentle breeding much refi 
And ftores of learning, grace his ample miad 5 
A cautious virtue reguiates his ways, 
And honour gilds them with a thovfand rays. 
To ferve his nation, at his queen’s command, 
He parts, cotmiffion’d for the Gallic land; | 
With pleafure Gaul] beholds him on her fhore, 
And learns to fove the name fhe fear’d before. - 
Once more aloft, there meet for new debates, 
‘The guardian angels of Europa’s ftates: 
And mutual concord fhines in every face, 
And every bofom glows with hopes of peace 5 
While Britain's fteps, in cone confent, they 
g praife, . 
Then gravely mourn 









‘their other realms delays 3 
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‘Their doubtful claims, through feas of blood 

: purfued, : eee 

Their fears that Gallia fell but half fubdued ; 

And all the reafonings which attempt to fhow. - 

‘That war fhould ravage in the world below. 

“ Ah, fail’n eflage of man! can rage delight,’ 

“ Wounds pleafe the touch, or ruin charm the 
« fight! 

Ambition make unlovely mifchief fair ! 

Or ever pride be Providence’s care ! 

When fiern oppreffors range the bloody ficldy, 

*Tis juft to conquer, and unfafe to yicld ¢ 

There fave the nations; but no more purfugy, 

Nor in thy turn become cppreffor to,” - 

Our rebel angels for ambition fell, 

And, war in heaven produc’d a fiend in hell, 

‘Thus, with a foft concern for man’s repofe, 

The tender guardians join to moan our woes; 

‘Then awful rife, combin’d with all their might, 

‘Lo find what fury, “fcap'd the den of night, 

‘The pleafing labours of theit love withftanda, 

And spreads a wild diftration o’er the Jands. *.. 


“ 
« 


“« 


« 


« 


| Their glittering pinions found in yielding air, 


And warchful Providence approves the care. 
(a Flandria’s foil, where camps have mark’d the 
lain, rae ae 
The fiend, impetvous difcord, fix'd her reign ; 
A tent her reyal feat. | With full refort “a 
Stern fhapes of horror throng’d her bufy court 3 
Blind mifchief, ambush clofe concealing ire, 
Loud threatebings, ruin arm’d with (word and fire ; 
Affaulting fierceneds, anger wanting breath, 
High reddening rage, and various forms of death ; 
Dire imps of darknefs, whom with gore fhe feeds, 
When war beyond its point of good proceeds,, 
In Gallic armour, call’é with alter’d name 
Great love of empire, to the field the came; 
Now, ftill fupporting feud, the flrives to hide 
Beneath that name, and only change the fide: 
But, as fhe whirl’d the rapid wheels around, . 
Where mangled limbs in heaps pollute the yréund 
{A fullen joylefs fport); with fyarching eye, 
The fhining chiefs regard her as they fly ; 
Then, hovering, dart their beams of heavenly light: 
She ftarts, the jury ands confefs’d to fight ; 
And gricves to leave the foil, and yella alond, 
Her yells are anfwer’d by the fable crowd; 
And all on bat-like wings (if fame be truc) 
From Chriftian lands to northern climates few. 
But rifing murmurs from Britannia’s fhore 
With fpecd recall her watchful guardian o’er, 
He fpreads his pinions, and, appreaching near, 
Thefe hints, in {catter’d woras, 2ffault his car: 
The people’s power—-The grand alliznce crofs’d, 
‘The peace is feparate—Our religion’s loft, 
Led by the blatant voice along the fkies, 
‘fe comes, where fa@ion over cities flies ;* 
A talking fiend, whom fosky locks dif 
Ard numerous mouths deform her dufi 
Whence lies are-utter’d, whifper fuftly 
Sly doubts amaze, or inuendo wounds. 
Within her urms are heaps of pamphiets feen, 
And thefe blafpheme the Saviour, thofe the queen ; 
Affociate vices; thus with tongue aud hand, 
She fhed her yenom o'er the. troubled-land, 


‘ 









POR Mig 


New vex’d that dilcord, and the baneful train 

That tends on difcord, fled the neighbouring- 
plain, 

She rag’d to madne(s; when the guardian came, 


And downwards drove her with a {word of flame, | 


A mountain, gaping to the nether hellp 
Receiv'd the fury, railing as the fell: 
The mountain clofing o’er the fury lies, 
And ftops her paflage, where fhe mieans to rife ; 
And when fhe ftrives, or thifts her fide for eafe, 
Ali Britain rocks amid@ her circling feas. 

Now peace, returning after tedious woes, 
Reftores the comforts uf a calm repofe ; 
Then bid the warriors fheathe their fangain'd arms, 
Bid angry crumpets ceafe to found alarma: 

_ Guns leave to thunder in the torrur'd air, 

* Red ftreaming colours furl around the {pear 3 
And each contending realm no loawer jar, 
But, pleas’d with reft, unharne’s all the war, 

She comes, the blefling comes; where’er 

moves 

New-f{pringing beauty alt the land improves : 
More heaps of fragrane flowers the field adorn, 
More fweee the birds falugé the rofy morn ; 
More lively green refrefhes all the leaves, 
And in the breeze the corn more thickly waves, 
She comes, the blefling comes in eafy ftate, 
And forms of brightne{s all around her wait ¢ 
Tere fmiling fafety, with her bofom bare, 
Securely walks, arid cheerful plency there; 
Here wondrous feiences with eagles’ fight : ° 
There liberal arts, which make the world polit; 
And open traffic, joining hand in hand, 
‘With honett induttry, approach the land, 

O, welconte, long-defir’d, and lately found ! 
Here fiz thy feat upon the Britith ground ; 
‘Thy fining train around the nation fend, 
While by degrees the loading taxes end : 
‘While caution calm, yet fill prepar’d for atms, 
And foreign treaties, guard from foreign harms? 
While equal juftice, hearing every caufe, 
Makes ev died join to love the laws, 

Where Britain’s patriots in council meet, 
Let public fafety reft ut Anna’s feet : 
Let Oxford's fchemes the path to plenty fhow, 
And through the realm increafing plenty go. 
Let arts and fciences in glory rife, * 
And pleas’d the world has leifure to be wifes 
Around their Oxford’and their St. John ftand, 
Like plarits that flourifh by the maiter’s hand : 
And fafe in hope the fons of learriing wait, 
Where Jearning’s felf has fix'd her fair retreat. 
Let traffic, cherift’d by the fenate’s care, 
On ail the feas employ the wafting air: 
And induftry, with circulating wing, 
‘Through all the land the goods of traffic bring. 
The bleffings fo difpos’d will long abide, 
Since ane reigns, and Harley’s thoughts pree 

ide, 

Great Ormond’s aris the fword of caution wield, 
And hold Britannia’s broad: protecting thicld ; 
Bright Bolingbroke and worthy Dartmouth treat, 
By tuir difpatch, with every foreign fate ; 
And Harcourt’s knowledge, equitably thown, 
Makes juftice call bis Gro decrees her own. 

Vou. Vi, 


fhe 





And Phatbus elognent, adorn’d the’ fkies 








3) 
Tins all that poets faticied heaven. b6.04d; , 

May for the nation’s prefent émblem held}, 

That Jove imperial fway'd ; Minerva wife,’ : 











On arts Cyllenius fix’d his full delight, ve 

Mars rein’d the war, and Themig judg’d the right’ 

All mortals, once beneficently great, . 

(As fame reporesy and rais’d in hea: 

Yet, tharing labours, till they fhunn’d 

To thed the bleflings down. by which they 

Hluftrieus queen, how Heaven hath “hear 
prayers! ae as 

What ftores of happinufs attend thy cares ! 

A church in fafety fix'd,.a flate in reft, 

A faithful miniftry, a people blefs’d ; 

And kings, fubmiffive a: thy foot-fool thrown,. 

‘That others rights reftore, at beg their own. 

Now rais'd with thankful sind? and nélliie-dow. 

In grand proceflion to the temple go, 

By fuow-white horfes drawn ; while faimding fate 

Proclaims thy coming, praife exalts thy name; 

Fair honour, drefs'd in robes, adorns thy flare; 

And on thy train the crowded nations wait ; 

Who, prefling, view with what a temper’d grace 

The looks of majefty compofe thy face ; in 

Aud mingling fweetnefs fhines, or how thy dtefs 

Aud how thy pomp,.an inward joy confefs; | * 

Then, fill’d with pleafures to thy glory due, 

With fhouts, the chariot moving on, purfoe, 

As wheri the Phosnix from Arabia flown 

(if any Phoenix were by Anta known) 

His fpice at Phoebus’ fhrine’ prepar’d to lay, 

Where’er their monarch cut his airy way ; 

The gathering birds around the wonder He 

And much admis'd his fhape, aud: couch héphi’s 

The tuft of gold that elow'd ahowe ms iipad,’ 

His {pacious trait apm apigen: teathers foread 

His gilded boféut; tpeck"d with purpie pride, - 

Aad bork ns wings in glotly purple dy’d: 

He fill purfiies his way ; with wondering eyes 

The birds attend, and fellow where he flies. 

Thrice happy ‘Britons, if at laft you know 

*Tis lefs to conquer, than té want a foe; 

‘Chat triumphs ftill are made for war’s decreale, 

When men, by conquelt, rife to views of peacets 

‘That over toils for peace in view we ru: 

Which’ gain’d, the world is pleas’d, aud war i 
‘done. 

Fam’d Bienhein’s ficld, Raniillies” mabls feat, 

Blaregni’s defperate a of gallant Heat, 

Or wandrous Winendale, are war purfued, _” 

By wounds and deaths, throagh, plains with blood 
embrued 5 oe ; 

But good defign, to make tHe world be fill, 

With human grace adorns the needful il, , 

This end obtain'd, we glofe the {cones of rage, 

And gentler glories deck the rifing age. 












_Such gentler gloties, ‘fach reviving daya,- = 


‘fhe nation’s wiflies, and the ftatefthan’s praifé 
Now pleas‘d to filine, in goiden order throng, ~ 
Demand our aiials, and enrich our fong. 3! 
Then go where Albion's clifls approach'the Seiea 
(The fame of Albion fo deferves to rife}+ 
Aad, deep engray’d for time, till time thelt ¢ 
Upon th fones their futr infeription placd, 
E sa 





66 THE WORKS 
Aberia rent, the power of Gallia broke, 
- Baravia refcugd from the threaten’d yoke; 
» ‘The royal AuQrian rais’d, his realms reftor’d; 
“Great Britain arm’d, triumphant and ador'd; 

Its flat enlarg’d, its peace reftor’d again, 

Avé bleffings ajl adorning Anna’e reign. 





TO DR. SWIFT, 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, NOVEMBER 39, I713- 


‘Ure’ by the warmth of friendfhip’s facred flame, 
But more by all the glories of thy fame 

» By all thofe offsprings of thy learned mind, 
In jadgment folid as in wit refin’d, 
Refulv'd { fing. Though labouring up the way 
“Tareach my theme, O Swift, accept my lay. 

Rapt by the force of thought, and rais’d above, 
Through contemplation’s airy fizlds { rove; 
‘Where powerful fancy purifies my eye, 

And lights the beauties of a brighter tky; 

Frefh paints the meadows, bids green shades afcend, 
Clear rivers wind, and opening plains extend ; 
"Then fills its land{fcape through the varied purts 
With virtues, graces, fciences, and arts : 
, Superior forms, of more than mortal air, 

* More large than mortals, more ferenely fair. 
“Of thefe two chiefs, the guardians of thy name; 
“Confpire to raife thee to the point of fame, 

Ye future times, i hoard the filver found! 

“Lfaw the graces form a circle round’ 

Each, where fhe fit’d, attentive feem'd to réot, 

And aij, but elcquence herfelf, was mute. 
‘High o’er the reft [ (ve the goddefs rife, 

‘Loofe to the breeze her upper garment flies: 

* By turns, within her eyes the paffions burn, 

“And fofter paffions languifh in their turn: 

‘Upon her tongue perlaafion or command, 
And decent action dwells upon her hand. 

From gut hee breaft ("twas there the treafure lay) 
She drew thy Jabours to the blaze of day; ~ 
“Phen ga2’d, and read the charms fhe could infpire, 
And taught the littening audience to admire, 
‘How ftrong thy flight, how large thy grafp of 

thought, 

How jest thy fchemes, how regularly wrought ; 
Hew fure you wevnd when ironies deride, 
Whieh'mutt be teen, and feign to curn afide, 
Twas thus exploring the rejoic’d to fee 
Her brighteft feacures drawn fo near by thee: 
“ ‘Phen’ here,” the cries, * let future ages dwell, 
“ And learn to copy, where they can’t excel.” 

he {pake. Applaufe attended on the clofe : 
"Then pocfy, her diter art, arofe ; 
Her fairer fitter, born in deeper cafe, 
‘Not made fo much for buiinefs, more to pleafe. 
Upon her cheek fia beauty, ever young ; 
"The fowl of mafic warbles on her congue; 
Bright in her eyes a pleating ardour glows, 
And from her heart the (weeteft temper flows t 
A laurel wreath adorus her curls of hair, 
And binds their order to the dancing 
She thakes the colours of her radinnt wing, 
And, froai the Iphercs, fhe takes a pitch to fing, 


















OF PARNELL. 


Thrice happy genius his, whofe works have hit 
The lucky point of bufinefs and of wit. 

They feem like fhowers, which April months 
prepare 6 

To call their flowery glories up to air: 

The drops, defcending, take the painted bow, 

Ard drefs with funthine, while for good they flow. 

To me retiring oft, he finds relief 

In flowly wafting care and biting grief : 

From me retreating oft, he gives to view 

Whar eafes care and grief in others too. 

Ye fondly grave, be wife enough to know, 

“© Life, ne’er unbent, were but a life of woe.” 

Some, full in flretch for greatnefs, fome for gain, 

On his own rack each puts himfelf to pain. : 

Vi gently (teal you from your toils away, 

Where balmy winds with {cents ambrofial play; 

Where, on the banks as cryftal rivers flow, 

‘They teach immortal amaranths to grow : 

‘Then, from the mild indulgence of the fcene, 

Reflore your tempers ftrong for toils again. 

She ceas’. Soft mufic trembled in the wind, 
And fweet delight diffus’d through every mind : 
The little fmiles, which fill the goddefs grace, 
Sportive arefe, and ran from face to face. 

Bat chief (and in that place the virtues blefs) 

A gentle band their eager joys exprefs: 

Here, friendship afts, and love of merit longs 

‘Fo hear the goddeffus renew their fongs; 

Here great benevolence to man is pleas'd ; 

Thefe own their Swift, and grateful hear hing 
prais'd. 

You gentle band, you well may bear your part, 

You reign fuperior graccs in his heart. 

O Swift ' if fame be life (as well we know 
That bards and heroes have efteem’d it fo); 

Thou canft not wholly die. Thy works will fhine 
"Ko future times, and dife in fame be thine. 





on. 
BISHOP BURNET’S 
BEING SET ON FIRE IN HIS CLOSET. 


From that dire ara, banc’ to Sarum’s pride, 

Which broke his {chemes, and Jaid his friends afide, 

He tasks and writes that Popery will return, 

And we, and he, and ali his works will burn. 

What touch'd himfelf was almoft fairly prov’ 

(Oh, far from Britain be the reft remov’d!} 

For, as of late he meant to blefs the age, 

With flagrant prefaces of party rage, 

O’erwreught with paffien, and the fubjedt’s weight, . 

Lolling, he nodded in his clbow-feat , 

Down feil the candle; greafe and zeal condpire, 

Heat meets with heat, and pamphlets burn their 
fire. 

crawls a preface on its half-burn’d maggots, 

there an introduction brings its faggots : 

1 roars the prophet of the northern nation, 

Scorch’d by 2 flaming fpeech on moderation. 
Unwarn'd by this, go on, the realm to fright, 

Thou Briton vaunting in thy fecond-fight 

1 In fuch a minifiry you fafely tell, 

How nich you'd fuficr, if reyigion fell. 














POM & 


ELYSIUM. 


Iw airy fields, the fields of blifs below, 

Where woods of myrtle, fet by Muro, grow ; 
Where grafs bencath, and fhade difus’d above, 
Refreth the fevers of diftraéted love : 

“There, ata folenin tide, the bez , Main 

By tender paflion, ad their fates again, 

Through gloomy light, that jut betrays the grove, 
In orgies, all difeonfolately rove: 

They range the reeds, and o’er the poppies fweep, 
‘That nodding bend beneath their load of fleep, 
By lakes fubfiding with a gentle face, 

And rivers gliding with a filent pace; 

Where kings and fwains, by ancient authors fung, 
Now chang'd to flowerets o’er the margin hung; 
The felf-admirer, white Narciffus, fo 

Fades at che brink, his picture fades below: 

In bells of azure, Hyacinth arofe ; 

In erimfon painted, young Adonis glows; 

‘The fragrant Crocus thone with golden flame, 
And leaves inferib’d with Ajax’ haughty name. 

A fad remembrance brings their lives to view, if 
And, with their paffon, makes ‘their tears renew} 
Unwinds the years, and fays the former [cene, 
Where, after death, they live for deaths again. 

Loft by the glories of her lover’s ftate, 
Deluded Semele bewails her fite ; 

And rans, aad {eems to burn, the flames arife, 
And fan with idle fury as the flies, 

The lovely Canis, whofe transforming fhape 
Secur’d her honour from a fecond rape, : 
Now moans the firft, with ruffled drefs appears, 
Feels her whole fex return, and bathes with ‘eara, 

The jeaious Procris wipes 2 {ceming wound 
Whofe triciling crimfon dyes the buthy ground; 
Knowe the fad fhafe, and calls before the ge, 

To kifs the favourite hand that gave the blow. 
‘Where Ocean feigns a rage, the Seflian fair 
‘Holds a dim taper from a tower of air; 

A noifelefs wind affaults the wavering light, 
‘Phe dcauty tumbling mingles with the tight. 

Where curling fhades for rough Leucate rofe, 
‘With love difeacted tuneful Sappho goes; 

Sings to mock clifts a melancholy lay, 
And with a lover’s leap affrights the fea. 

The fad Eryphile retreats 9 moan, 

‘What wrought her hufband’s death, and caus’d 
her own; 

Surveys the glitrering veil, the brite of fate, 

And tears the thadow, but the tears tao late. 

In thin defign, and airy picture, fleet 
‘The tales that ftain the royal houfe of Crete; 

To court a lovely bull, Pafiphae flies, 

‘The fnowy phantom feeds before her eyes. 

Loft Ariadne raves, the thread the bore 

"Trails on unwinding, as fhe walks the thore; 
And Phaedra, defperate, fecks the lonely groves, 
‘To read her guilty letter while fhe roves; 

Red thame confounds the firft, the fecond wears 
“A ilarry crown, the third a halter bears. 

Fair Laodamia mourns her nuptial night 

OF love defrauded by the thirft of fight; 

Yet, for another as delufive cries, 

And, dauntiefs, fees her beroc’s ghoft arife, 
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_ Here Thifbe, Canace, and Dido, ftand, 
All arm’d with fwords, a fair, but angry-band : 
The fw.rd a lover own’d; a father gave 
The nexe; a ftranger chane‘d the lilt to leave. 
: And there, ev'n the, the goddefs of the grovey: 
Join’d with the phantomi-fairs, affedts to rove, 
As once, for Larmos, the forfook the plain; 
To fteal the kiffes of a lumbering fwain : 
Around her head a flarry fillet twines, 
And at the front a filver crefcent fhines. 

Thefe, and 2 thoufand, and a thoufand more, 
With facred rage recall the pangs they bore, ve 
Strike the deep dart afreth, and afk selief, 

Or footh the wound with foftening words of gricky . 
At fuch a tide, unheedful love invades 
‘The dark receffes of the madding thades ; 








Through iong defcent he fans the fogs around ; 
His purple feathers, as he flies, refound, 

«the nimbie beauties, crowding all to gage,.«, 
Perceive the common troubler of their cafes ‘ 
-Though dulling mifts and dubious day ettroy 
The fine appearance of the fluttering boy, 
Though all the pomp that glitters at his fide, 
The golden belt, the clafp and quiver hide ; 
‘And though the turch appear a gleam of white, 





‘That faintly fpots, and moves in hazy nighe, 
Yet ftill they know the god, the general foe, 
And threatening life their airy hands below. : 

. hence they lead him where -a-nigrild °- 

‘ood, verge ge 
The faddeft myrtle in the mouénful- wood y=: : 
Devote to vex the gods, twas here before y 
Hull's awful emprefs foft, Adonis bore, 
When the young hunter feorn'd her graver air, 
And only Venus warm’d his fhadow there. ys 

Fix'd to the trunk che tender boy they bind” 

They cord his feet benesth, his hands’! ghind ; 
He mourns, but vainly ‘moyrns his angry fate, 
For beauty, ftill:relenlefs, acts in hate. : 
} Though no offencebe done, no judge be aigh, 
Love mutt be guilty by the common cry; 

For all are pleas'd, by partial paffioa led, 
To thife their follies on ancther’s head. ; 

Now tharp reproaches ring their fhrill alarritiy: 
And all the heroines brandith all their arms; =S 
And every hezsine makes it her decree, 

‘That Cupid fuffer juft the famte as fhe. 

Yo fix the defperate halter one effay’d, 
One fecks to wound him with an emp} bléde, 
Some headlong hang the nodding rogks 6f air, 
They fall in fancy, and he feels defpair. 

Some tofs the hollow feas around his head 
(The feas thae want a wave afford 2 dread). 
Or fhake the torch, the fparkling fury flies, - 
And flames that never burn’d afflict his eyed, 

The mournful Myrrha burfts her rended woinh- 

And drowns his vifage in. a moitt perfume, 

While others, feeming mild, advife to wound 

With humorous pains by fly derifion found. 

That prickling bodkins teach the blood to flow, 

From whence the rofes firft begin +o glow; . a 

Or in their flames, to finge the be 

‘That all fhould choofe by wanton ney where, . 
The lovely Venus, with a b: g breathy 














She too fecurely through the circle preft,~." 


2 


as 
Forgot the parent, urg'd his hafty fate, 

‘And fparr'd the, ‘female rage beyond debate ; 
O’er all thee fygnes of fraiicy fw iftly rune, 

ter lyse hetfelf, and makes the crime her fon’s, 

Batya in ‘chains with Mars the chanc’d to 
lie, 

ry noted fable of the laughing fky; 

Chat, from her love’s intemperate heat, began 
*Bicanian Eryx, born afavage man; 

"€he loofe Priapus; and the muntfter- wight, 
Ed whom the fexes fhamefully nite. 

**"Nor words fuffice the goddefs of the fair, 
‘She {naps the rofy wreath that binds her hair; 
Ther on the’ God, who fear'd a tiercer woe, * 
Her handa, Unpitying, dealt the frequent blaw : 
From all his tender ikin a purple dew 

"The dreadful {courges of the chaplet drew, 

From whence the rife, by, Cupid tinig’d before, 
Now, doubly tinging, flames with luftre more. 

Here ends their wrath, the parent feems fevere, 

The firoke’s unfit for little Love to bear ; 
Fo fave theit foe the«melting beauties fly, 

nd, cruel mother, fpare thy child, they cry. 

‘6 love's ateount they plac’d their death of late, 
“And now transfer thefad account to fate: 
The mother, pleas'd, beheld the ftorm affwage, 
‘Thank'd the calmy mourners, and cifmifs’d her 

rage, 

.Thus Trey Zaace in dufky thade exprefs’d, 
“With empry terrors work’d the time of reft. 
‘Where, wretched love endur’d a world of woe, 
For alla wiitter’s length of night below. 

‘Then fodr'd; aa Deep diffglv'd, unchain’d away, 
And through the port-of ivory reach’d the day. 
As, mindlefs of their rage, she lowly fails 

Px. piitions cumber'd in the mifty.vales ; 
i (An, fool to light !) the nymphs no more obey, 
was ‘this region ever his to fway : 
at in a-deepen’d ring they clofe the plain, 
“And Rize’ abe god, reludtant all in vain. 








THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 





MERE waving pines the brows of ida fhade, 
fwain, young Paris, Nalf fupinely aid, [rove, 
the locfe flocks through fhrubs unaumber’d 
yond, piping, call’d-them to the gladded grove, 
"Pyras | there he met, the meflage of the fkies, 
That h¢,the judge of beauty, deal the prize. 
"The. ‘meffage ‘known ; one love with anxious mind, 
"Vo make his mother guard the time affign’d, 
Drew forth her proud white {wans, and trac’d the 
air 
‘That wheel ‘her. ghariot i in the purple air: 
- A.golden bow “behind his fhoulder bends, 
A golden quiver: at his fide depends; 
Pointing fo chefe'he nods, with fcarlefs ftate, 
And bids her fafely meet the grand debate. 
Another love procceds, with anxious care, 
Yo. niake higivory fleck the thining hair; 
Moves the joofe curls, and bids the | forehead fhow, 
Jn full expanfien, all its native fiow. 
A third enclafps the many-cclour’d ceft, 
\ Bud, by fancy, fets the filver veit ; 












THLE WORKS OF PARNELL. 


‘When, to her fons, with intermingled fighs, 
The guddefs of the rofy lips applies : 
’ Fis now, my darling boys, 2 time to fhow 
The love you feel, the filial aids you owe: 
Yet, would we think that any dar’d to itrive 
For charms, when Venus and her love’s alive? 
Or fhould the prize of beauty be deny’d, 
Has beauty’s emprefs aught to boaft befide ? 
And, ting’d with poifon, pleafing while it harms, 
My darts I trufted to your infant arms; 
If, when your hands have arch’d the golden bow, 
"The world’s great Ruler, hending, owns the blow, 
Let no contending form invade my due, 
‘Fall Juno's mien, nor Pallas’ eyes of blue. 
But, grac’d with eriumph, to che Paphian thore 
Your Venus bears the palins of conqteft o'er; 
And joyfal fee my-hundred altars there, 
With coftly gams perfume the wanton air. 
While thus the Cupids hear the Cyprian dame, 
The groves refounded where a goddefs came. 
The warlike Pallas march’d with mighty flride, 
Her fhield forgot, her helmet laid afide, » 
Her hair unbound, in curls and order flow’d, 
And peace, or fomething like, her vifage fhew'd; 
So, with her eyes ferene, and hopeful have, 
The long-ftretch'’d alleys of the wood fhe trac’d ; 
Bat, where the woods ‘a.fecond entrance found, 
With feepter’d pomp and golden:glory crown "he 
Tho-ftately, Junaftalk'd, to reach the feat, 
“And hear the fentence in the lu debate ; 
And long, feverely Jong, refent the grove; 
{n this, what boots it the’s the wife of Jove? 
Arm'd with a grace at length, fecure to win, 
The lovely Venus, fmiling, enters in; 
All fweet and fhit:ing, near the youth fhe drew, 
Hee rofy neck ambrofial odours threw; 
“Vhe facred feents diffus’d among the leaves, 
Ran down the woods, and fill'd their hoary caves 
The charms, fo amyrcus all, and each fo great, 
ihe conquer’d judge no ionger keeps his feat ; 
Oppref«'d with light, he drops his weary’d eyes, 
4nd fears he fhould be thought to doubt the prize 








ON 
ARABELLA FERMOR 


LEAVING LONDON, 


From town fair Arabella flies : 
The beayx‘anpowder'd grieve ; 

The rivers play before her eyes 

The breezes, fottly breathing, rife ; 
‘The fpring begins to live. 


MRS. 


Her lovers fwore, they muft expire = 
Yet quickly find their eafe; 

For, as fhe goes, their flames retire, 

Love thrives before a nearer fire, 
Efteem by diftant rays. 


Yet foon the fair-one will return, 
When fummer quits the plain : 

Ye rivers, pour the weeping urn; 

Ye breezes, fadly fighing, mourn ; 
Ye lovers, burn again, 


2 POEMS. 


*Tis conftancy enough in love 

‘That nature’s fairly fhewn = 
‘To fearch for more, will fraitlefs prove ; 
Romances, and the turtle dove, 

The virtue boaft alone. 





-A RIDDLE. * 


Uron a bed of humble clay, . 
In all her garments loofe, ’ . 

A proftitute my mother lay, 

~. To.yery comer’s ufe. 


Till one gallant, in heat of love, 
His own peculiar made hers ; “a e 
And to a region far above, 
And fofter beds, convey’d her. 
But, in his abfeneg, to his place 
His rougher rival came; 
And, with a cold conftrain’d embrace,, 
Begat me on the dame. 


TI then appear’d to public view 
A creature wondrous bright ; 
But fhortly perifhable too, 
"  Inconftant, nice, and light. 


On feathers not together faft me 
T wildly flew about, 

And from my father’s country pafs'd 
To find my mother out. 


‘Where her gallant, of her beguil’d, 
With me enamour’d grew, 
And 1, that was my mother's child, 

Brought forth my mother too, _ 
to 
Ls, ON THE 
DEATH OF MR. VINER. 


Is Viner dead? and fhall each Mufe become 

Silent as death, and as his mufic dumb? 

Shall he depart without a poet’s praife, 

Who oft to harmony has tun’d their lays? 

Shall he, who knew the elegance of found, 

Find no one voice to fing him to the ground ? 

Mufic and poetry arc fitter arts, 

Shew a like genius, and confenting hearts : 

My foul with his is fecretly ally’4, 

And! am fore’d to fpeak, fince Viner dy’d. 
Oh, that my Mufe, as once his notes, could fwell! 

That § might all his praifes fully tell ; 

That I might fay with how much {kill he play’d, 

How nimbly four extended firings furvey’ds. : 

How how and fingers, with a noble ftrife,” 

Did raife the vocal fiddle ineo life ; 

How various founds, in various order rang’d, 

By unobferv'd degrees minutely chang’d, 

‘through a vaft fpace could in divifions ran, 

Be all diftinet, yet all agree in one: 

And how the fleeter notes could fwiftly pafs, 

And Sip alternately from place to place; * 


-| A feeble light begets a 


‘ 69. 
The firings could with a fudden impulfe bound, 
Speak every touch, and tremble into found. 
The liquid harmony, a tuneful tide, 
Now feem’d to rage, anon would gently glides 
By turns wontd ehb and flow, would rife and fall, 
{ Be loudly daring, or be loftly timall : 
While ali was blended in one common name, 
‘Wave puth’d on wave, and all compos’d a ftream. 
‘The different tones melodioufly combin’d, 
Temper’d with art, in fweet confufion join’d 5 
The foft, the ftrong, the clear, the fhritl, the deep, 
Would fometimes foar aloft, and fometimes creep 5 
While every foul upon his motions hung, 
As though it were in tuneful concert itrung. 
His touch did ftrike the fibres of the heart, 
And alike trembling fecretly impart; 
Where various paffions did by turns fucceed, 
He made it cheerful, and he made it bleed 3 
Could wind it up into a glowing Bre, 
Vhen fhift the {cene, and teach it to expire. 
Oft have [ feen hios,’on a public ttage, 
Alone the gaping multitude engage ; 
‘The eyes and ears of each fpectator draw, 
Commend their thoughts, and give their pafficns 
law; . 
While other nuufic, in oblivion drown’d, 
Seem’d a deed pulfe, or a neyledted found, 
Alas! he’s gone, our great Apollo's dead, 
And all that’s fweet and tuneful with him fed; 
Hibernia, with one univerfal cry, 
Laments the lofs, and fpeaks his clegy. 
Farewell, thou author of refin’d delight, 
Too little known, too foon remov’d from fights 
Thofe fingers, which fuch pleafure did convey, 
Mutt now become to ftupid worms a prey: 
Thy grateful fiddle wiil for ever fland* 
A filent mourner for its maiter’s hand ; 
Thy art is only to he match’d above, 
Where mufic reigns, and in that mufic love 
Where thou wilt in the happy chorus join, 
And quickly thy melodious foul refint 
To the exalted pitch of harmony divine. 





EPIGRAM. 


“ Haud facile ¢mesgunt, quoram vistutibus obftat 
Res anguita domi—” . 


| Tue greatett gifts that natore does beftow, | 


Can't unaflifled to perfection grow + 

A fcanty fortune clips the wings of fame, 

And checks the progrefs of a rifing name! * 
Each daftard virtue drags a cuptive’s chain, 

And moves but lowly, for it moves with pain : 
Dometic cares fit hard upon the mind, [confin'd : 
And cramp thofe thoughts which fhould be un- 
The cries of poverty alarm the foul, 

Abate its vicour, its defigns control : 

‘The flings of want inflict the wounds of denth, 
And motion always ceafes with the breath, 

The love of friends is found a languid fire, 

That glares but faintly, and will foon éxpice ; 
Weak is its force, nor can its warmth be great, 
feeble heat, 

E iij 


TUE WORKS OF PARNELL. 


fom is ‘the Foret that muft feed the flame, 
35 abd fearce deferves a name. 





ON THE 


CASTLE OF DUBLIN. 1715. 
Sais boule ang inhahitan’s both wel 
‘Bed refemble cach ocher a- vear as can 
Brie ha ie 'decay’d, and in want of a y 
fhe athernew-builr, but mot finath’d ay t- es 












LOVE IN DISGUISE. 


‘To ftifle paffion, is no eafy thing 5 
A heart ‘in love iv always on the wing ; 
“The bold betrayer figtters ftili, 
Atia fans'the breath prepar’d to tell: 
“Semeltethe tongue, and tuncs the throat, 
And moves thé lips to form the note; 
And when"the [peech is loft, 
It then fends out its ghoft, 
A little Sigh, 
‘To fay we die. [prove ; 
"Tis ftrange the ait that cools, a flame fhould 
But worider not, it is the air of love, 





¥et, Chloris, I cin make love look’ well, 
And cover bleeding wounds f can’t conceal ; 
My words fuch artful accepts break, 
You think E rather act than fpeak: 
My fighs enliven’d through a fniile, 
Yaur anfuspecting thoughts beguile; 
“My eyes are vary’d fo, 
“You can’t their withes h 
: And I’m fo gay, 
You ink 1 play. 
«Happy contrivance ! fuch as can’t be priz’d, 
*¥o live in love, and yet to live difguis'd! 









know : 





“CHLORIS APPEARING IN A. LOOKING- 
- GLASS. : 


Orr have { {een a piece of art, 
Of light and fhade the mixture fine, - 
Speak of all the palions of the heart, 
And thew true life in every line. 


But what io this before my eyes, 
“With every feature, every grace, 
Phat frikes with lewe and with (urprife, 
And gives me all the vital face 


It is not.Chleris: for, behold, 
‘The’ fuifting phantom coves and goes ; 
And when "tis here, “tis pale aud cold, 
Nor any female fofinels knows. 





‘Bir cher | image, for T feel 
‘Thevery pains that Chiariy gives 5 3 


Her charms are there, | know them well, 
i fee what in my bofom lives. 


Oh, could I but the picture fave ! 

“Tis drawn by her own matchlefs fill ; 
Nature the live'y colours gave, 

And the need only look to kill. 


Ah! fair one, will it not fuffice, 
Yat f theuld once your viétims tie; 
Unlefe you multiply your eyes, 
And ftrive to make me doubly die? 








ON A LADY WITH FOUL BREATH. 


Art thru alive? It cannot be, 

{hese’sfo much rottennefs in tl 

Corruption oly isin deach ; 

Aid what's nove putrid than thy breath ? 

Think vot you live becavfe you fpeak, 
ave fuch hoilow founds can make; 

And refpiration can’t fulfice, 

Yor vapours do from caverns-rife ¢ 

From tuch the noifome ftenehes come, 

Thy mouth betrayéthy breaft.a tomb, 

"Thy body isa ‘carpfe thar goes, 

By magic rais’d-frem its repofe + 

A peftilence, that walks by day, 

But falls at night to worms and clay. 

But I will to my Chloris run, 

Who will not Jet me be undone : 

Phe fweets her virgin-breath contains 

Are fitted to remove my pains; 

‘There wili t healing ne@ar fip, 

And, to be sav’d, approach her lip, 

‘Theugh, if 1 couch the matchlets dame, 

I'm fure to born with inward flame, 

Chus, when I would onedanger fhun, 

Pm ftraight upon.ariother thrown: 

I feck a cure, one fore to eafe, © 

Yet in that cure’s a new difeafe : 

But love, though fatal, ftill can blefs, 

And greater dangers hide the lets; 

Pll go where paffion bids me fly, 

And cho-fe my death, fince 1 muft die; 

‘Ae doves, purlued by birds of prey, 

Veniure with milder man to fay. 











ON THE NUMBER THREE, 


Beapry refts notin one fix’d place, 
But icems to reign in every face 5 
"11. nothing furc but fancy thea, 
in various forms, bewitching men; 
Or is its shape and colour franv’d, 
Proportion jaf, and weman nanyd? 
tt fancy sul’a mn deve, 

fi cp fo itrongly move ? 
look agree, 
‘ower an three? 













POEM 8 


In three it fhews a different face, 

Each fhining with peculiar grace. 
Kindred a native likenefs gives, 
Which pleafes, as in all it lives; 

And, where the features difagree, 

We praife the dear variety. 

‘Then beauty furely ne’er was yet, 

So much unlike itfelf, and fo complete. 


ESS AY 
ON 
THE DIFFERENT STYLES OF POETRY. 


TO HENRY LORD VISCOUNT BOLINGBROREs 


 .Vetibus addere calcar, 
“ Ut ftudio majore petant Helicona virentem.” 
Hor. Ep. ii. 3. 


Allegory is in itfelf fo retir'd a way of writing, 
that it was thought proper to fay fomething be- 
fore hand concerning this piece, which is entirely 
framed upon it. The defign, therefore, is to fhow 
the feveral ftyles which have been made ufe of by 
thofe who have endeavoured ¢o write verfe. The 
{cheme, by which it is csrried on, fuppofes an old 
Grecian poet ‘couching hie.obfervatians or inftruc- 
tions within an allegory; which allegory is wrought 
out upon the fingle word fight, as in the figura- 
tive way it fignifies a thought above the common 
Jevel: Here wit is made to be Pegafus, and the 
poet his rider, who flies by feveral countries where 
he mutt not touch, by which are meant fo many 
vicious ftytes, and arrives at laft at the fublime. 
This way of writing isnot only very engaging, to 
the fancy, whenever it is well performed, but it 
has been thonght allo one of the firft that the 
poets made ufe of, Hence arofe many of thofe 
ftories concerning the heathen gods, which at 
firft were invented to infinuate truth and morali- 

. ty more pleafingly, and whioh afterwards made 
poetry irfelf more’ folemn,.when they happened 
ta be reccived into the heathen divinity. And in- 
deed, there feems to be no likelier way by: which a 
pretical genins may yet appear as an original, 
thun that he fhould proceed with a full compafs of 
thought and kuowledge, cither to defign his plan, 
or to beautify the parts of it, in an allegorical 
manner, We are much behulden to antiquity for 
thofe excellent compofitions by which writers at 
prefent form their minds ;,but it is not fo mych re~ 
quired of us to adhere merely to thir fables, as 
to obferve their manner. For, if we preclude 
our own invention, poetry wii] confit only in-ex- 
preffion, or fimile, or the application of old fo- 
Tics; and the utmoft chara@er to which a genius 
can arrive will depend on imitation, or a bor- 
rowing from others, which we muft agree toge- 
ther not to call fteating, becaufe we take only 
from the anci a pocts a= 
mongft ourfdl a, who 
Dave fuccebsfully ventured fe 5 








FR 
may fet us fee, that invention is not bounded by 
whar ha: been done before: they may open :¢r. 
imaginations, and he one method of prefer 

us from writing without {chemes, “As for whae 
relates any further particulerly to this poem, ‘Fie 
rexder will obferve, that its aim is inftru@ion., 
Perhaps a reprefemation of feveral miftakes and 
difficuities, which happen to many who write po- 
etry may deter fome from attempting’ what they: 
have not been made for- and perhaps the defcrip- 
tion of feveral beauties belonging to it may aff 
hints rowards forming.a genius for délighting gid 
improving mankind. If either ef thefe happen,’ 
the poem is ufeful ; and upon that account ite faulks. 
may be more eafily excufed., : : 


1 uate the vulgar with untungful mind; _ 
Hearts uninfpir’d, and fenfcs utrefin’ 
Hence, ye profane : I raife the foundi firing, 
And Bolingbroke defcends tohear me‘fing. 

‘When Greece could truth in myitic fable shrouds 
| And with delight inftrude the liesing crowd, 
An ancient poct (time has loft his name 
| Deliver'd ftrains on verfe to futuré fame: 
| Still, as he fung, he touch'd the trembling lyre, 
| And felt the notes a sifing’ warmth infpire. 
| Ye fweetening graces, in the mufic throng, 

Aflift my genius, and retrieve the fong 
From dark oblivion. See, my genius goes” 
"To call it forth, "Twas thus the poem fofe, 

“ Wit is the Mufe’a horfe, and bears on hign 
The daring rider to the Mufes’ tky: 

Who, while his ftrength to mount: aloft he tties, 
By regions varying in their nature flies, 

At firtt, he rifeth o’er a lar tail, = 
A barren, hard, and eudefersia, fh 
Where only weeds from hegsy labour grat,” 
Which yet the tiation prune, and keep for thow; 
| Where coupling jingling on their accent run, 
Whofe point of cpigram is funk to pun; * 
Where ¢ wings by fancy never feather’d fly, 
Where lines in meafure form’d in hatchets lie; 
Where altars fland, ereéted porches grape, {th : 
And fenfe is cramp’d while words are pardé 
Where mean acroftics, labour’d in a frame. 
On {catter’d letters, raife a painful ichemes. 
And, by confinement in their work, cai 
The great enlargings of the boundisfs four 5 
Where if a warriot’s elevated fice | 
Would all the brighteft ftrokes of ‘werfe requirg: 
Then ftraight in anagram:-a wretched crew“ 
Will pay their undeferving praifes too; 

Wile on the rack his poor disjointed name, .. 
Muft tell ics matter’s chasaéter to fame, 

And (if my fire and fears aright prefage) 

The labouring writers of afuture age 
Shall clear new ground, and grots and caves refiat 
‘Yo civilize the babbling echoes there. 

Then, while a lover treads a lonely walk, 

His voice fhall with its own reflection talk 

‘The clofing founds of ali the vain device: 

Sele& by trouble frivoluudly nice, 















$ Thefe, and the like conceits, of putting’ poems: into; 

feveral thapes, by the different lengtte-of hich, are 

quent in ald pork: vf moil languages.” cf 
Eni 





_ Can things like thefe to lating praife pretend? 


~a@nd trifles merit in tlie court of fame 


” ‘Which newer arm their hero for the field, 
“Nor with prophetic ftory paint the Shield, 


~ We never ftamns ics image on the thought ; 


td 
‘Refound through verfe, and with a falfe pretence 
Support the dialogue, and pafs for tenfe. 


Can any mufe the worthlefe toil befriend ? 
Ve facred virgins, in my thoughts ador’d, 
Ah, be for ever in my lines deplor'd, 

If tricks on words acquire an cudlefs name, 





At this the poet ftood concern’d a while 
And view'd his objects with a feornful trile : 
"Phen other images of kifferent kind, 

With different workings, enter’d on his mined; 
‘At whole approach, he {lt the former gone, 
‘And fhiver'd in conceit, and thus went on : 

“ By a cold region next the rider goes, 
‘Where ail lies cover’d in eternal fnows ; 

Where no bright genius drives the chariet high, 

‘To glitter on the ground, and gild the fky. 

Bleak level realm, where frigid Myles abound, 

‘Where never yet a daring thought was found, 
ut counted fere is poetry defin’d ; 

And ftarv'd conceits, that chill the reader's mind, 

A little fenfe ig many words imply, 

And:draf‘in loitering numbers flow!y by. 

Here dry fententions {pecches, half aricep, 

Prolong'd in lines, o’er many pages creep ; 

Nor ever fhow the paifions well expreis’4, 

Nor raife like paffions in another's breaft. 

Here flat narrations fair exploits debate, 

In meafures void of every fhining grace ; 














Nor fix the creft, nor. make the feathers wave, 
Nor with their charagters reward the brave ; 
Undeck’d they ftand, and unadorn’d with praiie, 
And fail to profit, while they fail to pleafe. 

Here fore’d detcription is fo tangely wrought, 


The lifelefs trees may fland for ever bare, 
And rivers ftop, for aught the readurs carey 
"They fee no branches trembling ia the woods, 
Nor bear the murmurs of increating floods, 
Which near the roots with ruffled waters flow, 
And thake the fhadows of the boughs below. 
Ah, Jacred verfe, replete with heaventy Aame, 
Such cold endeavours would invade thy name! 
{Phe writer fondly would in thefe furvi 
Which, wanting fpirit, never feem’d alive : 
But, if applaufe or fame attend his pen, 
Let breathlefs ttatnes pals fog breathing men.” 
Here feem’d the finger toucl’d at whag he 
fung, 
And grief a while dclay'd his hand and tongye : 
But fon he check’d his fingers, chofe a ftrain, 
And Alourith’d frill, and thus arofc again : 
“ Pafs the next region which appears to fhow ; 
2is very open, unimprov'd, and low ; 
No noble flights of elevated thovght, 
No nervous ftrength of fenfe nsturely wrought, 
Pcfiets this realm, but common turns are there, 
Which idly fportive move with child air. 
On callow wings, and like a ‘plague of tiivs, 
"The little fancies in a poens riie, 
The jaded reader every where to ftrike, 
And move his po‘Tions every where alike. 





ey 





THE WORKS OF PARNELI. 


There all the graceful aympiss ave ters'd to p'a 

Where any water bubbles in the way : 

‘Chere fhagey fatyrs are oblig’d to rave 

Tn all the fields, and over all the grove : 

There every far is fummon’d from irs fphere, 

To drefs one face, and make Clorinda fai 

There Cupids fling their darts in every fong, 

Whilit nature ands negleéted alll along : 

Vill the teaz"d hearer, vex'd at lalt co find 

One conftanz cbject fill ult the mind, 

Adiires no more at what's no longer new, 

And haftes to fun the perfecuting view. 

Chere bright farprifes of poetic rage 

(Whole ftrength and beauty, more confirm’d in 

age 

For having lafted, laft the longer fill) 

By weak attempts are imitated ill, 

Or carvied on beyond their proper light, 

Or with refinement flourifh’d out of fight, 

There metaphors on metaphors abound, 

And fenie by differing images confcund : 

Strange injud: ranagenrent of thought, 

Not born to rage, nor into methnd brought. 

ab, facred Mule! from {uch a realm retreat, 

Nor idly wafte the influence of thy heat 

On fhallow foils, where quick productions rife, 

And wither as the warmth that rais’d them dics,” 
Here o’er his breaft a fort of pity roll’d, 

Which fomething labouring in the mind controll’d, 

And made him touch the loud rcfourding frings, 

While thus with mufic’s ‘tronger tones he fings: 
“ Mourt higher fil, fill keep thy faithful feat 

Mind th. i reins, and curb thy courfers heat; 

let him touch the realms that next appear, 

fe hanging turrets feem a fall ta fear; 

Acd firangely ftand along the tracts of air, 

Where thunder rolis, and bearded comets glare. 

‘The thoughts that moft extravagantly foar, 

“The words that found asif they meant to roar ; 

¥or rant and noife are offer’d here to choice, 

And ftand cleted by the public voice. 

All fchemes are flighted which attempt to fhinc 

At once with flrange and probable defign 5 

“Lis here a mean conceit, a vulgar view, 

‘That hears the feaft refpe® to feeming trues 

While every trifling turn of things is feen 

‘Ye move by gods defce! in machine. 

Here welling fines with Ralking frut proceed, 

And in the clouds terrific rumblings breed ; 

Hee fiugle heroes deal grim deaths around, 

And armies pervidh in tremenduous found 5 

Here fearful montters are preferv'd to die, 

In fuch a tumult as affrights the fly ; 

For-which the golden fun fhall hide with dread, 

And Neptune lift his fedgy-matted head, 

Admire the roar, and dive with dire ditmay, 

and Jeck his deepeit chanibers in the fea. 

‘fo raife their fabj-g thus the lines devile, 

And fuife extravagance would fain forprife; 

ve untouch'd by fear, 

And uediturb’d at bellowing moniters here + 

But with compaflicn guard the brain of men, 

Ii thes hey bellow chrough the poets pen : 

So wail the reacie:'s eyes difeern aright 

“Phe raihelt {aily from the nobleft dight, 












































POE 


‘And find that only boat and found agree 

To feem the life and voice of majefty, 
When writers rampant on Apollo call, 

‘And bid him enter and poffefs them ail, 
‘And make his flames afford a wild pretence 
"To keep them unreftrain’d by common fenfe, 
Ah, facred verfe* left reafon quit thy feat, 
Give nove to fuch, or give a gentler heat.” 

'Pwas here the finger felt his temper wrought 
By fairer profpeéts, which arofe to thought ; 
‘And in himfelf a while colleéted fat, 

‘And much admir’d at this, and much at that; 
‘Till all the beanteous forms in order ran, 
And then he took their track, and thus began : 

« Above the beauties, far above the fhow 
in which weak nature dreffes here below, 
srands the great palace of the bright and fine, 
Where fair ideas in full glory thine ; 

Eternal models of cxalted parts, 

The pride of minds, and conquerors of hearts, 
yy the firft arrival here, are feen 

‘Kang’d walks of bay, the Mules’ evergreen, 
Each fweetly fpringing from fome facred bough, 
‘Whole circling fhade adorn’d a poet's brow, 
While through the leaves, in unmolefted ikies, 
‘The gentle bréathing of applaules dies, 

And flattering founds are heard within the breeze, 
“And pleafing murmur runs among the trees, 
And falls of water join the flattering fourds, 
‘And murmur fofténing from the fhore rebounds. 
"Che warbled melody, the lovely fights, 

‘The calms of folitude infpire delights, 

The daazled eyes, the ravith'd eats, are caught, 
"The panting heart unites to purer thought, 

And grateful fhiverings wander o'er the fkin, 
‘And wondrous ecitacies arife within, 

‘Whence admiration overflows the mind, 

Aud leaves the pleafure.felt, but undefin'd. 
Stay, daring rider, now no longer rove ; 

Now pafs tu find the palace through the grovez 
Whate’er you fee, whate’er you feel, difplay 
‘The realm you fought for; daring rider, flay. 

Here various fancy fpreads a vasied fccne, 
And judgment likes the fight, and looks ferene, 
And can be pleas’d itfelf, and helps to pleafe, 
And joins the work, and regulates the lays. 
"Thus, on a plan defign'd by double care, 

‘The building rifes in the glittering air, 
‘With juft ugreement fram’d in every part, 
And {moothly polith'd with the niceft art. 

Here laurcl-boughs, which ancient heroes wore, 
Now not fo fading as they prov’d before, 
‘Wreath round the pillars which the poets rear, 
And flope their points to make a foilage there. 
Here chaplets, pull’d in gently-breathing wind, 
And wrought by levers innocently kind, 

Hung o’er the porch, their fragrant odours give, 

And frefh in lafting fong for ever live. 

The shades, for whdm with fuch indulgent care 

Fame wreaths the boughs, or hangs the chaplets 
there, é 

"To deathlef henours thus preferv’d above, 

For ages conquer, cr for ages love. 

Here hold defeription paints the wall 
Her pencil touches, and the world is ic 
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The fields look beauteous in their flowery: 
‘The mountains rear aloft, the vales ful 
‘The cities rife, the rivers feem to play, ‘ 
And hanging rocks repel the foaming fea ; 
The foaming feas their angry billows thow, 
Curi’d white above, and darkly roli’d below, 
Or ceafe their rage, and, as they calmly lic, 
Return the pleafing pitures of the fky5~ 
The fkies, extended in an open view, 
Appear a lofty diftant arch of blue, 
In which defeription ftains the painted-bow, 
Or thickens clouds, and feathers-out the foo: 
Or mingies blufhes in the morning ray, 
Or gilds the noon, or tunas an evening grays” 
Here, on the pedeftals of yvar and peace,’ 
In different rows, and with g different grace, 
Fine itatues proudly ride, or nobly. ftan: 
To which narration with a pointi 
Direéts the fight and makes ex: 
By boldly veuturing to dilate in praife 5 
While chofen beauties lengthen cut the fong, 
Yet make her hearers never think it long. 
Or if, with clofer art, with {prightly mein, 
Scarce like herfelf, and more like Action feeny 
She bids their facts in images arife, 
And feem to pafs before the reader’s cyes, 
‘The words like charms inchanted aigfion give, 
And all the ftatues of the palacedieg, 
hen hofts embattled ftretch’ their lines, afer, 
“Pheir leader’s fpeeches animate the war, 
The trumpets found, the feather'd arrows fly, 
The fword is drawn, the lance is tofsid ay 
high, © : ‘ 
The brave prefs on, the fainter forces weld; 
Aud death in different. fhapes defopant sche Seid 
Or, thould the shepherds besiiipo ; 
Amintor’s jolly. pipe 










eatpos' replay, 
My. pipe deguiles the dayy 
And jocund echos daliy with the found, 
Aad nymphs in meafures trip along the ground, 
And, ere the dews have wet the grafs below, 
Turn homewards finging all the way they go, 
Here, as on circumftance narrations dwell, 
And tell what moves, and hardly feem 4o.teHf 
The toit of heroes on the dufty plains, . 
Or cn the green the merriment of fwaing 
Reflegtion ipeaks: then all the forms thagrofe 
In hfe’s inchanted Scene themfelves.saxsipete 5 
Whit the grave voice, controlling @ik4! he fpells, 
With folemn utterance, thus the meal tells: 
« So public worth its enemies defffoye, 
* Or private innocence itfelf enjoys.” 
Here alj the pailions, for. their greater fway, 
In all the power of words themfelves array; 
Aud hence the foft pathetic gently charms, - 
And hence the bolder fills the breaft with arms. 
Svecet love in riusabets finds a world of darts, 
And with defirings:wounds the tender hearts, 
Pair hope difplays its pinions to the wind, 
And flutters in the lines, and lifts the mind. 
Brik joy with tranfport fills the rifing fivain, 
ks in the notes, and bounds in every veins 
ern courage, glittering in the fparks of-ire, 
Inflames those lays that fet the breaft ontfire. 
Averffon learns ro fly with fwifter will, 











“| Ip numbers taught to reprefent an ill. 


* 
Bs frightful accents fear produces fears ; 
“By fad expreffion forrow melts to tears: 
‘And dir ement aud defpair are brought 
By words of horror through the wilds of thought. 
*Tig thus tumultuous paffions learn to roll; 
‘Thus, arm’d with poetry, they win the foul. 
Pafs farther through the dome, another view 
Would now the pleafures of thy mind renew, 
<Mhere oft defcfiption for the colours goes, 
Which raife and animate its vative fhows; 
Where uft narration feeks a florid grace 
‘To keep from finking ere ’tis time to ceafe; 
‘Where eafy turn: reflechon looks to find, 
“When mora's ain at drefs to pleafe che mind; 
Whare lively figures are for ufe array’d, ; 
‘And thefe an aQion, thofe a paffion, aid. 
- There modeft metayhors in order fit, 
With unaffected, undifguifing wit, 
"Phat leave their wn, andfeek another's place, 
Not fore’d, but changing with an eafy pace, 
To deck a,notion faintly feen before, 
“And truth -preferves her fhape, and fhines the 

More, 

By thefe the beauteous fimiles refide, 

Yo look morc open, in defign ally’d, 

‘Who, fond of likenefs, from anmther’s face 
Bring every feature’s correfponding grace, 
‘With near approaches in expreffion flow, 

And take the turn their pattern loves to fhow ; 
Asin a glafs the fhadows meet the fair, 

And dféfs atid pracife with refembling air. 
“hos truth by pleafure doth her aim purfue, 
Looks bright, and fixes on the doubled view. 

‘There repetitions one another meer, 
Exprefsly trong, or languifhing!y fweet, 
And raife the fort of fentiment they pleafe, 
And urge the fort of fentiment they raife. 

There clofe in order are the queftiens plac'd, 
Which march with art conceal’d in fhows of hafte, 
And work the reader till his mind be brought 
‘To make ita anfwers in the writer’s thoughr, 

For thus the moving paffions {cem to throng, 
And with their quicknefs force the foul along ; 
And thus the foul grows fond they {hould prevail, 
When every qucflion feems a fair appeal ; 

“And if by juit degrees of ftrength they fear, 

Th fteps as equal each affcéts the more. 

There ftrange commotion, naturally fhown, 
Speaks on regarclefs that fhe fpeaks alone, 

Nor minds if they to whom fhe talks be near, 
Nor carts if that to.which the talk» can hear, 
‘The warmth of anger dares an abfent foe; 

‘The words of pity {peak to tears of woe ; 

‘The love that hopes, on errands fends the breeze; 
Aind love defpaiting moans to naked trees, 

“Phere ftand the new creations ef the mule, 
Poetic perfons; whom the writers ule 
“Whene’er a canfe magnificently great 
Would fix atrention with peculiar weight. 

‘Tis hence that h le provinces ave 
"Transform’d ro marrons with negkedled mien, 
Who call their warriors in a mourntn] 
And thew ¢ crowns of turrets on tl 
‘While over urns reclining rivers moan 

“hey thould eviricti a nation not their own, 
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’Tis hence the virtues cre no more confin'd 
To be but rules of reafon in the mind; 
The heavenly forms ftart forth, appear to breathe, . 
And in bright fhapes converfe with men beneath 5 
And, as a god in combat valour leads, ~ 
In council prudence as a goddefs aids. 
‘There exclamations all the voice employ 
In fudden flufhes of concern or joy : 
Then fees the fluices, which the paffions bound, 
To burft afunder with a fpeechlefs found ; 
And then with tomult and furprife they roll, 
And thew the cafe importan: in the foul, 
There rifing fentences attempt to,fpeak, 
Which wonder, forrow, shame, or anger break ; 
But fo the part direéts to find the reft, 
That what remains behind is more than guefs’d. 
‘Thus fill'd with eafe, yet Jeft unfinith’d too, 
The fenfe looks large within the reader's view : 
He free'y gathers all the paffion means, 
And artful filence more than words explains, 
Methinks a thuufand graces more I fee, 
And | could dwell—but when would thought be 
free? 
Engaging method ranges al the band, 
And fmooth tranfition joins them hand in hand ; 
Around the mufic of my lays they throng, 
Ah, too deferving objeés of my fong ! 
Live, wondrous palace, live fecure of time, 
To fenfes harmony, to fouls fublime, 
And juft proportion all, and great defign, 
And lively colours, and an air divine. 
Vis here that, guided by the Mates’ fire, 
And fik’d with facred thought, her friends rev 
tire, 
Unbent to care, and unconcern'd with noife, 
‘To tafte repofe and elevated joys, 
Which in a deep untroubled ieifure meet, 
Screnely ravifhing, politely fweet. 
From hence the charms that moft engage they 
choafe, ; 
And, as they pleafe, the glittering objects ufe; 
White to their genius, more than art, they truft, 
Yet art acknowledges their labours juft. 
From hence they look, from this exalted fhow, 
‘To choofe their fubje@ in the world below, 


. And where an hero welj deferves a name, 


They confecrate his aéts in fong to fame ; 
Or, if a feiencc unadorn’d they find, 
They fmooth its look (to pleafe and teach the 
mind; 

And where a fricndfhip’s generoufly ftrong, 
They celebrate the knot of fouls in fong ; 
Or, if the verfes mutt inflame defire, 
The thonghts are melted, and the words on fire: 
But, when the temples deck’d with glory fand, 
And hymns of gratitude the gods demand, 
‘Their be-foms kindle with celeftial love, 
And then alone they cait their eyes above. 

Hail, facred verte! ye facred Mutes, hail! 











Could 1 your pleaiures with your fire reveal, ~ 
‘The world might thea be taught to knew you 
right, 


rage, and envy my delight. 
w where your pointed beams 
ng foct in golden itreams, 


P@OEM 8. 


‘The bright appearance dazzles fancy’s eyes, 
And weary’d-out the fir’d attention lies; 
Enough, my verfes, have you work'd my breatt, 
T'll feck the facred grove, and fink to reft.” 
No longer now the avith'd poet fung, 
His voice in cafy cadence left the tengue ; 
Nor o’er the mufic did his fingers fly, 
"Phe founds ran tingting, and they feem’d to die. 
Q, Bolingbroke | O favourite of the fkies, 
O born to gifts by which the nobleft rife, 
Improv'd in arts by which the brightett pleale, 
Intent to bufinefs, and polite for eafe ; 
Sublime in eloquence, where loud applaufe 
Hath fly?d thee patron of a nation’s caufe, 
"Twas there the world perceiv'd and own’d thee 
great, 
Thence Anna call’d thee to the reins of fate; 
“ Go, faid the yrcateft queen, with Oxford go, 
And till the tumults of the world below, 
Exert thy powers, and profper ; he that knows 
To move with Oxford, never fhould repofe.” 
She fpake : the patriot overfpread thy mind, 
‘And all thy days to public good refign’d. 
Tie might thy foul. fo wonderfully wrought 
Jor every depth end turn of curious thought, 
‘Po this the poet's {weet reecfs retreat, 
And thence report the pleasures of the feat, 
Weferibe the raptures which a writer knows, 
When in his breaft a vein of fancy glows, ‘ 
Deleribe his bufinels while he works the mine, + 
Defcribe his temper when he fees it thine, 
Or fay, when readers caly verfe infnares, 
}ow much the writer’s mind can adt on theirs: 
Whence images, in charming numbers (ct, 
A fort of Jikene(s in the foul heger, 
And what fair vifions oft we fancy nigh 
By fond dejufions of the fwimming eye, 
Or further picrce through pature’s maze to find 
How paffions drown give paffions to the mind. 
Oh, what a fweet confation! what ferpif | 
How qnick the fhifting views of pleafure rile! 
While, ight-y kimming, with a trunfient wing, 
1 touch the beauties which I with ‘0 fing. 
Is vere a fovereign regent of the foul, 
And fitted all its motions to control? 
Or are they fifters, tun’d vt ance above, 
And fhake like unifons if either move ? 
For, when the numbers fing an eager fight, 
I've heard a foldier’s voice expres delight; 





a 

T’'ve fcen his eyes with crowding fpirits thine, 

And round his hilt his hand unthinking twine. 

Wher from the fhore the fickle Trojan flies, 

And in fweet meafures poor Eliza dies, 

F've feen the book forfake the virgin’s hand, 

And in her eyes the tears but hardly ftand. 

I’ve known her blufh at foft Corinna’s name, 

And in red characters confefs a flame > 

Or with fuccefs had more adorn’d his arms, 

Who gave the world for Cleopatra’s charms. 

Ye fons of glory, be my firit appeal, 

If here the power of lines thefe imnes reveal. 

When fome great youth has with impetuous 
thought 7 

Read o'er atchievements which another wrought,” 

Ani feen his courage and his honour go FS 

Through crowding nations in triumphant fitow, 

His foul, enchanted by the words he reads, 3 

Shines all impregnated with {parkling feeds, 

And courage here, and honour there, appear 

In braves defign that foars beyond his years; 

And this a {pear, and that a chariot lends, © 

And war and triumph he by turns attends; 

‘Thus gallant pleafures are his waking dream, 

Tili fome fair caufe have call’d him forth’ te 
fame. 

Then, form’d to life on what the post made,” 

And breathing flaughter, and‘in arms arrey"d, 

He marches forward on the daring foe, 

And emulation aés in every blow. 

Great fleétor’s fhade in fancy ftalks along, ~ 

Fr. m rank to rank amongft the martial throng; 

While from his aéts he learrs a noble rage, . 

And fhines like Heétor in the prefent age. 

‘Thus verfe will raife him to the vittor's bays;"* 

And verse, that ‘rais’d him, thall refound ‘bis 
praife, as 

Ye tender beauties, be my witnefs too, 

If fong can charm, and if my fong be true, 

With tweet experience oft a fair may find 

Her paffions mov’d by paflions well defign’d; 

And then fhe longs to meet a gentle fwain, 

Aud Jongs to love, and to be lov'd again. 

And if by chance an amorous youth appears, ~~ 

With pants and bluthes fhe the courtthip hears;. 

And finds a :ale that muft with theirs ayree, 

And he's Septimius, and his Acme fhe : 

Thus ‘oft in thought her melted heart the gives, 








4. Aud the rais’d lover by the poet lives. 
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Let Gartu with fharp, but falutary fpleen, 
As mufic gentle, but as lightning keen, 

In phyfic’s mock folemnity appear, 

Or with corseé? defcription charm your eat. 


ANON, EPISTLE TO A LADY. 
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Samuet Gaarn was of a good family in Yorkthire ; but the year and place of his birth afe not” 


certainly known, 
From {ome {chool in his own coungy, he was fent to Peter-Houfe College in Cambridge, where. : 


he refided till he commenced Doétor of Phyfic, July 7. 1691. 
He now repaired to London, where he refolved to fettle in the practice of his profeffion, and 
was cxamined before the College of Phyficians 12th March 1691-2, and admitted a Fellow 26th 
June 1693. 
He was foon fo much diftinguifhed by his converfation and accot 
extenfive pradtice, and had the favour and confidence of the W. 


Tories. 7 
Tn 1696, he ated a confpicuous part in the famous diffenfion in the College of Phy: 
serning che obfervance of an edigt, paffed a8th July 1687, requiring all the Fellows, 
and Licentiates to give gratuitous advice to the neighbouring poor. 

He is always mentioned as a man of benevolence ; and, on this occafion, he concurred, with 
majority of the Cullege, in enforcing the obfervance of the ediét, and in adopting a propofition i 
for a fub(cription among the members, to accommodate the poor with medicines at prime coft, by 
preparing them in a proper difpenfatory for that purpofe. * 

This work of charity having expofed him and the phyficians with whom he adted to a malignant 
eppofition from fome members of the College, and the Society of Apothecaries, he refolved to ex* 
pofe their envy and refentment in a proper fatire. 

He was not long in executing his purpofe with peculiar {pirit and vivacity, in his admirable bur-~ 
lefque poem, intituled Tbe Difpenfary, which came out fiugrante delfo,and co-operating with the pad- 
fions and prejudices then prevalent, was univerfally and liberally applauded. I: was on the fide of 
charity, againft. the intrigues of intereft; and of regular learning, againft licentiows ufarpae _ 
tion of medical authority ; and was therefore naturally favoured by thofe who read and can judge 


mplifhments, as to obtain very” 
higs, as Radcliffe had of the 


ficians, cons 
Candidates, 
\ 


3 





ef poetry. 
It was dedicated to Anthony Henley, Efq., and had commendatory verfes before it, by Charles 


Boyle, afterwards Earl of Orrery, Colonel Codrington, Thomas Cheek, Efq., and Colone) Blunt 5 
and bore three impreffions in a few months. 

In 1697, he {puke the Harveian Oration, before the College in Warwick-Lene, 
fatisfaQion of the auditors, and his own honour,” as it is expreffed in the regifter of the College. 

The applaufe with which it was received by the College, was confirmed by the public, who, ia 
this inflance, teftificd almoit an equal admiration of the poet, who expofed, in the genteelcft fas 
tire, the mean-fpirited intrigues of the falfe brethren of the Facuky, ard of the orator, who ridi- 
euled, with a juft {pirit and inimitable humour, the wnilchsewous knavery ef the multifarious claffes 


* tothe great 


ef quacks. 
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fn the Harzeian Oration, ke intcoduced an animated apoftrophe to King William, * Ad te mune 
eoronidis loco convertimur Gulielme Augufte,” &c., and an eloquent encomitm on the bleflings of 
the Revolution. . 3 

On the death of Dryden, in r301, he performed a memorable a& of generofity and tendernefs, 
in providing a fuitable interment to hia fhamefully abandoned corpfe; which he caufed to be 
Brought to the College of Phyficians, propofed and encouraged a fubfcription for defraying the ex- 
pence of a funeral, pronounced a proper oration over the great poet’s remains, and afterwards ate 
tended the folemnity from Warwick Lane to Weftminfter Abbey. 

For this one pious action, the memory of Garth will be regarded with everlafting honour and 
gratitude, by the admirers of the great father of genuine Englifh poetry, 

Jn 1702, he was clected one of the cenfors of the College of Phyficians, 

Being an active and zealous Whig, he was an original member of the Kit-Kat Club, eftablithed 
3a 1703, which confifted of about thirty noblemen and gentlemen, diftinguifhed by a warm zeal 
for the fucceffion in the Houfe of Hanover. 

Ie received its name from one Chriftopher Kat, a pattry-couk, near the tavern in King-Street, 
Weflminfter, where they met, who often ferved (hem with tarts, and other things iu his way. 

Old Jacob Tonfon, the bookfeller, was their fceretary ; and the portraits of all the original mam- 
bers of the club, painted by Kneller, were long in the poffellign of his family at Baro-elms, and are 
now the property of Richard Beker, Efy., and ate at his houfe in Hill-Street, Betkley Square, 
London, TH 4 

Yo concert with Halifax, and other members of the Club, who recommended loyalty and liberty, 
by the powerful influence of wit and pleafantry, Garth furnithed extempore epigrams on the moft 
eelebrated Whig beauties, which were infcribed on their drinking glaffes, 

Ke was familiarly known to ali the great men of the Whig party, and enjoyed, with great mo- 
deration, the funthine of court-favour during Godelphin’s adminiftration, and attended the dif 
maiffion of that minifter, in 1710, with a fhort poem, which is an unequivocal teftimony of his grax 
titude, and the fteadinefs and fincerity of his attachment. 

There were fome to whom this teftimony of gratitude was difpleafing, and the pocm was fevere- 
ly criticifed by Prior, in © The Examiner,” a Paper engaged in defence of the new miniftry, and 
fuccefefully vindicated by Addifon, in “ The Whig-Examiner,” who conferred additional honour on 
the poet and the verfes, by his admirable vindication. : =i 

In 1711, he wrote a dedication for an intended edition of Lucretius, to the Etedter of Hanover, 
which is remarkable for its clegant Latinity, 

At the acceffion of that prince to the Britifh throne, his merits were acknowledged and reward+ 
ed: He was knighted with the fword of Marlborough, and was made Phyfician in Ordinary to the 
King, and Phyfician-general to the Army, 

In 1755, he publithed a poem, intituled Claremont, addreffed to the Earl of Clare, afterwards 
Duke of Newcattle, on his giving that name to his beautiful and magnificent villa, near Efher, in 
Surrey. . 

He then undertook an edition of Ovid’s Metamorphofes, tranfated by feveral hands, to which 
he contributed a verfion of the fourteenth book, and prefixed a critical and recommendatory 
preface. 

‘This was his laft work. His health now vifibly declined, which caufed a general concern. Gran 
ville, afterwards Lord Lanfdowne, though of a diffcrent party, teftified his fenfibility in fring 
worthy of Waller: 


“* Machaon fick! in every face we find, 
Hus danger is the danger of mankind,” &c. 


; He died 18th January 1717-18, and was buried in the church of Marrow on the Hill. He lefs 
saonly daughter, who was married to Colonel Boyle, 


a 
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The perfonal character of Garth feems to have been very amiable. He was a ‘good poet, a good 
phyfician, and an honeft man, and more than merely and paflively fo. His benevolence was as 
ative as it was extenfive. His hand and heart went together; a circumftance more valuable than 
all the luftre that genius can confer. He communicated himfelf through a very wide extent of 
acquaintance; and though firm in a party, yet he imparted his kindnefs to thofe who were not fup- - 
pofed go favour his principles, -He buried Dryden. “He was an early encourager of Pope. 


+ Well-natur’d Garth, inflamed with early praife, 
t 

In the conflict of parties, he was careffed by the firt wits on either fide. He was at once the 

friend of Addifon and of Granville. 

“ The beft natured of men,” fays Pope, in one of his letters “ Sir Samuel Garth, has left mein the 
trueft concern for his lofs, His death was very heroical, and yet wnaffeSted enough to have made 
a faint or a philofopher famous. But ill tongues, and worfe hearts, have branded his laft moments 
as wrongfully, as they did his life wich irreligion. You muft have heard many tales upon this 
fubject: but if ever there was a good Chriftian, without knowing himfelf to be fo, it was Dr. 
Garth.” * * 

His poems were colle@ed and printed by Tonfin, among ‘“ The Works of the Minor Poets,’* 
na volumes, 12mo., 4749. The Difpenfary and Claremont are generally known and admired, par- * 
ticularly the Difpenfary, of which it is futficient commendation. to fay, that it is only inferior in hu- 
mour, difcrimination of character, and poetical ardour, to the “ Rape of the Lock.” His Clare- 
mont is in the manner of Ovid, and has many of the beauties and defects of his favourite authors, 
His Tranflations and petty pieces have nothing in them remarkable, .. 

“ His poetry,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ has been praifed at leaft equally to its merit. In the Di/pens 
fary there isa ftrain of fmooth and free verfification ; but few lines are eminently elegant. ‘The 
general defign is perhaps open to criticifm ; but the compofition can feldom be charged with inace 
curacy or negligence. The author never Dumbers in felf indulgence, his full vigour is always ereét- 
ed, fcarce a line is left unfinifhed; nor is it eafy to find an expreffion ufed by conftraint, or 4 
thought imperfectly exprefled. It was remarked by Pope, that the Di/penfary had been corrected 
in every edition, and that every change was an improvement. It appears, however, to want fome- 
thing of poetical ardour, and fomething of gencral delectation ; and therefore, fince it has been no’ 
longer fupported by accidental and extriniic popularity, it has been fearcely _ to fupport 
itfelf” 
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THE DISPENSARY, 


A POEM, 


IN SIX CANTOS, 


‘ # —Hane veniam petimufque damufque viciflim.” 


Hor. de Arte Poet, 


TO 


ANTHONY HENLEY, Ese. 


AQ wan of your character can no more prevent a 
dedication, than he would encourage one; for 
merit, like a virgin’s bluthes, is ftill moft difcover- 
ed, when it labours moft to be concealed. 

It is hard, that to think well of you, fhould be 
but juftice, and to tell you fo, fhould be an of- 
fence: thus, rather than violate your modefty, I 
mutt be wanting to your other virtues; and, to 
gratify one good quality, do wrong to a thoufand. 

The world generally meafures our efteem by 
the ardour of our pretences; and will fcarce be- 
Heve that fo much zeal in the heart, can be con- 
fiftent with fo much faintnefs in the expreffion ; 
but when they refle& on your readinefs to do 
good, and your induitry to hide it; on your paffion 
to oblige, and your pain to hear it owned; they 
will conclude that acknowledgments would be un- 
grateful to a perfon, who even fegms fo receive 
the obligations ie confers. 


But though I thould perfuade myfelf to be fileny 
upon all occafions; thofe more polite arts, which; 
till of late, have languifhed and decayed, wo 
appear under their prefent advantages, and own 
you for one of their gencrous reftorers; i: bh 
that fculpture now breathes, painting fpeaks, mufic 
ravifhgs ; and as you help to refine our tafte, you 
diftinguifh your own. 

Your approbation of this poem, és the only ex: 
ception to the opinion the world has of your judg: 
ment, that ought to relifh nothing fo much aq 
what you write yourfelf : bat you are refolved ta 
forget to be a critic, by remembering you area 
friend. To fay more, would be unecafy to you 
and to fay lefs, would be unjuft in 


Your humble Servant. 
Fit 


PREFAGE, 

















y Since this following poem ina manner {tole into| I have fpoke to the moft material objedtiuns 
the world, I could not be furprifed to find it un-! have heard of, and fhalt tell thefe gentlemen, that 
~forredt: though I can no more fay I wasa ftranger | for every fault they pretend to find in this poem, 
{fo its coming abroad, chan that I approved of che | I will undertake to Tliew them two. One of thefe 
lither’s precipitation :in doing it: for a hurry | curious perfons does me the honour to izy, he ap- 
aff the execution generally produces a eifure in’ re- | proves of the conclufion of it; but 1 fuppofe it is 
eGtion ; fo when we"run the fafteft, we ftumble | upon zo other reafon, but becaufe it is the con- 
i ghe ofteneft. However, the errors of the printer | clufion. However, Lfhould not be much concezn- 
_ Mave ‘not been greater than the candour ‘of the j ed not to be thonght excellent in an amufement f 
«reader ; and if T could but fay the fame of the | have very little prastifed hitherto, nor pevlaps ever 
1 defedts of the, author, he would need no juftifica~ | fhall again, 
“tion gaint the cavils of fome furious critics, who, | Reputation of this fort is very hard to he got, 
| Xam fure, would have been better pleafed if they | and very eafy to be loft; its purfuit is painful, and 
had met with more faults. : ; its poffeffion unfruitful ; nor had I ever attempted 
“Their ‘grand objection is, that the fury difeafe | any thing in this kind, till finding the animoitties 
‘He an improper machine to recite characters, and | among the members of the College of Phyii 
(Urecommiend the example of prefent writers: put | incyeafing daily (aorwithRanding the freques 
oot 1 had the authority of fome’ Greck and | hortations of our worthy prefident to tbe con- 





















stin pacts, upon parallel inftances, to juftify the | trary), | was perfuaded to attempt fomething of 
Gefign ; yet that 1 might not introduce any thing | this nature, and-to endcavour to rally fome of 
that feemed inconfiftent, or hard, I ftarted this j our difaffected members into a fenfe of their duty, 
‘objection myfelf, to a gentleman, very remarkable | who have hitherto moft obftinately oppofed all 
in this fort of criticifm, who would by no means } manner of union; and kaye continued fo unzea- 
sullow that the contrivance was forced, or the con- | fonably refra@tory, that it was thought fit by the 
Mud incongruous. College, to reinforce the ob{grvance of the flatutes 
Difeafe is reprefented a fury as well as Envy: | by a bond, which fome of them would not com- 
@fbe.is imagined to be forced by an incantation | ply with, though none of them had refufed the 

soft her recefs; and, to be revenged on the ex- | ceremony of the cvftomary oath; like fome that 
vorcift, mortifies him with an introdudtion of feve- | will tru their wives with any body, but their 
“yal-pesfons eminent in an accomplifhment he has | money with none. I was forry to find there could 
made fome advances in. be any conftitution that was net to be cured with. 
~ Nor is the compliment lefs to any great genius | out poifon, and that there fhould be a profpect of 
seationed there ; fince a very fiend, who naturally | effecting it by a lefs grateful method than reafon 
repines at any excellency, is forced to confefs how | and perfuafion. 
happily they have all fucceeded. ‘The original of this difference bas been of fome 

‘Their ‘next objeQion is, that 1 have imitated | fanding, though it did not break out to fury and 
the Lutrin of Monfieur Boileau. I mutt own, f | exccfs, until the time of ercfing the Difpeofary, 
am.proud of the imputation ; unlefs their quarrel | being an apartment in the college, fet up for the 
be, that Ihave not done it enough: but he that | relief of che fick poor, and managed ever fince 
will give himf&lf the-trouble of examining, will | with an integrity and difinteref fuitable to fo 
find I have copied him in nothing but in two or } charitable 2 defign. 
three lines in the complaint of Moleffe, Canto H.| If any perfon would be more fully informed 
and in one in his fir canto; the fenfe of which | about the particulars of fo pious a work, ¥ refer 
Jing is entirely bis, and ¥ could with ic were not | him to a treatife, fet forth by the authority of the 
ihe only geud one in mine. prefident and cez.ors, in the year 1697. It is called, 











the fick Poor.” 


PREFACE. 


“ A fhort Account of the Proceedings of the 
© College ef Phyficians, London, in relation to 
‘The reader may théré not 
only be informed of the rife and progrefs of this 
fo public un undertaking, but alfo of the concur- 
rence and encouragement it met with front the 
beft, as well as the moft ancient members of the 
fociety, notwithftanding the vigorous oppofition of 
a few men, who thought it their intereft to defeat 
fo laudable a defign. vie se 

The intention of this preface is not te-perfuade 
mankind to enter into our quarrels, but to vindi- 
cate the author from being cenfared for taking any 
indecent liberty with @ facalty he has the honour 
to be a member of, If the fatire may eppear di- 
rected at any particular perfon, it is at duch only 
asare préfaméd to be engaged in difhonourable 
confederacies for mean and mercenary ends, againft 
the dignity of their own profeffion. But if there 
be no fuch, then thefe characters are but imagi- 
mary, and by confequence ought to give nobody 
offence. 1. : 

The defcription of the battle is grounded upon 
a feud that happened in the Difpenfary, betwixt 


*amember of the College with his*retinuc, and 


forte of the fervants that attended there to difpenfe 
the medicines; and is fo far real, though the poe- 


& 


‘ical relation be fiditions. 1 hopé“obedy will 
think the author too undecently reflesting through 
the whole, who, being too liable to faults himieif, 
ought tg. be lefs fevere upon the mifcarriages’ of 
others:There is a character in this uivial per- 
formante,; which the town, I find, applies to. @ 
icnlar perfon ; it is a refleCtion which 1 fhoukt 
forry thould give offence ; heing no more than 
what may be faid of any phyfician remarkable for’ 
fhuch pra@ice. The killing of numbers of patients 
is fo.trite a of raillery, that it ought not to. 
make the leaft impreflion, either upon the reader,’ 
or the perfon it is applied to; being one that 
think in my confcience a very able phyfician, ax 
weil as a gentleman of extraordinary learning, If 
Tam hard upon any one, it is my reader: but 
fome worthy gentlemen, ae remarkable for their 
humanity as their extraordinary parts, have takep 
care “to make him amends for it, by préfizing. 
fomething of their own. is 
I confefs, thofe ingenious gentlemen have dois 

me a great honour ; but while they defign an ima~, 
ginary panegyzic upon me, ‘they have made. a; 
real one upoa themfelves;.and by faying. how: 
much this imall performance exceeds fome others, - 
they convince the.world how far it falls thort ef: 
theirs. . : 
F ij 








THE COPY OF AN INSTRUMENT, 


SUBSCRIBED BY 


THE PRESIDENT, CENSOR, MOST OF THE ELECTS, SENIOR FELLOWS, 
CANDIDATES, &c. OF THE COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS, 


IN RELATION TO THE SICK POOR. 


Waruras the feveral orders of the College of ; Tho. Millington, Prefes, 


: Phyficians, London, for prefcribing medicines gratis 
-¥o'the poor'fick of the cities of London and Weft- 
pinfter, and parts adjacent ; as alfo propofals made 
“py the faid college to the Lord Mayor, 


spurfuance thereof; have hitherto been inefleQual, 
“for that no method hath been taken to furnifh the 
poor with mediciacs for their cure at low and 
reafonable rates; we therefore, whofe names are 


here underwritten, fellows and members of the | Jo. Hutton, 
faid college, being willing effetually to promote | Rob, Brady. 


:fo great a charity, by the counfel and good liking 
yf the prefident and college declared in their co- 
<mitia, hereby (to wit, each of us feverally and 
“gpart, and not the one for the other of us) do 
‘blige ourfelves to pay to Drs Thomas Burwell, 
fellow and elect of the faid college, the fun of 
zen pounds a-piece of lawful money of England, 
hy fuch proportions, and at fuch times, as to the 
dugjor part of the fubferibers here fhall feem moft 
convenient? which méney, when received by the 





faid Dr. Thomas Burwell, is to he by him expend- | Jo. Colbatch. 
ed in preparing and delivering medicines to the | Bernard Connor. 


poor at their intrinfic value, in fach manner, and 
at fuch times, and by fuch orders and directions, 
as hy the major part of the fub{eribers hereto fhail, 


Court of | Edw. Browne, Ele@. 
“Aldermen, and Common Council, of London, in | Rich, Torlefy, Elec, and 


Rich. Robinfon. 
John Bateman, 
Walter Mills. 
Dan. Coxe. 
Henry Sampfor. 
Thomas Gibfon, 
Charles Goodall. 


Tho. Burwell, Ele@. and 
Cenfor. 
Sam. Collins, Ele@. 


Cenfor. 


Edw. Hulfe, Elea&. Edm. King. 
Tho. Gill, Cenfor. Sam. Garth. 
Will. Dawes, Cenfor. Barnh. Seame. 


Denton Nichola:. 
Jofeph Gaylard. 
John Woollaftor, 
Steph. Hunt, 
Oliver Horfeman. 
Rich. Morton, jun, 
Walter Charlton, 


Hans Sloane, 
Rich. Merton, 
John Hawys. 
Ch. Harel. 
David Hamilton. 


Hen, Morelli. Phineas Fowke. 
Walter Harris, Tho, Alvery, 
Wiliam Briggs, Rob. Gray. 
Tho. Colladoa, Jobn Wright. 

| Martin Lifter. James Drake. 


Sam. Morris. 

John Woodward. 
—~— Norris, 
George Colebrook, 
Gideon Harvey, 


W., Cockburn, 
J. le Feure. 
P. Sylveftre. 


‘in writing, be hereafter appointed and cireéted for Ch. Morton, 


that purpofe. 






to fet our 


da witnefs whereof we have 
nat day of De- 


3°" hands and feals, this twenty- 
vember 1596, 


| to fhew, that the late ond: 


! pofe it would uaj 


‘The defign of printing the fubfcribers names, is 
taking has the fandtion 
of a college act; and that it is not a project car- 
tied on by five or fix members, as thofe that op- 
Sty infinyate. 
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RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 

















To DR. GARTH, 
UPON THE 


’ DISPENSARY. 


©n that fome genius whofe poetic vein 
Like Montague’s could a juft piece fuftain, 
Would fearch the Grecian and the Latin ftore, 
-And thence prefent thee with the pureft ore: 
In lafting numbers praife thy whole defign, 
And manly beauty of each nervous line: 
Shew how your pointed fatire’s fterling wit, 
Does only knaves or formal blockheads hit ; 
Who're gravely dull, infpilly ferene, 
Aud carry all their wifdom in their mien ; 
Whom thus expos'd, thus ftripp’d of their difguife, 
None will again admire, moft will defpife ! 
Shew in what noble verfe Naffau you fing, 
How luch a poet's worthy fuch a king ! 
When Somers’ charming eloquence you praife, 
How lottity your tuneful voice pou raife! 
But my poor fecble mufe is as unfir 
Vo praifo, a3 itnitate what you have writ. 
Artits alune fhould venture to commend 
What Dennis can’t condemn, nor Dryden mend : 
“What muft, writ with that fire and with that eafe, 
‘The beaux, the ladies, and the critics, pleafe. 

: C. Borir. 





To 
MY FRIEND THE AUTHOR, 


DESIRING MY OPINION OF HIS POEM. 


Asx me not, friend, what I approve or blame; 

Perhaps } know not why I like, or damn; ; 

can be pleas’d; and I dare own { am. 

1 read thee aver with a lover's eye; 

“Pho haft oo faults, or [no fauls can fpy; ° 

"Thon art all beauty, or ail blindnefs L. 

Critics and aged beaux of fancy chafte, 

Who ne’er had fire, or clfe whofe fire is pat, 

Muft judye by rulvs what they wantorce to 
tails 





I would a poet, like a miftrefs, try, 

Not by her hair, her hand, her nafe, her eyes 

But by fome namelefs power, to give ine joy. 

The nymph has Grafton’s, Cecil’s, Churchiil’s> 
charms, 

If with refiftle(s fires my foul fhe warms, 

With balm uponher lipsjand raptures in herarms.. 

Such is thy genius, and fuch art is thine, , 

Some fecret magic works in every line; 

We judge not, but we fee) the power divine, 

‘Where all is juft, is beauteous, and is fair, 

DiftinGions vanith of peculiar air. 

Loft in our pleafure, we enjoy in you . 

Lucretius, Horace, Sheffield, Montague. . 

And yet ’tis thought, fome critics in this'town, 

By rules to all, but to chemfelves, unknown, 

‘Will damn thy verfe, and juftify their own. 

Why let them damn : were it not wondrous hard 

Facetious Mirmil * and the city bard, : 

So near ally’d in learning, wit, and fkill, 

Should not have ieave to judge, as well as kill F 

Nay, let them write; let them their forces join, 

And hope the motiey piece may rival thine. 

Safely defpife their malice, and their toil, 

Which vulgar ears alone will reach, and wilt 

. defile. : 

Be it thy generous pride to pleafe the heft, 

Whole jucyment, and whofe friendthip, is a teft,” 

With learned Hans thy healing cares be join’d; 

Search thoughtful Ratcliffe to his inmoft mind 5 

Unite, reftore your arts, and fave mankind: ~ 

Whilft all the bufy Mirmils of the town 

Envy our health, and pine away their own. 

Whene’er thou would’it a tempting mufe en; 

Judicious Wa!th can bef direct her Tage, 

‘To Summers and to Dorfet too fubinit, 

And let their ftamp immortalize thy wit. 

Confenting Phoebus bows, if they approve, 

And ranks thee with the foremoft bards above. 

Whilft thefe of right the deathlefs laurel fend, 

Bz it my humble befinefs to commend ~ 

The faithful, honeft man, and the well-Aatur’d 
friend. 








Car, Coprinetons 


% Dr. Gibbons. 2 
F is 


a 
: To 
MY FRIEND DR. GARTH, 


THE AUTHOR OF THE DISPENSARY. 


‘To praife your healing art wou'd be in vain; 
‘The health you give, prevents the poet’s pen. 
Sofficienely confirm’d is your renown, 
tid T but fill the chorus of the town, 
‘That lec me wave, and only now admire 
‘The dazzling rays of your poetic fire : 
‘Which its diffufive virtue does difpenfe, 
In Bowing verfe, and elevated fente, [verfe, 
The town, which long has fwallow’d foolith 
Which poetafters every where rehearfe, 
‘Will mend their judgment now. refine their tafte, 
And gather up th’ applaufe they threw in wate. 
The play-houfe than’t encourage falfe fublime, 
Abortive thoughts, with decaration-rhyme. 
‘The fatire of vile feribblers thall appear 
On none, except upon themfelves, fevere : 
‘While yours contenans the gall of vulgar fpite ; 
And when you feem to fimile the moft, yon bite, 
: : Tuo, Cuexx, 





-TO 
MY FRIEND, 
UPON THE DISPENSARY. 
As when the people of the, uorthern zone. 
Find the approach of the revolving fun, 


RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 


Pleas’'d and reviv’d, they fee the new-born 
light, 
And dread no more eternity of night: 

Thus we, who lately, as of fummer’s heat, 
Have felt a dearth of poetry and wit, 

Once fear’d, Apollo would return no more 
From warmer climes to an ungrateful fhore. 
But you, the favourite of the tuneful nine, 
Have n.ade the god in his full luftre fhine ; 
Our night have chang'd into a glorious day ; 
And reach’d perfedtion in your firlt effay. 

So the young eagle, that his force would try, 
Faces the fun, and towers it to the tky. 

Others proceed to art by flow degrees, 
Aukward at firft, at length they faintly pleafe; 
And ftill, whate’er their firft efforts produce, 
’Tis an abortive, or an infant mufe : 

Whilft yours, like Pallas, from the head of Jove, 
Steps out full-grown,’ with nobleft pace to move. 
What ancient poets to their fubjeéts owe, 

Is here inverted, and this owes to you: 

You found it little, but have made it great, 
They could deferibe, but you alone create, 

Now lct your mufe rife with cxpanded wings, 
To fing the fate of empires and of kings ; 
Great William’s viGtories.the’ll next rehearfe, 
And raife a trophy of immortal verfe : 
‘Thus to your art proportion the defign, 
And mighry things with mighty numbers join, 
A fgcond Namur, or a future Boyne. : 


H. Buount. 











THE 





DISPENSARY.. 








See = 





Serax, goddefs | fince ‘tis thou that beft canft tell, } Whence their mechanic powers the fpicits claim ; 


. How ancient leagues to modern diftord felis 
» And why phyficians were fo cautious grown 
Of others’ lives, and lavith of their own; 
Fhow by a journey to th’ Elyfian plain 
“Peace triumph’d, and ald time return’d again. 
Not far from that moft celebrated place, 
‘Where angry * juitice thews her awful face 
+, Where little villains muft fubmit to fate, 
‘That great ones may enjoy the world in flate ; 
There ftandsa t¢ dome, majeftic to the fight, 
"And fomptuous arches bear its oval height ; 
A golden globe, plac’d high with artful fcill, 
Seems, to the diftane fight, a gilded pill : 
‘This pile was, by the pious patron’s aim, 
“Rais'd for a ufe as noble as its frame ; 
Nor did the learn’d fociety decline 
‘The propagation of that great defign ; 
Tn all her mazes, nature’s face they view'd, 
And, as fhe difappear’d, their fearch purfued. (a) 
‘Wrapt in the thade of night the goddefe lies, 
Yet to the learn’d unveils her dark difguife, 
But fhuns the grofs accefé of vulgar eyes. 
Now fhe unfolds the faint and dawning ftrife 
Of infant atoms kindling into life ; 
How ductile matter new meanders takes, 
And flender trains of twilting fibres makes ; 
And how the vifcous feeks a clofer tone, 
By juft degrees to harden into bone ; 
‘While the more loofe flow from the vital urn, 
And in full tides of purple ftreams return; 
How lambent flames from life’s bright Jamps arife, 
And dart in emanations through the cyes; 
How from each fluice a gentle torrent pours, 
\ To flake a feverith heat with ambient fhowers; 





VARIATIONS, 


(2) they ftiH purfued. 
‘They find her dubious now, and then as plain, 
Here the's too fparing; there profufely vain, 





# Old Bailey, + College of Phyficians, 





How great their force, haw delicate their frame ; 
How the fame nerves are fathion’d to fuftain 
The greateft pleafure and the greateft ‘pain 5 
Why bilious juice a golden light puts on, 
And floods of chyle in filver currents run; 
How the dim fpeck of entity began 
T’ extend its recent form, aad ftretch to mats 
To how minute ao origin we owe 
Young Ammon, Ceefar, and the great. Naffa 
Why paler looks impetuous rage proclaim, 
And why chill-virgios redden into flame; 
Why envy oft’ transforms with wan difguife, © 
And why gay mirth fits fmiling in the eyes; 
All ice why Lucrece ; or Sempronia, fire 5 
Why Scarfdale tages to furvive defire ; : 
When Milo’s vigour’ at th’ Olympick’s fhown, 
Whence tropesto Finch, or impudence toSloane;(6) 
How matter, by the vary'd fhape of pores, 
Or ideots frames, or fulermn fenatars. 

Hence ’tis we wait the wondrous caufe ta 

find, 

How body aéts upon impaflive mind; 
How fumes of wine the thinking part can §re; 
Palt hopes revive, ard prefent joys infpirey 
Why our complexions oft’ our foul-dechire, 
And how the paffions in the feature are ¢ 
How touch and harmony arife between 
Corporeal figure, and 2 form unfeen; 
How quick their faculties the limbs fulfil, 
And aci at every fummons of the will ; 
With mighty truths, myfterious to defcry, 
Which in the womb of diftant caufes lie, 

But now no grand inquiries are defcry’d, _ 
Mean faction reigns. where knowledge fhould 

prefide, 

Feuds are increaf*d, and learning laid afide. 














VARIATIONS, 


(4) Why Atticus polite, Bratus fevere, 
Why Methwia muddy, Montague why clear. 


$o THE WORKS 
‘thus fynods- oft’ concern for faith conceal, 
And for important nothings thew a zeal: 
‘The drooping fciences neglected pine, 
Avid Pzan’s beams with fading luftre fhine. 
No readers here with hectic looks are found, 
“Nor'eyes in rheurm, through midnight-watching, 
"2 drown'd ;” 
‘The lonely edifice in fweats complains 
"That nothing there bat fullen filence reigns. 
a lane place, fo fit for undifturb'd repofe, 
8 The god of floth for his afylum chofe ; 
Upon a couch of down in thefe abodes, 
Supine withfolded arms he thoughtlefs nds; 
Jndalging dreams his godhead hull to eafe, 
With murmuts of foft rills, and whifpering trees + 
The poppy and cach numbing plant difpenic 
Their drowzy virtnc, and dull indolence ; 
No paffions interrupt his eafy reign, 
No problems puzzle hisdethargic brain ; 
But dark oblivion guards his peaceful bed, 
‘And lazy fogs hang lingering o'er his head. 
As at fulllength the pamper’d raonarch fay, 
Bartenitie in eafe, and Numbering lite away 5 
A fpiteful noite his downy chains unties, 
‘Hastes forward, and increafes as it flies, 
Firft; fome to cleave che ftubborn * flint engage, 
. ‘Till, urg'd by blows, it {parkles into rage : 
©. Some temper lute, forne {pacious veffels move ; 
Thefe furnaces eres, dnd thofe approve ; 
* Here phials in nice difciptine are fet, 
‘There gallipots are rang’d in alphabes. 
“Yo this place, magazines of pills you tpy: 
+ In that, like forage, hers in bundles hie 5 
& While lifted pefics, brand-th’d inthe air, 
Defcend in peals,avd civil wars declare. frend, 
Loud ftrokes, with pounding fpice, the tabric 
- And arcmatic clouds in {pires afcend, 
So when the Cyclops o’#r their anvils fweat, 
And fwelling fincws echoing blows repeat; 
From the volcanos grets eruprions rife, 
And curling theets of Imoke obfeure the fkies. 
‘The Qumbering God, amaz’d ar this new dir, 
Thrice ftrove tg rife, and thrice funk down again, 
Liftlefs he {trerch'd, and gaping rabb'd his eyes, 
"Chen falrer’d thus betwixt half words and fits : 
How impotent a deity am J! 
With gédbead Lorn, but curs‘d, that cannot die ! 
Through my indulgence, mortals hourly fhare 
__ A grateful negligence, and eafe from care. 
Lulitdin my arms, hew long have } with-held 
The northern monarchs from t ufty field! 
How I bave kept the Britifh fleet at Z 
From tempting the rengh dangers of the feas‘ 
Hibernia cwne the mildnefs of my reign, 
‘And my divinity’s ador’d in Spar. 
L fwains to fylvan folitudes convey, 
Where, ftretch’d on mofly beds, they wafte aw: 
In gentle joys the night, in vows the day. 
What marks of wondrous elemency Pve thown, 
Some reverend worthies of the gow: 
‘Triumphant plenty, with a cheer 
Bafks in their eyes, and iparkles 
How fleck their looks, how gocciy ist 






































OF GARTH. 


Each faculty in blandifhments they ial, 

Afpiring to be venerably dull; 

No Jearn’d debates moleft their downy trance) 

Or difcompofe their pompous ignorance s 

But, undifturb’d, they. loiter hfe away, 

So wither green, and bloffom in decay ; 

Deep funk in down, they, by my gentle care, 

Avoid th’ inclemencies of morning air, [prayer. 

And leave to tatter’d* crape the drudgery of 
Urim + was civil, and not void of fenfe, 

Had himotr, anda courteous confidence : 

So fpruce he moves, fo gracefully he cocks, 

The hallow'd rofe declares him orthodox : 

He pafs'd his eafy hours, inftead of prayer, 

In madrigals, and phillyfing the fair; 

Conftant at feaits, and each decorum knew, 

And, foon as the defert appear’d, withdrew; 

Always obliging, and without offence, 

And fancy’d, for his gay impertinence. 

But fee how ill-miftaken parts fucceed ; 

He threw off my dominion, and would read ; 

Engag’d in controverfy, wrangled well ! 

In convocation language could excel 5 

In volames prov'd the church without defenct, 

By nothing guarded but by Providence; 

How grace und moderation difagree ; 

And violence advancés charity. 

Thus writ till none would read, becoming foo 

A wretched fcribbler, of a rare haffoon. 

Mankind my fond propitious power has try'dy 

no oft” to own, too much to he deny’d. 

And all [ afk are fhades and filent bowers, 

‘Lo pats in foft forgetfulnefs my hours. 

Oft? have my fears fome diftant villa chofe, 

Over theit guietus where fat judges dofe, 


} And loll their cough and confcience to repofe 


Or, if fome cloifter’s refuge I implore, (¢) 
Where holy drones o’er dying tapers {nore, 
‘The peals of * Naffau’s arms thele eyes unclofe, 
Minc he molefs, to givé the world repofe. 
Uhat cafe f offer with contempt he flies, 
His cauch a trench, his canopy the thies. 
} Nor climes nor feafons his refolves controul, 
“rh? equater has no heat, no ice the pole. 
} Wish arms refittiefs o’er the -ziobe he flies, 
And leaves to Jove the empire of the fkies. 
Ber, as the flothful god to yawn begun, 
He fhook off the duil mift, and thus went on: 





VARIATIONS, 





nes among the Cafpian cliffs t creep, 
ary bats and f{watlows fleep 5 

Or, if fome ceifer’s refuge t implore, 

Where holy droves o'er dying tapers fnore, 
Still Naffau’s arms a fofr repofe deny, 

Keep ine awake, avd follow where { fly, 

Si he has blels’d the weary worid with peac 
Aud with a nod has bid Bellona ceufe: 
ffoughe the covert of fome peaceful cell, 
filont fhades in harmiefs raptures dwell; 
wht paft tranguillity restore, 
ever intericpt me more. 



















"5 Lucin. 





ener 


THE DISPENSARY, "gt 
'Trwas fn this reverend dome I fought repofe, , _ Since mortals will difputé my power, Pll try 


Thefe walle were that afylum I had chofe. (¢) 
Here have I rul’d long undifturb’d with broils, 
And laugh’d at heroes, and their glorious toils. 
My annalsare in mouldy mildews wrought, 
With eafy infignificance of thought. 


Invents new fancies to renew my pain, 
And labours to diffulve my ecafy reign, 

With that, the god his darling phantom cails, 
And from his faltering lips this meflage falls: 


But now fome bufy, enterprifing brain 3 





VARIATIONS. 


( 
d) Nought tinderneath this roof but damps are 


found, 


Nought heard but drowfy beetles buzzing round, 


; Who has the greateft empire, they or I. ¢ 
' Find envy out, fome prince’s court attend, “ay 
| Moft likely there you'll meet the famith’d 





fiend ;(¢) 4 


Or where dull critics authors’ fate foretell; 
Or where ftale maids, or meagre eunuchs, dwell < 
‘Tell the bleak fury what new projects reign 
Among the homicides of Warwick-lane ; 
And what th’ event, unlefs the ftrait inclines 

i; To blaft their hopes, and baffle their defigns, 


More he had fpoke, but fadden vapours rife, 


~ And with their filken cords tie down his eyes. 


en 


VARIATIONS. 


(e) Or in cabals, or camps, or at the bar, : 


Spread cohwcbs hide the walls, and duft the floors, Or where ill poets pennylefs confer, 


And midnight filence guards the noifelefs doors, 


, Or in the fenate-houfe at Weftminfter. 








-CANTO IL a of 


Soon as the evening veil’d the mountains heads 

And winds lay hufh’d in fubterranean beds ; 

Whilft fickening flowers drink up the filver dew, 

And beavx for fome affembly drefe anew ; 

‘The city faints to prayers and play-houfe hafte; 

The rich to dinner, and the peor to reft : 

‘Th’ officious phantom then prepar’d with care 

‘To flide on tender pinions through the air. 

Oft’ he attempts the fummit of a rock, 

And oft’ the hollow of fome blafted oak; 

At length approaching where bleak envy lay; 

‘The hifling of her fnakes proclaim’d the way. 
Beneath the gloomy covert of an yew, 

That taints the grafs with fickly fweats of dew ; 

No verdant beauty entertains the fight, 

But baneful hemlock, and cold aconite ; 

In a dark grot the baleful haggard lay, 

Breathing black vengeance, and infecting day. 

But how deform’d, and worn with fpiteful woes, 

‘When Accius has applaufe, Dorfennus thews, 

The cheerful blood her meagre cheeks forfook, 

And bafilifks fate brooding in her look; 

A bald and bfoated toad-ftool raif’d ber head; 

‘The plumes of boding ravens were her bed : 

From her chapp’d noltrils {calding torrents fall, 

And her funk eyes boil o’er in floods of gall, 

‘Volcanos labour thus with inward pains, 

‘While feas of melted ore lay waite the plains. 
Around the fiend in hideous order fate 

Foul bawling infamy, and bold debate; 

Gruff difcontent, through ignorance miffed, 

And clamorous faction at her parry’s head; 

Reftlels fedition fill diffembling fear, 

ond Gy hypocrify with pious leer, 


Glouting with fallen fpite the fury fhook 
Her clotted locks, and blafted with each look ; 
Then tore with canker’d teeth the pregnant fcrolley 
‘Where fame the atts of demi-gods enrols ; 
And, as the rent-records in pieces fell, 

Each fcrap did fome immortal action tell. 

This thow’d, how fix’d as fate Torquatus flood, 
‘That, the fam’d paffage of the Granic flood; 
The Julian eagles, here, their wings difplay, 

And there, like fetting flars, the Decii lay ; 
This does Camillus as a god extol, . 
‘That points at Manlius in the capitol; 

How Cocles did the Tiber’s {urges brave, 

How Curtius plurg’d into the gaping grave. 
Great Cyrus, here, the Medes and Perfiane join, 
And, there, th’ immortal battle of the Boyne, 

As the light meffeuger the fury fpy’d, 
Awhile his curdling blood forget to glide x 
Confufion on his faiming vitals hung, 

And saltering accents flutter'd on his tongue ¢, 
At length, affuming courage, he convey'd 
His crrand, then he fhrank into a fhade. 

The hag lay long revolving what might be 
The bleft event of fuch an embally : 

Then blazons in dread fmiles her hideous form ; 
So lightning gilds the unrelenting ftorm. (f) 





VARIATIONS. 


(f) Then fhe: Alas! how-fong in vain have E 
Aim’d at thefe noble ills the fates deny ? 
Within thisifle for ever muft I find 

Difatters to diltra@ my reftlefs mind ? 


oe 
hui thes—Manktind are bicft, they riot fill 
Inbounded.i#-exorbitance of iH. 
"By devaftation the rough warrior gains, 
Atd farmers fatten moft when famine reigns; 
For. fickly feafons the phyficians wait, 
And politicians thrive in broils of fate; 
‘The lover’s eafy when the fuir-one tighs, 
And ods fubfift not but by facrifice. 
» _sach other being fome indulgence knows : 
_ Few are my joys, but infinite my woes. 
- My prefent pain Britannia’s genius wills, 
And thus the fates record my future ills. 
A hercine fhall Afbion’s tceptre bear, : 
‘With arnis fhall vanquifh earth, and heaven with 
rayer. 
She on Ae weld her clemency fhall fhower, 
And only. to preferve exert her power, 
Tyrants thall then, their impious aims forbear; 
* And Blenheim’s thiuuder more than /Etna’s fear. 
Since by so atte | therefore can defeat 
- ‘The happy entérprifes of the great, 
’ Yl calmly ftoop to more inferior things, 
And try if my lov’d fwakes have teeth or ftings. 
She faid ; and ftraight fhrili Colon’s* perfon 
took, , 
In morals loofe, but moft precife in look, 
Black-friars annals lately pleas’d to call 
Him warden of apothecaries-hail ; a 
" And, when fo dignify'd, did not forbear’ 
‘That operation which the Jearn’d declare 
. Gives colics eafe, and makes the ladies fair. 
In trifling fhow his tinfel talent lies ; 
And form the want of inteileéts fupplics, 
Yn afpe& grand and goodly he appears, 
Rever'd as patriarchs in primzval years, 
Hourly his learn’d impertinence affords 
A barren fuperfluity of words ; (g) 





VARIATIONS. 


Good'Yenifon’s celeftial piety , 
. At lait has rais’d hiny to the facred fees 
Somers does fickening equity reftore, 
And helplefs orphans are opprefs’d no more. 
Pembroke to Britain endlefs bleffings brings. 
~He fpoke; and peace clapp’d her triumphant wings, 
Great Ormond fhines illuftrioufly bright 
‘With blazes of hereditary right. 
‘The. noble ardour of a royal fire , 
Infpires the generous breaft of Devonthire. 
And Macclesfield is ative to defend 
‘His country with the zeal he loves his friend. 
Like Leda’s radiant fons divinely clear, 
Portland and Jerfey deck’d in rays appear, { 
'To gild by turns the Gallic hemifphere. 
‘Worth in-diftrefsis rais’d by Montague; 
Auguitus liftens if Mxcenas fue ; 
And Vernon’s vigilance no flumber takes, 
‘Whilft faction peeps abroad, and anarchy awakes, 


(g) in hafte he firides along, to recompenfe 
"The want of bufinefs with ite vain pretcnce. 


*Lee, an apothecary, 
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The patieni’s ears remorfelefs he affuils, 

Murders with jargon where his medicine fails. 
The fury thus affuming Colon’s grace, 

So flung her arms, fo fhufii'd in her pace, 

Onward fhe haftcus to the fam’d abodes, 

Where Horofcope * invokes th’ infernal gods; 

Amd reach'd the manfion where the vulgar run, 

| For ruin throng, and pay to be undone. 

: This vifionary v.:ious projedts tries, 

And knows that to be rich is to be wiie, 

By ufeful obfervations he can tefl 

‘The facred charms that in true fterling dwell; 

, How gold makcs a patrician of a ilave, 

A dwarfan Atlas,a Pherfites brave. | 

: It cancels all defcéts, and in their place , 

| Finds fenfe in Brownlow, charins in Lady Grace ; 

Ie guides the fancy, and direéts the mind ; 

No bankrupt ever found a fair-one kind. 
So truly Horofcepe its virtues knows, 

To this lov’d idol ’tis, alone, he bows; 

And fancies fuch bright heraldry can prove, 

The vile plebcian but the third from Jove. 
Long has he been of that amphibious fry, 

Bold to prefcribe, and bufy to apply. 

His thop the gating vilgar’s eyes employs 

With foreign trinkets, and domeftic toys. + 

Here mummies lay raoft feverendly ftale ; 

And there the tortoife hang her coat of mail; _, 

Not fér froin fome huge thark’s devouring head 

‘The flying fith their finny pinions fpread ; 

Aloft in rows large poppy-heads were ftrung, 

And near, a fcaly alligater hung ; 

In this place, drugs in mufty heaps decay’d; 

In that, dry’d bladders and drawn teeth were laid. 
An inner room receives the numerous fhoals 

Of fuch as pay to be reputed fools, 

Globes ftand by globes, volumes on volumes lie, 

Aad planetary fchemes amufe the eye. 

The fage, in velvet chair, here Jolls at eafe, 

To promife future health for prefent fees; 





| Then, as from tripod, folemn thame reveals, 


And what theftars know nothing of, foretele. 
One afks how foon Panthea may be wan, 

And longs to feel the marriage-fetters on : 

Others, convine’d by melancholy proof, 

Inquire when courteous fates will ftrike them off. 

Some, by what means they may redrefs their 

wrong, 

When fathers the poffeflion keep too long. 

And fome would know the iffue of their caufe, 

And whether gold can folder up its flaws. 

Poor pregnatt Lais his advice would have, 

To lofe by art what fruitful nature gave; 

And Portia, old in expetation grown, 

Laments her barren curfe, and begs a fon = 

Whilft Iris his cofmetic wath would try, 

To make her bloom revive, and lovers die. 

Some afk for charms, and others philters choofe, 

To gain Corinna, and their quartans lofe. 

Young Hylas, botch’d with ttains too foul ta name, 

In cradle here renews his youthful frame; 

Cloy’d with defire, and furfeited with chasms, 

A hot-houfe he prefers to Julia’s arms, 


* Dr. Batnard, 


THE DISPENSARY. 


and old-Lucallus would th’ arcanum prove, 

Uf kindling in cold veins the {parks of love, 
Bleak cavy thefe duit frauds with pleafure 

fees, 

And wonders at the fenfelefs myferies, 

In Colon’s voice fhe thus calls out aloud 

On Horofcope environ’d by the crowd : 
Forbear, forbear, thy vain amufements ceale, 

* "Phy woodcocks frum their gins awhile releafe ; 
And to thut dire misfortune liften well, 
Which thon fhould’ft fear to know, or Ito tell. 





“Tis true, thou ever waft eftcem'd by me * 


great Alcides of uur company. 

When we with noble {corn refolv’d to eafe 
Ourfelves {rom all parochial offices 5 

And to our wealthier patients left the care 

“And draygied dignity of {cavenger ; 

Such zeai in that affair thou didft exprefs, 
Nought could be equal, but the great fuccefs. 
» Now call to mind thy generous prowefs palk, 

Be w a thould’ft, by thinking what thou 









‘The faculty of Warwick-lane defign, 

Jt not to ftorm, at heaft to undermine. 

‘Their gates each day ten thoufand night-caps 
crowd, 

And mortars utter their attempts aloud. 

If they fhould once unmaik our myftery, 

Each nurfe, ere long, would be as learn’d 23 we; 

ur art cxpos'd to’every vulgar eye ; 

/ And noue, in complaifance'to-us, would die. 
‘What if we claim iheir right t’afaffinate, 
Mul they needs turn apothecaries ftraight ? 
Prevent it, gods! all itratagems we try, 

To crowd with new inhabitants your fy. 
"Vis we who wait the deftinies’ command, 

: To puye the troubled air, and weed the land. 
And dare the college infolently aim 

.. ‘fo equal our fraternity in fame ? 

®. (Phen lee crabs-eyes with pearl for virtue try, 
Or Wighgate-hill with lotty Piadus vie ; 








, 93 
So glow-wornis may compare with Titan’s beams, 
And Hare-court pump with Aganippe’s flreams, ~ 
Our mannfadures now they meanly fell, 
And their true vilue treachgroudly tell ; 
Nay, they difcover too, their fpite ia fuch, 
‘That health, that crowns more valued, cofts not 
much ; 3 
Whilf we muft fteer our conduc by thefe rules, 
To cheat as tradefmen, or to ftarve as fools. (4) 
At this fam’d Horofcope turn’d pale, and 
ftraighe ‘ 
In filence tumbled from his chair of ftate: : 
The crowd in great confufion fought the door, 
And left the magus fainting on the floor; . ‘~ 
Whilft in his breaft the fury breath’d a ftorm, 
Then fought her cell, and re-aflum’d her form, 
Thus from the fore although the infed flies, 
It leaves a brood of maggots in difgufe. .“- 
Officious Squirt * in hafte forfook his fhop, 
To fuccour the expiring Horofcope. ©" 7° 
Oft’ he effay’d the magus io reftore, 
By fale of faccinum’s‘prevailing power ; 
Yet fill fupiae'the folid lumber lay, 
An image of {earce-animated clay ; 
Till fates, indulgent when difafters call, 
By Squirt’s nice hand apply'd a urinal. 
The wight no fooner ae, the ftream receive, 
But ronz’d, and blefs’d the fale reftorative. 
The fprings of life their former vigour feel;"* 
Such zeal he had for that vile utenfil, 
So when the great Pelides Thetis found, 
He knew the fea-weed icent, and th’ azure god. 
dels own’d. 





VARIATIONS, 


(2) Whilt we, at our expence, muit perfeverd, 
And for another werld, be ruin'd here. 


® Dr, Barnard’s man, 

















Cc AN TO 


ipht the fage in penfive tumults ay, 
ay of the flow approach of day ; 
him round, and ftrove to think no 





more 
Of what thrill Colon faid the day before. 

2, Cowhips and poppies o'er his eyes he {pread, 

© And Salmon’s works he laid beneath his head. 
But thofe blets’d opiates {till in vain he tries, 
Sleep’s gentle image his embraces flies : 
"Tumuituous cares lay rolling in his breaft, 
And thus his anxious thoughts the fage expreft. 

‘Oft has this planct roll’d around the fun, 
Since to confult the fies I firft begun: 
6 











Lis 


Such my applaufe, fo mighty my fuccefs, 

Some granted my prediétions miore than guefs, 

Eut, doubtful as L am, TH efitertain \ 

This faith, there can be mo miftake in gain, 

For the dull worid maft honour pay to thofe, 

Who on their underftanding moft impofe. 

Virft man creates, and then he fears the elf ; 

‘Vhus others cheat him not, but he himfelf ; 

He lothes the fubftance, and he loves 
fhow ; 

You'll ne’er convince a focl, himfelf is fo: 

He hates realities, and hugs the cheat, 

And ftill che only pleafure’s the deceit, 


= 
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So meteors Matter with a dazzling dyc, 

Which no exiftence has, but in the eye. 

As diftant profpedts pleafe us, but when near 

‘We find but defert rocks and @eeting air ; 

From tlratagem fo ftratagem we run, 

And he knows moft, who lateft is undone. 
Mankind one day ferene and free appear ; 


_“The next, they’re cloudy, fullen, and fevere; 


Fo his 


New paffions new opinions ftill excite ; 

“And what they like at noon they leave at night. 

They gain with labour what they quit with 
tafe; 

And health, for want of change, becomes dif- 


eate, 

Religion’s bright authority they dare, 

And yet are flaves to fuperftitious fear. 

‘They counfel others, but themfelves deceive ; 

And though they’re cozen’d ftill, they ftill be- 
lieve. 2 

» Sa falfe their cenfure, fickle their eftcem, 

‘This hour they worthip, and the next blafpheme. 

Shall L then, who with penetrating fight 

Infpec& the {prings that guide each appetite ; 

‘Who with unfathom’d fearches hourly pierce 

"The dark receffes of the univerfe ; : 

Be aw’d, if punny emmets would opprefs; 

Or fear their fury, or their name carci? 

Bf all the fiends that in low darknefs reign 

Be net the fictions of a fickly brain, 

‘That profpedt, the difpenfary they call, 

Before the moon can blune her horns, thal! fall. 

<oMWith that, @ glance‘from mild Aurora’s eyes 

Shoots through the eryftal kingdoms of the ikies. 

"The favage kind in forefts ceafe to roam, 

And fots, o'ercharg’d with naufcous loads, reel 
home ; 

Drums, trumpets, haurboys, wake the flumbering 


air, : 
Whilt bridegroom fighs, and thinks the bride lefs 
i fair 5 
Light’s cheerful fmiles o'er th’ azure wafte are 
fpread, 

And mits from inns of court-holts out unpaid; 
"The fage, tranfported at th’ approaching hour, 
Jmperisufly thrice thunder’d on the floor; y 
Offici us Squirt that moment had accefs, 
His truft was great, his vigilance no lefs, 
thus Horofcope 

‘My kind compaffion in this dire affair, 
Which is more light, fince you afiume a fhare 5 
Fly with what haite you us’d to do of old, 
When clyfter was in danger to be cold ; 
‘With expedition on the beadle call, 
‘Yo fummon all the company to th’ hall. 

Away the friendly coadjutor flies, 
Swift as‘from phial fteams of hearts-horn rife. 
‘The niagus inthe interim mumbles o'er 
Vile terms of art to fome infernal poweng 
And draws myfterious circles on the floor. 
Buc from the -loomy vault no glaring fpright. 
Afcends, to biat the render bloom of light, 
No myftic founds from hell's detetked womb 
In dutky exhalations upwards come. 
And now to raife an altar he decrees, 


To that devouring harpy call’d Difeaie : 
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Then flowers in canifters he haftes to bring, 
The wither’d produd of a blighted fpring; 
With cold folanum from the Pontic fhore, 
The roots of mandrake and black hellebore; 
The griper fenna, and the puker rue, 
The fweetener faffafras, are added too; 
And on the ftru@ture next he heaps a load 
Of fulphar, turpentine, and maftic wood; 
Gums, foffils too, the pyramids increas’d; 
A mummy next, once monarch.of the eaft ; 
Then from the compter he takes down the file, 
*And with prefcriptions lights the folemn pile. 
Feebly the flames on clumfy wings afpire, 
And {mothering fogs of fmoke benight the firee 
With forrow he beheld the fad portent, 
‘Then to the hag thefe orifons he fent 
Difeafe! thou ever moft propitious power, 
Whofe kind indalgence we difcern each hour ! 
‘Thou well canft boaft thy numerous pedigree, (« 
Begot by floth, maintain’d by luxury. 
in gilded palaces thy prowefs reigns, 
But flies the humble theds of cottage {wains, 
To you fuch might and energy belong, 
You nip the blooming, and unnerve the ftrong. 
The purple conqueror in chains you. bind, 
And are to us-your yaffale-only kind. 
Hf, in return, all diligence we pay 
To fix your empire, and confirm your fway, 
Far as the weekly-bills can reach around, 
From Kent-ftreet end, to fam’d St. Giles’s pound 


“Behold this poor libdtion with a fmile, 


And Jet aufpicious light break through the pile, 
He fpoke ; and on the pyramid he Jaid 

Bay-leaves and vipers-hearts, and thus he faid 

As thefe coniume.ia this myfterious fire, 

So fet the curs’d difpenfary expire ! 

And as thofe crackle in the flames, and die 

So let its veflels burft, and giaffes Aly ! 

But a Gzifter cricket Rraight was heard; 

The altar fell, the offering difappear'd. 

As the fam’d wight the omen did regret, 

Squirt brought the news the company was met, 
Nigh where Fleet-ditch defcends in fable ftreany 

To wath his footy Naiads in the Thames; 

‘There ftands a ftructure on a rifing hill, 

Where Tyros take their freedom out to kill. 

Some pictures in thefe dreadful fhambles tell, 

How, by the Delian god, the Python fell ; 

And how Medea did the philtre brew, 1 

‘That could in Aéfon’s veins young force renew 3 

How mournful Myrrha for her crimes appears, 

And heals hyfleric matrons ftill with tears ; 

How Mentha and Althea, nymphs no more, 

Revive in facred plants, and health reftore ; 

How fanguine {wains their amorous hours repent 

When pleafure’s paft, and pains are permanent; 

And how frail nymphs oft’, by abortion, aim 

To loofe a {ubftasce, to preferve a name. 








VARIATIONS. 


(a) Theu thot would lay whole ftates and rg 
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Soon as each member in his rank was plac’d, 
The affembly Diafenna* thus addreis'd 
My kind confederates, if my pour intent, 
At tis fincere, had been but vrevalent, 
We here had met on fone n.o-: fafe defign, 
And on no other bufinefs but to dine ; 
The faculty had fill maintain’d their fway, 
And intereft then had bid us but obey 5 
"This only emulation we had known, 
Who beft could fill his purfe, and thin the town. 
But now from gathering clouds deftrudtion pours, 
‘Which ruins with mad rage out halcyon hours : 
Mifts from black jealoufies the tempeft form, 
Whilft late divifions reinforce the ftorm. 
Know, when thefe fends, like chofe at law, were 
aft, . 
The evince will be lofers at the laft. 
Like heroes in fea-fights we feck renown ; 
'To fire fome hoftile thip, we burn our ewn. 
‘Whoe’er throws duit againft the wind, defcries 
He throws it, in effedt, but in his eyes, 
‘Chat juggler which another’s fleight will fhow, 
But teaches how the world bis own may know. 
Thrice happy were thofe golden days of old, 
When dear as Burgundy, ptifans were fold ; 
‘When patients chofe to die with becter will, 
"Than breathe, and pay the apothccary’s bill 
And, cheaper than for our afliftance calt, 
Might go to Aix or Bourbon, {pring and fall. 
"Then priefts increas’d, and piety decay'd, 
Churchmen the church’s purity betray’d, 
Their lives and dodirine flaves and atheifts 
made, 
The laws were but the hireling judge’s fenfe ; 
Juries were fway'd by venal evidence. 
¥ools were promoted to the council-board, 
‘Tools to the bench, and bullies to the fword, 
Ponfions in private were the fenate’s dim ; 
. And patriots for a place abandon’d fame. 
But now no influencing art remains, 
For Somers has the feal, and Naffou reigns. 
And we, in fpite of our refolves, muft bow, 
. And fuffer by a reformation too. 
For now late jars our practices detedt (5), 
And mines, when once difcover’d, lofe effe&. 
Diffenfions, like fmall ftreams, are firft-begun, 
Scarce {een they rife, but gather as they rum: 
So fines that. from their parallel decline, 
More they proceed, the more they ftill disjoin. 





VARIATIONS. 


(2) But now late jars our practices dete, 
For mines, when once difcover’d, lofe th’ cffe@. 
Diffenfions, like fmalk ftreams, are fir begun, 
Scarce feen they rife, but gather as they run. 
So lines that from their parallel decline, 
. More they advance, the more they fill disjoin, 
_ Tis therefore my advice, in hafte we fend, 
And beg the faculty to be our friend. 
As he revolving ftood to fay the reft, 
Rough Colocynthus thus his rage expreft, 


* Gilffrop, an apothecaty. 


w 
*Tis therefore my advice, in hafte we fend, 
And beg thg faculty to be our friend; S 
Send {warms of patients, and ofr quarrels end, - 
So awful beadles, if the vagrant treat, oe 
Straight.ttrn familiar, and their fafcea.quit. ° 
In vain we but contend, that planet’s power 
Thofe vapours can difperfe it rais’d before. 

As he prepar'd the mifchief to recite, 
Keen Colocynthus* paus’d, and foam'd with fpite. 
Sour ferments on his thining furface fwim, 
Work up the froth, and bubble o’er the brim ~ 
Not beauties fret fo much if freckles come, 
Or nofe fhould redden in thé drawing-room 5, 
Or lovers that miftake th’ appointed hour, 
Qr in the lucky minute want the power.» 

Thus he~—Thou feandal of great Paan’s arty 
At thy approach the fprings of sature flare, 
The nerves unbrace: nay, at the fight of thee, 
A feratch turas cancer, itch a leprofy, . +. me 
Could’ thoy propofe, that we, the friends a4 

vv fates, 

Who fill:churchyards, and who unpeople ftates, 
Who beffe nature, and difpofe of lives, 
Whilft Ruflelt, as we pleafe, or flarves or thrive, 
Should e’er fubmit to their d¢fpotic will, 
Who out of confolation fearce can kill ? 
The towering Alps fhall feoner fink to. valea, 
And leeches, in our glaffes, fwell to whales 5°. 
Or Norwich trade in inftrumonts-of Reh, 
And Birmingham in ftufis and druggets deal! 


:| alleys at Wapping furnifh us new modes, 


And Monmouth-ftreet, Verfailles with riding, 
hoods ! 
‘The fick to th’ hundreds in pale throngs rep 
And change the gravel-pits for Kentifh air’ 
Our properties nuuft on our arms depend 5 
“Lis next to conquer, bravely to defend. > 
’Tis to the vulgar death too harfh appears; 
The iil we feel is only in our fears. - 
.To die, is landing on fome filent those, ? 





Where billows never break, nor tempefts roar: 

Ere well we feel the friendly ftroke, ’tis o’er. 

‘The wife through thought th’ infults of death 

defy + 

The fools:through bleft infenfibility. 

*Tis what the guilty fear, the pious crave ; 7 

Soaght by the wretch, and vanquith'd by the brave, 

It eafes lovers, fets the captive frees. a, | 

And, though a tyrant, offers liberty. : 
Sound but to arms, the foe fhall foon confely 

Our force increafes, as our funds grow lefs 

And what requir’d fuch induftry to eaife, 

We'll fcatter into nothing as we pleafe, 

Thus they'll acknowledge, to-annihilate 

Shews no lefs wondrous power than to create. 

We'll raife our numerous cohorts, and oppofe 

The feeble ferces of our pigmy foes; 

Legions of quacks fhall join us on the place, 

From great Kirleus down to Doctor Cafe. — 

Though fuch vile rabbihh fink, yet we fhull rifles 

Directors ftill fecure the greatctt prize. 

Such poor fuppotts ferve only like a flay 5 

The tree once fix’d, its ref is torn away. 


* Dare, an apothecary. 
F Acelebrated undertaker of funerals, 


* So patriotsyiqr time of peace and eafe, 

Forget the fury of ‘the fate difeafe : 

ton dangers palt ferenely think no more, 

‘And curfe the hand that heal’d the wound before. 

Art therefore, gallant friends, ’tis honour’s call; 
Or let us boldly fight, or bravely fall! 

To this the feffion feem’d to give confent, 
Much lik’d the war, but dreaded much th’ event. 
At length, the growing difference to compofe, 
Two brothers, nam’d*Afcarides *, arufe. 

Both had the volibility of tongue, 

In meaning: faint, but in opinion ftrong. 
“To {peak they both aftum’d alike pretence ; 
‘The elder gain’d his juft pre-eminence. 

Thas he: ’Tis true, when privilege and right 
Are once invaded, honour bids us fight. 

But ere we once engage in honour’s caufe, 
Firft know what honour is, and whence it was. 

Scorn’d by the bafe,.’tis courted by the brave; 

"The hero’s tyrant, aud’ the cowards flave; 
Born in the noify camp, it lives on air, 

‘And ‘both exifts by hope and by defpair; 
Angry whene’er a moment's cafe we gain, 
And reconcil’d at our returns of pain. 

{ lives, when in death’s arms the hero lies: 
But when his fafety-he confults, it dics. 
Bigoted téthis idol, we difelaim 

Reft, health, and eafe, for nothing but a name. 

Then tet.us, to the field before we move, 
Know, if the gods our enterprife approve. + 
Suppofe th’ unthinking faculty unveil 


“What we, through wiler conduét, would conceal : 


¥s’'t reafon we fhould qaarrel with the glafs 
"That fhows the monftrous features of. our face? 


# The Pearces, apothecaries, 
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Or grant fome grave pretenders have of fate 
Thought fit an innovation to create ; 
Soon they'll repent what rafhly they begun : 
Though projeéts pleafe, projectors are undone. - 
AH novelties muft this fuccefs expedt, 
When good, our envy; and when bad, neglect : 
If reafon could direét, ere now each gate 
Had borre fome trophy of triumphal ftate ; 
Temples had told how Greece and Belgia owe 
‘Troy and Namur to, Jove and to Naffau, 

Then, fince no veneration is allow’d, 
Or to the real, or th’ appearing good ; 
The proje& that we vainly apprehend 
Moft, as it blindly rofe, as vilely end. 
Some members of the faculty there are, 
Who interefe prudently to oaths prefer. 
Our friendthip, with feign’d airs, they poorly 

court (¢}, 

And beaft, their politics are our fepport 
‘Them we'll confult about this enterprife, 
And boldly execute what they advife. 

But from below, while fuch refolves they took, 
Some Aurum Fulminans the fabric fhook. 

The champions, daunted at the crack, retreat, 
Régard their fafety, and their rage forget. 

Su when at Bathos earth’s big offspring ftrove 
To Icale the tkies, and: wage @ war with Jove ; 
Soon as the afs o€ old Sifenus bray’d, 

The trembling rebels in confufion fied. 


i 








VARIATIONS. 





(c) Wf things of ufe were valued, there had been 
Some workhoufe where the monument is feen. 


cAN TO 


Nor far from that frequented theatre, 


Ww. 


Long has this darling quarter of the town. 


Where wahdering punks each night at five repair; | For lewdnefs, wit, and gallantry, heen known, 


‘Where purple emperors in butkins tread, 

And rule imaginary worlds for bread: 

‘Where Beatley *, by old writers, wealthy grew, 
And Brifeee * lately was uadune by new ; 
‘There triumphs a phyfician of renown, 

‘To none, but fuch as ruft in health, unknown. 
Nonc e’er was plac’d more fitly, to impart 

‘His known experience, and his healing art. 
‘When: Burgefs deafens all the liftening prefs 
‘With peals of moft feraphic emptinefs; 

Gr when myftcrious Freeman mounts on high, 
‘To preach his parifh to a lethargy 5 

This Aifculapins waits hard by, to eafe 

‘The martyrs of fuch Chriftian cructics, 


# Two boukiellers. 


All forts meet here, of whatfo’er degree, 

To blend and jufile into harmony, 

‘The critics each adventurous author fean, 
And praife or cenfure as they like the man. 
The weeds of writings for the flowers they cull; 
So nicely taftelefs, fo correctly dull! 

‘The politicians of Parnaffus prate, 

And pocts canvafs the affairs of ftate; 

‘The cits ne’er talk of trade and ftock, but tell 
How Virgil writ, how bravely Turnus fell. 
‘The country-dames drive to Hippolito’s, 
Firft find a fpark, and after lofe a nofe. 

‘The lawyer for lac'd coat the robe does quit, 
He growsa madman, and then turns a wit, 
And in the cloifter penfive Strephon waits, 
Tilt Cloe’s hackeny comes, and then retreats; 
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And if th’ ungenerons rymgh a fhaft lets fy, 
More fatally than from 2.fparkling cye, i 
Mirmillo *, that fam’d Opifer, is nigh, a 
The trading tribe oft thither throng co dine, 
And want of elbaw-room fupply in wine. 
Cloy'd with variety, they furfeit there, 
Whilft the wan patients on thin gruel fare. 
‘Twas here the champions of the party met, 
Of their heroic enterprife to treat. 
Each hero a tremendous air put on, 
And ftern Mirmillo in thefe words begun: 
Tis with concern, my- friends, 1 mect you 
here; tet 
No grievance you can-know, but I mutt. thare. 
is plain, my intere@ yau've advanc’d fo iong, 
b fee, ther Powas mute, would find atongae. 
And, in returiy though I have ftrove to rend 
‘Vhofe Ratutes, which on oath I fhould defend ; 
Such arts are trifles to @ generous mind: 
Great fervices as great returns fhould find. 
Aud you'll perceive, this hand, when glory calls, 
Cau brancith arms as well as urinals, 
Oxford and all her pafling bells can tell, 
By this right-arm whut mighty numbers fell. 
Whilft others meanly aik’d whole months to flay, 
1 oft difpatch’d the patient in a day : 
With pen in hand J pufh'd to that degree, 
I fearce had left a wretch to give a fee. 
Some fell by landanum, and fome by iteel, 
And death in antbifh Jey in every pill. 
For, fave or flay, this'privilege we claim, 
Though credit foffera, she:reward’s the fame. 
‘What though the art of healing we pretend, 
He that defigns it leak, is miof a friend, 
Into the right we err, and mutt confely 
‘Yo overfights we often owe fuccefs. 
‘Thus Beflus got the battle in the plays - 
His glories cowardice reftor’d the day. 
So the fain’d Grecian piece ow'd its defert 
‘To chance, and not the labour’d ttrokes of art, 
Phyficians, if they’re wife, fhould never think 
Of any arms but fuch as pen and ink: 
Bu enemy, at their expence, fhall find 
When honcur.calls, Pil {corn to ftay bebind, 
He fuid; and feal’d th’ engagement with akifs, 
Which wasreturn'd by younger Afcaris * ; 
Who thus advane’d : Each sword, Sir, you impart, 
Has fomething killing in it, like your art. 
How much we to your boundlefs friendihip owe, 
Oar files can {peuk, and your prefcriptions thow. 
Your ink defcends in fuch exceffive thowers, 
°Tis plain, you can regard no health but ours. 
Whilft poor pretenders puzzle o’cr a cafe, 
You but appear, and give the coup de grace. 
that near Xanthus’ banks yeu had but dwele, 
When Uium fir Achaian fury felt! 
‘The horned river then had curs’d in vain 
Young Peleus’ arm, that chok’d his ftream with 
fain; 
No trophics you had left for Greeks to raife; 
‘Their ten years toil, you'd finifh'd in ten days. 
Fate {miles on your attempts; and, when you lif, 
In vain the cowards fty, or brave refit. 








* Dr. Gibbons 
Vou. VIL 


¢ Mr. Parrot. 


9? 
Then let.us arm,.we need not fear futtela; 


_No labours are too. hard for Hercules., 


Our military.enfigns: we'll difplay 5 fae 
-Conqueft purfnes, where courage leads the way. 
‘To-this défign thrill Querpa # did agree, 
A zcalous member of the faculty; 
His fire's pretended pions fteps he treads, 
And where the doctar-fails, the faint fucceeds,.- 
A conventicke flefh'd his greener years, 
And his fall age the righteous rancour thares, 
Thus buys hatch game-eggs under birds of. prey, 
To make the fow! more furious fer the fray. 
Siow Carus } next difcover'd his intent, 
With painful paufes muttering what he meant. 
His Sparks of Jife, m fpite of drugs, retreat, 
So cold, that only calentures can heat. 
In his chill veins the fluggith puddle flows, 
And loads with lazy fogs his fable brows. 
Legiovs-of lnnaties about him prefs; . 
His province is, left reafon to redrefs.., ° 
§» when perfumes their frageant {cent give o’er, 
Nonght.cao their odpur, like a-jakes, reftore, 
When for advice the vulgar throng, he’s found 
With lumber of vile books befieg’d around. .- 
‘The gazing throng acknowledge their furprifey 
And, deaf to reafon, fill confult their eyoa . 
Well he perceives, the warld-will often find, 
To catch the eye is to convince,the ning." 
‘Thus a weak ftate by wife diftrpht se 
‘Yo numerons ftores, and ftrength im-magazgnem | 
So fools are always moft profufe of words, : 
And cowards never fail:of longeft fwords. 
Abandon’d authors here a refuge meet, 
And from, the world to du and worma.retreat. 
Here-dregs and fediment of auctions ¢ 
Refufe of fairs, and gleanings of Dark lane. 
And up thefe walls much Gothic lumber ¢limbs, 
With Swifs philofophy, and Runic rhymes. 
Hither, retriev’d from cooks and grocers,-come ‘ 
Mede’s works entire, and endle{s reams of Blome, 
Where would the long neglected Collins fly, 
If bounteous Carus fhould refufe to buy ? 
But-cach vile fcribbler’s happy on this {core : 
He’il find fume Carus ftill to read him o'er, 
Nor muft we the obfequious Umbra § f{pare, 
Who foft by nature, yet declar’d for war. 
But when fome rival power invades a right, 
Flics fet on flies, and turthes turtles fight, 
Elfe courteous Umbra-ta the laft hadbean 
Demurely mesk, infipidly ferene. 
With him, the prefent {till fome virtues have ; 
The vain are fprightly ; and the ftupid, graves 
The flothful, negligent; the foppifh, neat; ~ 
The lewg are airy, and the fly dilcreet ; 
A wren, an eagle; a baboon, a beau; | 
Colt |], a Lycurgus, anda Phocion, Rowe {. 
Heroic ardour now. th’ aflembly warms, 
Each combatant breathes nothing but alarnas. 
For future glory while the fcheme is laid, 
Eam’d with Horefcope thus offers to diffuade = 
Since of each enterprife th’ event’s unknown, 
We'll quit the fword, and hearken to the gown. 





* Dr, Howe, 
4 Dr. Gould. 
9 Mz. Anthony Rowe, 


Pr. Tyfon. ~ 
{| Sir H. Dutton Colt. 
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igh lives Vagellius *, one reputed long 
For ftrength of fangs, and pliancy of tongue. 
For fces;-o any form he moulds a caufe, 
‘The worft has merits, and the bet has Baws. 
Five guineas make a criminal to-day ; 
And ten to-morrow wipe the ftain away. -, 
‘Wharever he affirms is undeny'd, 
Miio’s the lecher, Clodius th” homicide 5 
Cato pernicious, Catiline a faint, 
Orford fulpe@ed, Duncon:b innucent. : 
og law then, friends, fer ’tis by fate decreed, 
agellius. and our money. thall fucceed. ” 
Know, when | firft invok'd difeafe by charms 
‘Te prove propitious to our future arms, 
All omens did the facrifice attend, * 
Nor wonld the dibyl from her grot afcend. 
As Horofeape urp’d farther to be heard, , 
He thus was interrupted by a bard +: 
In vain-yonr mayic myfteries you ufe 
Such founds the Siby d ears abufe. 
‘Thefe lines the pale divinity fal! raife, 
Such js the power of found, und force of lays 
© § Arma meet with arms, fauchions with fau- 
& chions clath, 
* And fparks of fire ftruck out from armour flath. 
“Thick clouds of dyft contending warriors raife, 
|| And bideous war o’cr ail the region brays. 
* Some raging ran with huge Herculean clubs, 
“ Some mafly halls of brafs, fome inighty tubs 
“€ Of cinders bore — é 
 ¢ Naked and half-burnt hills with hideous wreck 
“ -Affvight the thes, and fry the ocean’s back.” 
As he went rumbling on, the fury fraight 
Crawi'd in, her. limbs could fcarce fupport her 
weight. 
A rueful rag her meagre forehead bound, 
And faintly her furr’d fips thefe accents found: 
Mortal, how dar’ft thou with fuch lings addrefs 
My awful feat, and trouble my recefs ? 
In Effex marthy hundreds is a cell, 4 
Where lazy fags and drizating vapours dwell : 
‘Thither raw damps on roping wings repair, 
And thivering quartans fhake the fickly air, 
There, when fatigu’d, fome filent hours I pals, 
And fubjtitute phyficians in my phice. 
‘Then dare not, for the future, once rehearfe 
"Che difonance of fich untuneful verte; 
But in your lines let energy,be found, . 
And Igaen to rife in fenfe, and fink in found... 
Harfh words, though pertinent, uncouth appear 5° 
None pleafe the fancy, who offend che ear. 
Iq fenfe and numbers if you would excel, 
Read’ Wycherley, confider Dryden well. 
In one, what vigorous turns of fancy thine! | * 
In th’ other, Syrens warble in each line. 
Hf Dorfet’s fprightly Mufe but touch the lyrg, 
‘The fmiles and yraces mele in foft defire, * 
Aud little loves confefs their amorous tire. (a) 











i 


” After (2) thefe lines are omitted: 





‘The ‘Liber now no gertle Gallas fees, 
But taliny Vhamegenjoys her Nermanbys, 


* og ce Vinatd Rhackmore, * 
H King aAtibur, ate 


* Sr Barth. Shower. 
& Bing Arthny, p. 207. 
, PE vrince Arthur, p.130, 
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The gentle Ifis claims.the ivy-crown, ~~~ 

‘To bind th’ immortal brows of Addifon. 

As tuneful Congreve tries his rural ftrains, 

Pan quits-the woods, the liftening fawns. the 
plains; " 

And Philomel,in notes like hie, complains. - 

And Britain, fince Paufanias * was writ 

Knows Spartan virtue, and Athenian wit. 

When Stepney paints the godlike adts of kin 

Or, what Apoljo dictates, Prior fings 5 é 

The banks of Rhine a picas’d attention thew, . 

And filver Sequana forgets to flow. 

Such juft examples carefully read o'er, , 
Slide without falling; without ftraininy, foars 
Of? though vour ftrokes furprife, you fhould ne 

choofe 9. ‘ vad 
A theme fo mighty for a virgin Mute. 
Long did Apelles his fam’d piece.decline 5 
His Alexander was his laft defign. 
"Tis Montague’s rich vein alone mutt prove, 
None but a Phidias thould attempt a Jove. 

‘Che fury paus'd, cill with a frightful found 25) 
A rifing whirlwiod burt th’ unhallow’d ground. 
‘Vhen the-—The deity we for-une call, . 
Though difant, rules and influences all. 
Straight for her fayour to her court-repair; 
Important emballies afle wings of air, [fou: 

Each wondering ftood ; but Horoftope’s grea 
That dangers n¢’er alarm, nor doubts control, 
Rais’d on the piniens of the bobnding wind, 

,Out-flew the rack, and left the hours behind. 

‘The evening now with blufhes warms the air, ‘ 

The ftecr refigns the yoke, the hind his care. 
The clonds above with golden edyings glow, 
And falling dews refrefh the earth below. . , 
Phe bar with fonty wings flits through the grove, 
The reeda fearce ruftle, nor the afpines move. 
And ali the feaiicr’d folks ferbear their lays of 

. love, 

Through the tranfparent region of the fkies, 


BS 











| Swift asa with, the miffionary flies: 


With wonder he furveys the upper air, 

And the gay gilded meteors fparting there ; 
How lambent jellies, kindling in the right, 
Shoot through the zther in a trail of lighs ¢ ; 
How rifting iteams in th’ azure fluid blend, 
Or fleet in clouds, or foft in thewers defcend ¢ 
Or, if the fubborn rage of cold prevail, 

in flakes they fly, or fall-in moulded hail; 
How honey-dews embalm the fragrant morn, 
And the fair oak with lutciaus fweats adora; 
How heat and moitture mingle in a mafs, 

Or belch in thunder, or in lightning blaze ; 
Why nimble corsufcations ftrike the eye, ~ 
Andbold tornados blufter in the fey 5 





VARIATIONS, 


(4) The fury faid ; and vanithing from fight,..- + 
Cry’d out, ‘fo.arms; fo left the realms of light. 
Ve consbarants to th’ enrerprife confent, 


Aud the next day {mil'd on she great event. 


¥aulanias, written by Mr. Nortod. 
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Why a prolific Aura upwards tends, 
Ferments, and in a living fhower defcends; 
How vapours hanging on the towering hills - 
4n breezes figh, or weep in warbling rills ; 

. Whence infant winds their tender pinions try, 
<And river gods their thirfty urns fupply. 

‘The wondering fage purfues his airy flight, 
And braves the chill unwholefome dampsof night: 
He views the tracts where luminaries rove, 

To fettle feafons here, and fates abuve ; 

‘The bleak Ardturus ftill forbid the feas, 

‘The flormy Kids, the weeping Hyades; 

‘The fhining lyre with ftrains attracting more 

Heaven's glittering manfions now than hell’s be- 
fore; cy 

Glad Caffiopeia circling in the fly, - 

And each fair Churchill of the galaxy. 

, Aurora, on Etefian breezes borne, 
‘With blufhing lips breathes out the fprightly morn: 
Each flower in dew their thort-liv'd empire weeps, 
And Cynthia with her lov’d Endymion fleeps. 
As through the gloom the Magus cuts his way, 
Imperfect objects tell the doubrful day’ 5 
Dim he difcerns majeftic Atlas rife, 

And bend beneath the burden of the tkies; 
His towering brows aloft no tempefts know, 
‘Whilft lightning flies, and thunder rolls below, 
" Diftane from hence beyond a wafté of plains, 
Proud Teneriff, his giant brother, reigns; 

. With breathing fire ‘his pitchy noftrils glow, 
As from his fides he thakes the fleecy tnaw. 
Around this hoary prince, from watery beds, 
His fabje@ iflands raife their verdant headss 
‘The waves fo gently wafh each rifing hill, 
The land feems floating, and the ocean itil. 

Eternal {pring with f{miling verdure here 
Warms the mild air, and créwns the youthful year, 
From cryftal rocks tran{parent rivulets flow ; 

‘The tuberofe ever breathes, and violets blow. 
The vine undreis’d her fwelling cluftsrs beara, 

-'The labouring hind the mellow. olive cheers; 
Bloffoms and fruit at once the citron fhews, 

And, as fhe pays, difcovers {till fhe owes, 
The orange to her fun her pride difplays, 
And gilds her fragrane apples with his rays, 

: No bdlatts e’er‘difcompofe the peaceful fky, | 
‘The {prings but murmur, aad the winds but figh. 
‘The tuneful fwans on gliding rivers floar, 

And warbling dirges dié on every note. 
‘Where Flora treads, hey Zephyr garlands flings, 

_And featters odours from his purple wings ; = 
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| Whilft birds from woodbine bowers and jafmine 
groves A 

Chant their glad nuptials, and unenvy'd loves. 

Mild feafons, rifing hills, and filent dales, 

Cool grottos, filver brooks, and flowery vales, 

Groves fill’d with balmy fhrubs, in pomp appear, - 

And fcent with gales of fweets the circling year. 

. Thefe happy ifles, where endlefs pleafures’ 
wait, Ae oe 

Are ftyl’d by tuneful bards—The Fortunate. - 

On high, where fo hoarfe winds nor clouds re« 
fort, : 

The hoodwink’d goddefs keeps her partial court. - 

Upon a wheel of amethyft fhe fits, 

Gives and refumes, and {miles and frowns by fits. 

In chis ftill labyrinth, around her lie 

Spells, philters, globes, and {chemes of palmiftry + 

A figil in this hand the gipfy bears, . 

In th’ other a prophetic feve and sheers. 

The dame, by divination, knew that foon 
‘The Magus would appear—-and then begun 
Hail facted feer! thy embafly I know : 

Wurs muft enfue, the fates will have it fo. ~ 
Dread feats fhall follow, and difafters great, 
Pills charge on pills, and bolus bolus meet : 
Both fides thal. conquer, and yee both fhall fail; 
‘The mortar now, and then the urinal, 

To thee alone my influence | owe ; 
Where nature has deny’d, my favours flow. 
* Tis I that give, fo mighty 1s my power, 
Faith to the Jew, complexion ta the Moor. 
Iam the wretch’s wifh, the rook’s pretence, 
The fluggard’s eafe, the coxcomb's providence. 
Sir Scrape-quill, once a fupple fmiling lave, 
Looks lotty now, and infolently grave ; 

Builds, fettles, purchafes, and has each hour 
Caps from the rich. and curfes from the poor. | 
Spadillio, that at table ferv'd of late, 

Drinks rich Tockay himfelf, and eats in plate; 
Has levees, villas, miftreffes in ftore, 

And owns the racers which he rubb’d before. 

Souls heavenly borne my faithlefs boans defy ; 
The brave is to himfelf a deity. 

Thongh bleft Aftrea’s gone, fome foil remains 
-| Where fortune is’ the flave, and merit reigns.” 

The Tiber boafts his Julian progeny, 
‘Thames his Naffau, the Nile his Prolomy. 
Iberia, yet for future fway defizn'd, ; 
Shall, for a Helle, a greater Mordaunt find? 
‘Thus Ariadne in proud triumph rode ; 
She loft a hevo, and fhe found a god. . 

















c AN 


Waen the ftill night,’ with, peaceful poppies 
+). trown’d, : s 
Rad {pread her fhady pinions o'er the ground; 


To Vv. 


And flumbering chiefs of painted triumphs dream, 
While groves and ftreams are the foft virgin’g 
t theme 5. 
ase. Gl 


roo 
The furges gently dath againt the thore, 
Flocks quit the plains, and gally- flaves the oar ; 
Sleep fakes its downy wings o’er mortal eyes 3 
Mirmillo is the only wretch it flies; 
He finds no refpite from his anxious grief; 
Then fecks from this foliloquy relief. 
* Lang have I reign’d unrival’d in the town, 
Opprefs'd with fees, and deafen’d with renown. - 
“ None e’er could die with due folemnity, 
Unlefs his paffport firft was fign’d by me. 
My arbitary bounty’s undeny'd ; # 
T give revérfions, and for heirs provide. 
None could the-tedious uuptial Rate fopporty 
Buc J,to make it eufy, make it thort. + 
J fee the diféontented matrons free,” 
And ranfom hufbands from captivity. 
Bhall one of fuch importance: then engage 
In noily riot and in civil rage ? $ 
Ng: Vleudeavour ftraight a peace, and fo 
Preverve my character, and perfon tao,- 
t But difcord, thar ill haunts with hideous mien 
‘Thofe dire abodes where Hymen once hath beer, 
O'erheard Mirmillo’s anguith ; them begun +: ~~ 
in peevith accenis’to exprefé-heriown z . «4; 
1 Have I fe often banifn’d lazy peace 
From her dark folitude; and lov'd recefs ? 
Have { made South’ aud Sherlock difagree, » 
And puzzle trath with ledrn’d obfcurity?. 
And does the faithful Fergufon protei ¢ 
His ardour fallLor animofities ? 
Have 1, Britantia’s fafety to enfure, 
Expou'd ber naked, tobe moft fecure? 
Fave | made parties oppofite, unite, ~ 
In monfrous leagues of amicable fpite, 
‘fo corfe their country, whilfethe common ory” 
Is freedom ; ‘but their aim, the miniftry ? 
Aud fhall a daftard’s cowardice prevent ° 
‘The war, fo long I've Inbour’d to foment? 
No, ’tis.refolv'd, he either fitall comply, * 
or VU renounce my wan-divinity.._ . 
“With that, the hag approach’d Mirmillo’ 's bed, 
sands taking Querpe’s meagre thape, the Said’: « 
At noon of night I heften, to dilpel 
‘Thofe tunyults in your penfive bofom dwell. 
Y dreamt but now I heard your heaving fighs, 
Nay, {aw the.tears debating in your eyes. - 
4) that "twere but a dream! buc threats I find 
Zour iv your looks, and rankle in your mind..: 
Spevk, whenee it is Uus late diforder flows, . 
What fhakes your foul, and troubles your repofe. 
Miftakestin practice feurce could give you pains 
"Loo. well you know, the dead will ne'er com? 
‘ plain. 
* What looks difcover, fai the homicide, 
‘Wauld be a fruitlels induftry to hide. 
My fafety firkt U muft confult, and then 
Viblerve.our falforing party with my pen. i 
t _albthould; reply'd the hag, their talent learn ; 
"The moft aitempting ofc’ the leat difeerm, «1, - 
Let Peterborough f{peak, and Vanburgh write, 
Soft Acon court, and rough Ceeciona fight: 
Such muit fucceed; but, when th’-enervate aim 
Reyond their force, they.{til! contend for fname. 
Had Colbatch printed nothing vf his own, 
He had not been the 3affold of the own. 











| So diamonds rake a luftre from their foil 


= “THE WORKS oF GARTH. 


Affes ad owls, unfeen, theirkind betray, 
If thefe attempt to hoot; or thofe to bays 
Had Wefley never aim’d in verfe to pleafe, 
We had not rark’d him with our Ogilby 
Still cenfures‘will'on dull pretetiders fail; - 
A Codrus fhould expect a Juvenal. 

Tl] dines, bat like ill paintings, are allow’ “dy 
To fet off, and totecommend the good. ‘+ 





And to a Bentley ’tis-we dwe-a Boyle. 

+ Confide?’ well the talent you potfels; 
To ftsive to make it more, would: malte it lefs: 
And recoile& what-gratitode is due, 9 5. 
"Fo thole whofe party you Abandoh now. 





| To them you iwe your odd magnificence, _ 


But to your flars your'magazine of fenfe. 
Hafpt in'a tombri, aukward-have you fhin’d, 
With one fat flave before, and siune behind. 


:] Then hafte and join your true intrepid friends,(a’ 


Succefs on vigour and difpateh depends. 

*eLabouring in doubts Mirmillo ftood ; then faid 

*Tis hard to yundertake, if'gain diffuade ; 

What fool tor noify feuds large fees would leave ? 

‘Fen harvefts more would all.I wifh-for give. + 
True man? reply'd the elf; by choice difeas’d, 

Ever contriving pin, and never pleas'd. 


»| A prefent good they flight, an abfent choofe 5 £ 





And whe they!-have, for what they have not 
lofe. ©: 

Falft. profpects all their true ‘delights deftroy, 

Relolv'd to want; yet Jubouring to enjoy...» 3 

In reftlefs hurries thcughtlefsly they live, 

At fubftance oft" unmov’d, for fhadows grieve. . 

Children at toys, a8 men at titles, aim; 3. +: 

‘And in effect both covet but the fame. 

This Philip’s fon prov'd in revolving years ; 

And firft for rattles, then for-worlds.thed tears. es 

The fury {poke ; then in a momens fir’d 
The hero’s breaft with tempetts, and retir’d, 

In boding dreams Mirmillo {pent the night, > 
And frightful phantoms dant’d before his fight, 6 
‘Fill the pale pleiads clos'd their eyes of ight. 
At length gray morn glows in the eaftern fkies, 
‘The larks in raptures through the ether rife, 
“fhe azure mifts feud o’er the dewy lawns, 

“The chaunter at his early matins yawns, 
The amaranth.opes its leaves, the lys its bells, 
And Progre ber complaint of Fereus tells, 

As bold Mirmillo the pray dawn defcries, 
Arm’d-cap-a-pee, where gonour calls, he flice, 
And finds the legions planred at their pott ;>. 
Where mighty Querpo fill’d the eye the moft, 
His arms were madc, if we may credit famey, 
By Mulciber, the Mayor of Birmingham. - 





VARIATIONS, 


From (a)—(a) originally thus ; 
But foon what they've exalted they'll bakeary 
And fet‘up Carus, or the.city bard.” 
. Alarm’ at this the hero courage took, _ 
Aud fterms of terror threaten'd in his look. 
My dread refulves, he cry’d, F'll ftraight purfues 
“Fhe fury, fadsfy'd, in {miles withdrew. 


THE-DISPENSARY. - 5 . 


Oftemper'd ftibium the bright thield, was cath, « 
And yet-the work the metal far farpafs'd. 

A foliage of the yulnerary leaves, [ceives 
Graved round the brim, the wondering fight de- 
‘Around the centre fate’s bright acophies | lay. 
Probes, faws, incifion-knives, and tnols to fay. 
Emboft upon the field, a battle Rood 

Of leeches {pouting hamorrhvidal blood, Fs 
‘The artitk too exprefs'd the folemn.ftate 

OE grave phyficians at a confulc met; 

About each {ymptom how they difagree, 

But now unanimous in cafe of fee. 

‘Whilft each affafiin his learn’d cnlleague t tires 
With learu'd impertinence, the fick expires. . 

» Beneath,this blazing arb bright Querpo fitune, 

” Himfeif an Atlas, and] his thichd a moon. 

A pettle for his trunchegn Jed the van, 

And his high helmet was a clofe-ftool pan. 

His creft an tis, brandithing her beak, 
And wisding in lof folds her fpiral neck, 
This when the young Querpoides behel 
His face in nurfe’s breait the bey conceal'd; 
v hen, peept, and with the effulgent helm’ would 

4, 0 Plays 

And as Bits monfter gap'd, would fhrink away. 
‘Thus fometimes joy prevail’d, and fometimes fear ; 
Abd tears and Smiles alternate paffions were. 

+. As Querpo towering flood in martial might, 
Pacific Carus fparkled onthe right... . 

n oran outang o'er his fhoulders hung, 0... 
a plume contefs'd the capon whence it fprang. * 
His motley mail {carce could the hero bear, 
Haranguing thus the tributes of the war: 

Be Fam'd chiefs, .. 

For prefent, triumphs born, defign’d for more; 
Your virtue | admire, your valour more. 

é battle be refolv’d, you'll find this hand 

‘av deal out deftiny, and fa‘e command. 

or foes in throngs fhall bide the erumfon plain, 
And their Apollo interpofe in vain. ;. 
Though gods themitives engage, a Diomed 
“With eafe could fhow a deity can bleed. 

But ea rough trade fhould be by fools pto- 








feft, 

The truett ‘rubbift Gilis a tretich the heft. 
Jet quinfies throttle, and the quartan thake, - 
Or dropfies drown, and gout and chulics rack 5 
Let fword and peftilence lay walte,, while we 
Wage bloodlefs wars, and fight in ‘theory, 2 
Who wants not mezit, needs not.arm “or fame; 3 
‘The dead I raife, my chivalry proclaim ; ¢ 
Dileafes baffled, and loft health reitor'd, 
Yu fame’s bright lift my vidlories record. 
More lives, from me their prefervation own, 
‘Than lovers lofe if fair Cornelia frown, 

Your cures, thrill Querpo cry’d, aloud you tel, : 
fur wifely your. mifcarriages, conceal. 
Zeno, a prief, in Samothrace of old,” 
‘Thus reafon’d with Philopidas the holds ‘ 
Jyomortal gods you own, but.think them Diind 
To what concerns the ftate of human kind. 
Either they beur not, or regard not prayer 5 
That argues want of power and this of care. 
Allow that wifdom infinite muft knew ; 
Power infinite mut ag.“ E grant it fo." 





rer 

Halte ftraight to Neptone's fone: farvey “with 
zeal. 

‘The wails, What then ?”* reply’ the infidel. 

Obferve thofe numerous throngs, in effizy, 2 


| The gods have fuv’d from the devouring fea. 


“ ? Vis true, their pictures that efcap’d you keep, 
* But where are theirs that perifh'd in the 
_ deep?” 

Vaunt now no more the triumph of your fkill, 
Bur, thoagh unfee’d, exert your arm, and kill, 
Our fcouts have learn’d the pofture of the foe ; 

In war farprifes fareft condu& thow. 

But fame, thae neither good nor bad conceals... 

That Pembroke’s worth, and Ormond’s valour 
tells; 2. 

How troth fa Burnet, how in Cavendith » reigns, . 

Varro’s niaguificence ‘with Maro’s ftraine; 

But how at church and bar all gape and fretch 

If Winnington but plead, or South or Only 
preachy .. ; 4 

On nimble wings ta Warwick-lane repairs; 

And what the enemy intends, declares. 

Confufion-in each countenance appear’d, > - 

A council’s call’'d, and Stentor * fir® was heard: 

His labouring lungs the throu’d pretorium reat, (6) 

Addreffing thus the pallive prefident : 

. Machaont, whole experience, we adtre, 

Great as your matchlefs merit, is your power: 

At your approzch, the baffled tyrant death 

Breaks his keen fhafts, and grinds his clahhing 

«teeth, : 

To you we leave the condud of the day; 

What you command, your vaffuls muft obey. 

If this dread enterprife you would decline, 

We'll fend to treat, and ftifle the defign. 

But, if my arguments had force, we'd try” 

To humble our audacious foes, ar die; , 

Our fpire, they'il find, to their advantage leans? 

‘The end is good, po matter for the means. 

So modern catuitts their talents try, .. 

Uprightly for the fake of truth to lic, 

He had not finifh’d, till th’ ae defs 

ery'd(2) 

Bright columns move in formidable pride; 








. VARIATIONS. 


(4) Trung to extremes, yet to dull forms a flave, 
He's always dully gay, or vainly grave, 

w ‘ith indignation, ; and a daring air, 

He paus'd a while, and thas addrefs’d the chair. 


(2) What Stentor offer'd was by moft approv’ ds 
Bat feveral voices feveral methods mov'd. 

Ac length th’ adveaturous heroes all, agree 
T'eapedt the foe, and a& defenfively. - 

Into the thop their hold battalions move, . <-._ 
And what their chief commands, the reft 2 approve. 
Down from the wal's they tear the fhelves in hatte, 
—— on their flank for pslifades are plac’d; 


. * Dr. Geodalt. 
+ Sit Thomas Millington, 





352 
‘The paffing pomp fo dazzted from afar, 
Te feem’d a triumph, rather than a war. ~~ 
‘Fhough wide the front, though grofs the phalanx 
Tew, * 
Te Jook’d leis dreadful, as it nearer grew. 
‘Fhe adverfe hoft for ation ftraight prepare 
JAN eager to unveil the face of war. 
Their chiefs lace on their helms, and take the 
field, 7 
And to their trufty {quire refigns the fhield : 
‘To paint each knight, their ardour and alarms. 
‘Would af the mufe that fang the frogs in arms. 
And new the fignal fummons to the tray 5 
‘Mock faichions afi, and paltry enfigns play. 
‘Their patron god his filver bow-ftrings twaugs; 
‘Tough harnefs ruftles, and bold armour clangs; 
The piefcing cauftics ply their fpiteful power; 
Emetics ranch, and keen cathartics fcour; 
"The deadly drugs im double dofes fly 5 
And pefiles peal a martial {ymphony. 
Now from their level'd fyringes they pour 
‘The liquid volley of -a miflive fiower. * 
Not ftorms of fleet, which o’er the Baltic drive 
Puth’d on by northern gufts, fuch horror give. 
Like fpouté in fouthera feas the deluge broke, 
_ And numbers funk beneath th’ impetuous ftroke. 
So when’ Leviathans difpute tht reign = « 
And upcontro!’d daminion of the main; 
From the rent rocks whole coral groves até torn, 
Aund ifles of fea-weed on the waves are borne, 
Such watery ftores from their {pread noftrils fly, 
*Yis doubtful which as fea, and which is iky. 
And now the flaggering braves, led by defpair, 
Advance, and to return the charge prepare, 
Each feizes for his fhield a fpacions {cale, 
And thé brafs weights fly thick as thowers of 
hail. 
Whole heaps of warriors welter on the ground, 
- With gally-pots and breken phials crown’d ; a 
‘Whiift empty jars the dire defeat refound. 
_. Thus when fome ftorm its cryftal quarry rends, 
And Jove in rattling fhowers of ice defcends ; 
Mount Athos fhakes the forefts on his brow, 
‘Whillt down his wounded fides frcfh torrents 
» flow, : (below. 
And feaves and limbs of trees o’erfpread the vale 
“Bac now, all order lof, promifcuous blows 
Confus'dly fall; perplex'd the battle grows. 
Frou Stentor’s* aria mafly opiate flies, 
And ftraight a deadly fleep clos'd Carns’ eyes. 
ait Colon } great Sertorins Buckthors flung, 
Who with fierce gripce, like thofe of death, was 
flung ; : . 7 





And then behind the compter rang‘d they ftand 

‘Their front fo well fecur’d, vobey command, 
And now the {cours the adverfe bufis defery, 

Biue aprons jn the air for colours fly t 

Wich unrefifted force they urge their way, 

AAnd find the foc embateled in array. 


* Dr. Goodall againk Dr, Tyfone 
. $ Dr Birch, - = 
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But with a dauntlefs and difdainfa! mein 
Hurl'd back ftccl pills, and hit him on the fpleerm 
Chiron * attack’d Talthibius with fuch might, . 
One pafs had paunch’d the hugé hydropic knight, 
Who ftraight retreated to evade the wound, 
But in a flood of apozem was drown'd. 
This Pfylas|| faw, and to the vitor faid,: °° 
Thou fhalt not long furvive th’ unwieldy dead, 
Thy fare fhall follow ; to confirm it, fwore, 
By the image of Priapus, which he bore :’ 4 
And rais’d'an eagle-ftone, invoking loud 
On Cynthia, leaning o’er a filver cloud : 
Great qacen of night, and emprefs of the feat 
If faithful to thy: midnight myfteries,- 
Tf, fat obfervant of my earty vows, 
Thefe hands have cas'd the mourning matron’s 
throes, 
Direct this rais’d avenging arm aright; 
So may loud cymibals aid thy labouring lights 
He faid, and Jet the ponderous fragment fly 
At Chiron, but learn’d Hermes put it by. 
Though the haranguing god furvey'd the war, 
That day the moses’ fons were not his care; 
Two friends, adepts, the Trifmegifts by name, 
Alike theit features, and alike their flame ; 
As fimpling near fair Tweed each fung by turn, 
The liftening river would negleé his urn, 
Thofe lives they fail’d to tefcue by their kill, 
‘Their mufe could make immortal with her quilt; 
But learn'd inqitiries after hature’s ftate 
Diffoiv'd the league, and kindled 2 debate, 
The one, for lofty labours fruitful known, 
Fil'd magazines with volumes of his own 
At his once-iavour’d friend a tonac he threw, 
That from its birth had flepe unfeen till now > 
Stunn'd with the blow, the batrer'd bard retir’dy 
Sank down, and in.a fimile expir’d. 
. And uow the cohorts thake, the legions ply; 
The yielding flanks confefs the victory, 
Stentor, undaunted ftill, with noble rage 
Sprung through the battle, Querpo to engage. 
Fierce was the onfet, the difpute was great, 
Both ¢onid not vanquish, neither would retreat , 
Each combatant his adverfary mauls, 
, With barter’d bed-pans, and ftav’d urinals, 
On Stentor’s crett the ufual cryftal breaks, 
And tears of amber gutter’d dowa bis cheeks 9 
But whilft the champion, as late rumours tell, 
Defign’d a {ure decilive ftroke, he fell : 

And as che viGor hovering o’e: him ftood; 
With arms extended, thus the fuppliant fued s 
‘When henour’s loft, "tis a relief to die; 

Death’s but a Aire retreat from infamy, 
But to the loft if pity might he fhown, . 
Reflc& on young Querpoides thy fon'; 
‘Then pity mine, for fuch an infant grace 
Smiles in his eyes, and flatters im his face. 
If he was near, compailion he’d create, 
Or elfe Jament his wretched parent’s fate. 
Thine is the glory, and the field is thine 3- 
‘Yo thee the lov’d Difpenfary I refign. 








< @ Dr. Gill againit Dr, Ridley 
Drs Chamberlain, 


THE DISPENSARY. 


At this the vitorg own fach extafies, : 
fs Memphian priefts if their Ofiris {neeze t 
Or champions with Olympic clangor fir’d; . 
Or fimpering prudes with (prightly Nantz infpir’d; 
Or fultans rais’d from dungeons to a crown; 
Or fafting zealots when the férmon’s donc. 
Awhile the chief the deadly ftroke declin’d, 
'And found compaflion pleading in his mind. 
But whillt he view’d with pity the diftrefs'd, 
He {py’d Signerurt writ upon hie breaft. [head, 
‘Then tow’rds the fkies he tofs'd bis threatening 
‘And, fir’d with more than mortal fury, faid : ‘ 
} Sooner than I'll from vow'd revenge defift, (2) 
Haig Hloline(s hall turn a-Quieteft 





2 - VARIATIONS, 

(@) Faith ftand unmov'd through Stilling!cet’s de- 
fence, 5 

Yand Locke for myftery abandon fenfe. 


« & Thofe members of the college that obferve alate Aa- 
tute, ase called by the apothecaries ‘* Signetur ta.” 


Ko3, 
Janfenius and the Jefuits agree, 


_| Phe inquifition wink at-herefy, 


Warm convocations own the church fecure, 
And more confult her doétrine than her powers 
With that he drew a Jancet in his rage, 
To pun@ure the {till fapplicating fage. 
But while his thouglits. ‘fatal ftroke decree; 
Apollo interpos’d in, form of fee. - - : 
‘The chief great Pxan’s golden treffes knew, - 
He owntd” the god, and hie rais’d arm with 
* drew. ate teats Cog hye a 
“Thus often at.the Terhple-ftairs we? 
‘Two tritons, of a rough athictic mien, 
Sourly difpute fome quarrel of the flgod,. ~ 
With knuckles bruis’d, and face befmear'd. in. 
blood; ge 
But, :at che firft appearance of a fare, 








Both quit the fray, and to their oars repaie 


+ ‘The Hero fo his enterprize recalla,.". 
His fift unclinhhes, and the weapon falls, -- 





CANTO 


‘Wrare the shrill clangér of the battle rings, 
Wufpicious health appearit'pn ‘zéphyr’s' wings; * 
She Teem'd a chet ist poke ape it: 8 
More foft chap air, more gay than morning-light, 
Acharm fhe takes from each excelling fair, 
And borrows Cartifle’s fhape, and Grafton’s air, 
Her eyes like Ranclagh’s their beams difpenfe, 
‘With Churchill’s bloom, and Berkeley’s inno- 
eonee$ 
‘On Iris thus the differing beams beftow 
‘The dyc, that paints the wonders of her bow ; 
¥rom the fair nymph a vocal mufic falls, 
4s to Machaon thus the. goddefs dalle : 
Enough, th’ atchievement of your arms yan’ve 
fhown, 
You feck a triumph you fhould bluth to own, 
Hafte to th’ Elyfian fields, chofe bleft abodes, - 
Where Harvey fits among the deti-gads, 
Confult that facred fage, he’ll foon difclofe 
"the method that muft mollify thefe woes, 
Let Celfus* for that enterprize prepare, 
His conduct to the fhades fhall be my care, 
Aghaft the heroes ftoud diffolv’d in fear, 
A form fo heavenly bright they could not bear; 
Celfus, alone unmov’d, the fight beheld, 
“rhe reft in pale confufion left the fickd, 
Sou when the pygmics, marfhal’d on the plains, 
‘Wage puny war againtt th’ invading cranes ; 





* Div Batervan, 





Vi 


‘The puppets to their bodkit Tpedte repaint; : 
And fcatter’d feathers Butter in the airs.” 
‘But; whén the bold imperial bird of Jove 
Stoops'dn ‘hid founding pinions from above; 
Among thé brakes the fairy nation.crowds, 
And the Striménian fquadren feeks the clouds, : 
And now the delegate prepares te go~ ¥ 
And view the wonders of the realms below; 
Then takes Amomum for the golden bough. “= 
Thrice did the goddefs with her facred wand ey hae 
‘The pavement ftrike; and ftreight at her soda 
“mand 18 eS 
The willing furface opens, and defcties 
A deep defcent that leads to nether feitac 
Hygeia to the filent region tends; 
And with his heavenly guide thé’ tharge de.: 
fends. = - 
Thus Numa, when to hallow:¢ eaves retir’d, 
Was by Algeria guarded and jnfpir’d, 
Within the chamibers ofthe globe they {py 
The beds where fleeping-yegetables lit, 
Till the glad fummone af. genial ray “ 
Unbinds the glebe,-aad calls them out.to day. 











Hence pancies trick themfelves in various hue, 

And henee jonquils derive their fragrant ‘dew 5 

Hence the carnation and the bathtul’ rofe 

Vheir virgin blufhes to the morn difclofeg. 

Hence the chafte lily rifes to the light, 

Unveils bet faowy breaits, and charms the Sight 3” 
G ij “ : 


” Their numerous feet in flender bandage ty’d : 


+ The del unwieldy mafs of dumpith lead. 
‘Where, glimimeriag in their dawning beds, are 


7 And hence.on Daphne’s laurel’d forchead grow 


. &nd.in the gloom betrays its glowing checks, 
< “Eke filver then, with bright and burnifh’d 
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Hence arbours are with-twining greens array’d, 
T’ oblige complaining lovers with their fhude ; 


Immortal wreaths for Phabus and Naffau. 
The jnfedts here their lingering trance furvive : 
Benumb'd they feem’d, -and doubrf-s] if alive. 
From winter's fury hither they repair, 
And ftay for milder fhies and fofter air. 
Pown to thele cells obfcener reptiles creep, 
Where hateful nutes.and painted bzards Qzcp ; 
Where thivering. fakes the fummer folftice wait: 
Unfarl their painted folds, and fide in ftate. 
Here their new form the numb’d erucz hide 


Sven as the kindling car begins to rite, 

This upftart race their native clod defpife, 

And proud of painted wings attempt the tkies, 
Now thofe profounder regions they explore, 

‘Where metals ripen in vait, cakes of ore. 

Here, fullen to the fight, at large is ipread 


feen is 
‘The light afpiring Seeds of fprightly tin. 
‘The copper fparkles next in ruddy itreaks; 


grace, 

outh and a blooming luitre in.its face, : 

To th’ arms of thofe more yielding metals flies, 

And in the folds of. sacir embraces lies. 

“Bo tlofethey cling, fo Rubborply retire ; 

Their loxe's more violent than the chemift’s fire. 
“Neat thefe the delegate with wonder {pies 


* Where floods of living filver ferpentile ; 


‘Where richcft metals their bright looks put on, 
And golkfen ftreams through amber channeis rua : 


- Where light’s gay god defecnds, to ripen yems, 


* and hurl their melted vitals to the tkies. 


- ‘Where clamorours hurricanes-attempt their flight, 


’ Their fubftance petrify, and progrefs end, 
* Nigh, livid feas of kindled fulphur flow, - 


And lend a luftre brighter than his beams. 

” - Here he obferves the fuibterranean cells, 
‘Where wanton nature fports in idle thelis. 
Some helicoeids, fome conical appear : 

‘Thefe, mitres emulate, thofe turbans are. a 
Here marcafites in various figure wait, 

To ripen te a.true metallic fate: 

‘Till drops that from impending rocks defcend 


And whilft enrag’d, their fiery furges glow, 
Convulfions in the labouring mountains rife, 


_ He views with horror next the neify cave, 
‘Where with hoarfe dins imprifon'd tempeits rave; 








Or, whirling in tamulruons cddies, fight. 
‘The warring winds unmov’d Hygeia heard, 
‘Brav’d their loud jare, but much for Celfus fear’ds 
Andromeda fo, whilft her hero fought, 
Shock for his danger, but her own forgot. 

And now the gaddefs with her charge defcends, 
‘Whilft {carce one chearful gtimpfe their feps be- 

friends. Z 

Here his forfaken feat old Chaos keeps ; 
And, undiftirb’d by form, in filence fleeps; 
A gridy wight, and hideous to the eye, 


An aukward lump of fhapelels anarchy, 
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With fordid age his features are Jefac'd 
His lands unpeapled, and his countries watte. 
‘To thefe dark realms much learned lumber creeps 
‘There copious Morton fafe in filence fleeps; 
Where mufhroom libels in ablivion Hie, 
And, foon as bora, like other monfters, die. 
Upon a couch of jet, in thefe abodes, 
Dull night, his melancholy coniort, nods, 
No wayz and means their cabinet employ ; 
But their dark hours they waftein barren jey. 
Nigh this recefs, with terror they furvey 
Where death maintains his dread tyrannic fway. 
In the clofe covert of a cyprefs grove, 
Where goblins frik, and airy (pectres rove, 
Yawns a dark cave, with awful horror wide, 
And there the monarch’s triumphs are defery’d; 
Confus'd, and wildly huddled to the eye, 
The beggar’s pouch and prince’s purple lic ; 
Dim lamps with fickly rays fearce feem to glow; 
Sighs heave in mournful moans, and tears o’urflow 3 
Refllefs anxiety, forlorn de(pair, 
And all the faded family of cares 
Old mouldering urns, racks, daggers, and diftrefs, 
Make up the frightful horror of the place. 
Within its dreadful jaws thofe furies wait, 
Which execute the-harth decrees of fate, 
Febris is firft: the hag relentlefs hears 
‘The virgin's fighs, and fees the infant’s tears, 
In her purch'd eye-balls fiery meteors reiyn ; 
And reltlefs ferments revel in each veign, 
‘Then hydrops next appears amongft the throng; 
Bloated, aud big, fhe flowly fails along, 
But, like a mifer, in excefe the’s poor, 
«And phos for thirt atnidft her watery ftore. 
Now loathfome lepra, that offeniive {pright, 
With foul eruptions ftain’d, offends the fight; 
Still deaf to beau: y’s foft perfuadirg powcr; 
Nor cun bright Hebe’s charms her bloom fecure. 
Whilft meagre Pthitis gives a filnt blow, 
Her ftrokes are fure, but-her advances flow : 
No loud alarms; nor fierge affaults, are fhown; 
She ftarvis the fortrefs firft, then takes the town, 
Behind flood crowds of much inferior fame, 
Too numerous to repeat, tov foul to-name 5 
The valials of their monarch’s tyranny, 
Who, at his nod, on fatal errands fly. 
Now Celfus, with his glorious guide, invades 
The filent region of the Heeting fhades ; 
Where cocks and rueful deferrs are defery'd, 
And fallen Styx rolis down his lazy tide; 
‘Then fhows thc ferry-man the plant he bore, 
And claims his paffage to the further fhore. 
fo whom the Stygian pilot, {miling, faid, 
You need no paffpert to demand our aid. 
Phy fitians never linger op this ftrand : 
Old Charon’s prefent ftill at your command, 
Our awful monarch and his confort owe 
To them the peopling of the realms below. 
Then in his fwarthy hand he grafp'd the oar, 
Receiv'd his gueits aboard, and fhov'd from, 
fhore. i 
Now, as the goddefs and her charge prepare 


To breathe the fweets of foft Elyfian air, 


Upon the left they {py a penfive thade, 
Who ou his bended arm had rais’d his head ; 
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Pale grief fat heavy on his mournful Iook; 

‘To. whom, not unconcern’d, thus Celfus fpoke : 

. Tell me, thou much afflicted fade, why fighs 

Burit trom your breaft, and torrents from your 
eyes: 

And who thofe mangled manes are, which fhow 

A fullen fatisfaction at your woe ? 

Since, faid the ghoft, with pity you'll attend, 
Know, I’m Gudicum }, once your firnielt friend; 
And on this barren beach in difcontent 
Am doom'd to ftay, till ch’ angry powers relent. 
Thofe {pedtres, fuant’d with fears, that threaten 
The viclims of my late iHecondug are. — {there, 
‘They vex with endlefs clamours my repofe : 
‘This wants his palate; that demands his nofe : 
Aud here they cxecute fern Pluto’s will, 

And ply me every moment with a pill. 

Then Celtus thus: O much-lamented ftate ! 
How vigid is the fentence you relate } 
Methinks E recollect your former air, 

But ah: Row much you're chang'd from what 
you were! ae ain s 

Infipid as your late-ptifane you lic, 

That once were fprightlier far than Mercury, 

At the fad tale you tell, the poppies weep, 

And mourn their vegetable fouls alleep 3 

‘Vhe unétuous larix, and the healing pine, 

Lament your fate in tears of turpentine. 

But fill the offspring of your brain thall prove 

‘Vhe grocer’s care, and brave'the rage of Jove » 

When bonfires blaze, your: vagrant works fhall 
rife 

In rockets, till they reach the wondering fkies. 

If mortals e’er the Stygian powers could bend, 
Intreatics to their awful feats Vil fend. 
Bur, fince no haan arts the fates difluade, 
Direct me how-to find blefe’d Hatvey’s fhade. 
in vain th’ unhappy ghoft'{tiit urg’d hie Ray ; 
Then, rifing from the ground, he thew'd the way. 
Nigh the dull thore a fhapelefs mountain ftoad, 
That with a dreadfol frown furvey’d the flood, 
Its fearful brow no lively greens put on 5 
No frifking goats bound o’er the ridgy ftone. 
To gain the fummit the bright goddefs try’d; 
Aud Cellus follow'd, by degrees, his guide. 

‘Th’ afcent thus conquer’d, now they tower 

on high, ; 
And tafle th’ indulgence of a milder tky, 
Hoole breezes on their airy pinions play, 
Soft infant bloffoms their chatte odours pay, ; 
And rofes blufh their fragrant lives away. 
Cool ftreains through flowery meadows gently 
Jide 5 
And, ae they pats, their painted banks they chide 
‘Thefe blifful plains no blights nor mildews fear, 
‘The flowers ne'er fade, and fhrubs are myrtles 
‘The morn awakes the tulip from her hed; (here. 
Ere noon in painted pride fhe decks her head, 
Robb'd in rich dye fhe triumphs un the green, 
And every flower does homage to their queen. 
So, when bright Venus rifes from the flood, 
Around in throngs the wondering Nereids crowd; 
‘The Tritons gaze, and tune each vocal fhell, 
And every grace uniung, the waves conceal. 
+ De. Morton. 
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The delegate obferves, with wondering eyes, 
Ambrofial dews defcend, and incenfe rife; 
‘Then haitens onward to the penfive grove, 
The tilent marfion of difaftrous love. 

Here jealoufy with jaundic’d looks appears, 

And broken flurbbers, and fantaftic fears. 

‘The widow’d turtle hangs her moulting wings, 

And to the woods in mournful murmurs fings. 

No winds pot: fighs there are, no floodss bet 
tears: 

Each cenfcious tree a tragic fignal bears, 

‘Lheiv wounded bark records fome broken vow, “ 

And willow-garlands hang on every bough. 

Olivia bere in folitude he’ found, 

Her downcatt cyes fix'd on the fifent prownd ¢ 
Her drefs neglected, and unbosrid her hifir, 
She feem'd the dying image of defpait. 
How Sately did this celebrated: sing 





~| Blaze in the box, and fparkle in the ridig3 


‘Till the green ficknefs-and love’s force Ve 
Lo death’s rerhérfelefs arms th’ unhappy miaid S 
All o’er confus’d the guilty lover ftood, 
The light forfook his eyes, his cheeks the blood; 
An icy horror fhiver’d t his look, ‘ 
As to the cold-eorepiesioe & fymph he fpoke: 
‘Tell me, dear y from whence fuch anxi+ 
ous care, : . 
Your looks diforder'd, and your bofont Bare ? 
Why thus you languith like 2 droopitig féwer, 
Crufh’d by the weight of fonte tetenflefs thower 2 
Your languid looks your late ill-conde@ tell; * 
Oh that, inftead of trafh, you'd taken ftect! 
Stabb'd with th’ unkind reproach, the’ cdnfci« 


ous maid , 
Thus to her late infulting Tover-Aiid 2 
When ladics fiften ‘thot to Tooke Seis, 
You ftile out modefty our walt of hte: 
Smile or forbid, encenra; or reprove, 
You ftill find reafons to believe we love : 
Vainly you think a liking we betray, 
F And never mean the peevith things we fay, 
Few are the fair-ones of Rufilla’s make, 
Unaik'd fhe grants, uninjur’d fhe’l] forfake:' 
But feveral Czlia’s, feveral ages boatt, a 
‘That like, where reafon recommends the moft, 
Where heavenly truth and rendernefs ‘confpire,” 
Chafte paffion may perfuade us to defies **.- 
Your fex, he cry’d, as caftom bids, behives; 
In forms the tyrant ties fuch hangbty faves, 
To do tice conduc right, you haturé Wrong ; 
inpulfes are but weak, where reafotl’s ftrong.  -_ 
Some want the courage ; but how few the flame’, 
‘They like the thing, that ftartlé at the name, 
The loncly phenix, though'profets'd a nun, 
Warms into love, and kindles at the fun; 
Thofe tales of fpicy urng- and fragrant fires 
Are but the emblems’of ber fcorch’d defires, 
‘Then, as ke ftrove to clafp the ficeting fair, 
His empty arms confets’d th’ impafiive air, — 
From bis embrace th’ unbody’d {peétre flics, 
And, as the mov'd, fhe chid him with her eyes, 
‘They haften now to that delightful plain, | * 
Where the glad manes of the blefe’d remain : 
Where Harvey gathers fimples, to beftow 
Tmmortal youth on heroes’ fhades below; 


hob 
Seon as the bright, Hygeia was in view, 
he venerable fage her prefence knew : 
‘Thus he— 5, 
Hail, blooming goddefs' thou propitious power, 
Whofe bleffings'mortals more than life implore! 
‘With fo much luttre your bright looks endear, 
That cottages are courts where thofe aypea-. 
Mankind, as you vouchfafe to {mile or frown, 
Finds eafe in chains, or anguith in a crown. 

a‘ With juft refentments and contempt youfee _ 

» “The foul diffenttons of the faculty ; 

» How. your fad fickening art now hangs her head, 

»“Aind, once a feience, is become a trade. 

Her fonsne’er rifle her myfterious ftore, 

> But fudy vature lefs, and lucre more, 

», Not fo when Rome to th’ Epidaurian rais’d 
\ Ay temple, where devoted incenfe blaz'd. 

‘4 -Ofe father Tiber views the lofty fire : 

> As the learn’d fon is worfhipp’d like the fire ; 

“The fage with Romulus like honours claim ; 

a Dhe gift of Ife and laws were then the fame. 

TE fhow'd of old; how vital currents glide, 

And the meanders of the tcfluent tide, 

* "Then, Willis, why fpontaneous actions here, 

\. And whence involuntary motions there : 

And how the fpirits, by mechanic Jaws, 

An wild careers tumultuous riots caufe, 

+ Nor would our Wharton, Bates, and Gliffort, lie 

In the abyfs of blind obscurity. 

But now fuch wondrous fearches are foteborn, 

And Pan's art is by divifions torn. 

"Then lec your charge attend, and [il explain 
“How her loft heatth your fcience may regain, 
.o- Hafte, and the matchlefs Atticus addrefs, 

From Heaven and great Naffau he has the mace. 
‘Th’ opprefs'd to his afylum flill repair; 

Arts he fupports, and learning is his care, 

He foftens the harfh rigour of the laws, 

" Blitts their keen edge, and grinds their harpy 

And gracioufly he cafts a pitying eye {claws ; 

On the fad. ftate of virtnous poverty. 

‘Whene'er he {peaks, Heaven! how the liiten- 

ing thron 

Dwells.on the melting mufic of his tongue ! 
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His arguments are emblems ef his mien, 
Mild, but not faint, and forcing, though ferenc ; 
And, when she power of eloquence he'd try, 
Here lightning ftrikes you; there foft breezes 
figh, 

To hun you muft your fickly ftate refer, 
Y<ur charter claims him as your vifiter. 
Your wounds he'll ciofe, and fovereignly reftore 
Your fcience to the height it had before, 

Chen Naffau’s health fhall be our glorious 

aim, 

His life thall be as Jafting as his fame. 
Some princes’ claims from deveftations fpring ; 
He condefcends in pity to be kung; 
and, when amidtt his olives plac’d he ftands, 
‘Aed governs more by candour than commands; 
Ev’n then not lefs a hero he appears, 
Vhan when his laurel diadem he wears, 

Would Phebus, or his Granville, but infpire 
Their facred vehemence of poetic fire ;- 
‘Vo celebrate in fong that godlike power, * 
Which did the labc.uriny: univerfe reftore: 
Fair Albions cliffs would echo to the ftrain, é 
And praife the arm that conquer’d, to regain 
‘he earth's repofe, and empire o'er the main. 

Still may: th’ immortalman,his cares repeat, 
To make-his bleflings endlefs as they're great: 
Whilft malice and ingratitude confefs 
They've ftrove for ruin long without fuccefs. 
When, late, Jove’s cayle from the pile thall rife 


| ‘To bear the victor to ae boundless fkies, 
+\ while the god puts off paternal care, 


Neyledts the earth, to give the heavens a ftar. 

Near thee, Alcides; fhall the‘ hero fhine ; 

His rays refembling, as his labours, thine. 
Had fome fam’d patriot, of the Latian blood, 





| Like Julius great, and like Odtavius good, 


But thus preferv'd the Latian hberties, 
Afpiring columns foou had reach’d the fies = 
Loud Io’s the proud capitol -hadfhoak, . 
And all the (tates: of: the gods had fpoke. 

No more the faye his-raptures could purfue : 
He paus’d; and Cebfus with his guide withdrew. 



































CLAREMONT: 


Addreffed to the Right Honourable 
THE EARL OF CLARE, 


APTERWARDS DUKE OF NEWCASTLE. 


« _-Dryadum fylvas, faltufque fequamur 
“ [ntadtos, tua, Macenas, haud mollia jaffa.” 
Vigain. 


——— 


PREFACE 
Tuy that have feen thofe two excellent poems 
of Cooper’s Hill. and Windfor-Foreft; the one by 
Sir J. Denham, the other by Mr. Pope; will 
fhew a great deal of candour if they approve of 
It was written upon giving the name of 


this, 
Claremout to a villa now belonging to the Earl 
of Clare, ‘The fituation is fo agreeable and fur- 


prifing, that it inclines one to think fome place of 
this nature put Ovid at firfk vpon the ftory of 
Narciffus and Echo, It is probable he had obferv- 
ed fome pring ailing amongft woods and rocks, 
where echocs were heard; and fome flower bending 
over thé ftream, and- by confequence reflected 
from it. After reading the ftory in the third book 
of the Metamorphofis, it is obvious to object (as 
an ingenious friend has already done) that the re- 
newing the charms of a nymph, of which Ovid 
hand difpoflefied her, 


« vox tantilm atque offa fuperfunt,” 


js too great a violation of poetical authority. F 
dare fay the gentleman who is meant, would have 
been well pleafed to have found no faults. There 
dre not many authors one can fay the fame of : 
experience fhews us every day that there are wri 
ters who cannot hear a brother fhould fucceed, 
and the ouly refuge from their, indignation is 
by being incontiderable; upon which reflection, 
this thing ought to have a pretence © their fa- 
vour. ° 





They who would be more informed” of what 
relates tothe ancient Britons, and. the, Druids’ 
their priets, may confult Pliny, Ovid, 3. the 
other claffic authors that have mentioned them, ...: 
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‘Wuar frenzy has of late poffefs’d the brain ! 
‘Though few can write, yet fewer can‘refrait. 
So rank our foil, or bards rife in fuch flore, - 
Their rich retaining patrons {carce are more. 
‘The left indulge the fault the fir commit ; 
And take of ftill the offal of their wit. 
So fhamelefs, fo abandon’d are their ways; 
They poach Parnaflus, and lay nares for. prailes 
None ever.can without admirers dive, 
‘Who have atpenfion or a. place to:.gives - 
Great minifters.ne“ee. fail of great deferts; 
‘The herald gives them blood, the poet parts. 
Senfe is of courfe annex’d to wealth and powers 
No mute is proof againit a golden fhower. 
Let but his lordthip write fome poor lampoon, 
He’s Horac’d up in doggrel like his own = 
Or, if to rant in tragic rage he yields, [fields. 
Falfe fame cries—Athens; honefl truth—Moor~ 
Thus fool’d, he founces on through flcods of ink;’ 
Flags with full fail; and rifes but to fink. 
Same venal pens fo proftitute the hbays,. 
‘Their panegyric lath; their fatires praife, 
So naufeonfly, and fo unlike, they paint, 
N. 2g an Adonis; M-——r, 2 faing. 
Metis with thofe fani’d heroes is co! rpar’d, 
"phat led in triumph Porus and Tallard. 
But fuch a fhamelefs mufe muft laughter move, 
‘That aims to make Salmoneus vie with Jove. 
To form great works, puts fate itfelf to pairs 
Ev’n nature labours for a mighty man, 
And, to perpetuate her hero’s fame, 
She ftrains no lefs a poet next to frame. 
Rare as the hera’s, is the poct’s rages 
Churchills and Drydens rife but once an ages 
With ea:thquakes towering Pindar’> birth begun 5 
And an eclipfe produc’d Alcmena’s fon. : 
The fire of gods o'er Phebus caft a thade; 
But, with a hero, well the world repaid, 








108 : THE WORKS 
“No bard of bribes thould proftitute-his vein; 
Wor dare to flatter where he fhould arraign. 
To grant big Dhrafo valour, Phormio fenfe, 
‘Bhould indignation give, at leaft offence. 
trate fuch mercenaries, and would try 
From this reproach to refcue poetry. ‘ 
“Apolla’s fons fhould feorn the fervile art, 
And to court-preachers leave the fulfonte part. 
‘What then—You'll fay, Muft rio true fterling 
Becaufe impure allays fome coin debafe? —_[pais, 
“Yes, praife, if juftly offer’d, I'll allow ; 
And, when I meet with merit, feribble too. 
"The, man who's honeft, open, anda friend, 
Glzd to oblige, uneafy to offend ; 
Forgiving others, to himfelf fevere; 
‘Though earneft,, eafy; civil, yet fincere ; 
‘Who feldom but through great good-nazure errs; 
Detetting fraud as much asflatterers;  * 





*Fis he my mufe’s homage fhould receive ; 

IE Lcoald write, or Holles could forgive. 

But pardon, learned youth, that I decline 

A name fo lov’d by me, fo lately thine. 

When Pelham you refign’d what could repair 

A loke fo t;, unlefs Neweaftle’s heir ? 
+Hydafpes, that the Afian plains divides, 

From his bright ura in pureft cryftal glides; F 
-But, when new-gathering ftrcams enlarge his 
courfe, . is 

‘He’s Indus nam’d, and rolls. with mightier force ; 
‘An fabled floods of gold:his current flows, 

Aatd wealth on nations; .as hie runs, beftows. 

Dired me, Clare, to name fome nobler mufe, 
Bhat for her theme thy late recéfs may choofe; 

“Buch bright defcriptions fall the fubject drefs ; 
Such vary’d feenes, fuch pleafing images, 

That fwains' fall leave their lawns, and nymphs 
. ._. thei bowers, 

And quit Arcddia for a feat like your's. 

But fay, who shall attenipt th’ adventurous part 

‘Woare: Pinuare borrows drefs from Vanburgh’s 


art 
if; by Apollo.taught, he touch the lyre, 
Stones mount in columns, pataces afpire, 
AAnd rocks are. atimated with his fire. 
?Tis he can paint in. verfe thofe rifing bi'ls, 
Their gentle vallies, and their filyer ritls; 
Clofe rover, and opening glades with verdure 
fpread, 
Yowers fighing fweets,and fhrubs that bal{am 
‘\pleed; 
‘With gay variety the profpea crown'd, 
And all the bright horizon finiling round, 
‘Whilft 1 actempt to tell how ancient fame 
Records from whence the villa took its name. 
fn times of old, when Britifh nymphs were 

¥ knowa ; . 
To love no. foreign fathions like their own ; 
‘When drefs was monftrous, and fig-leaves the 
And quality put on ro paint but woad ;. (mode, 
Of Spanifh red unheard was then the name 
(Far checks were only taught to bluth for shame) ; 
No beauty, to increafe her crowd of flaves, 
Rofe out of wath, as Venus out of waves ; 
Not yet lead comb was on thé toilet plac’d ; 





Wot yet broad eycebrows wete reduc’d by paite 5 
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No fhape-fmith fet up fhop, and drove 3 trace 
"Yo mead the work wife Providence had made; 
‘Tires were unheard of, and unknown the loom, 
And thrifty filkworms fpun for times to come; 
Bare limbs were then the marks of modefty ; 
Ali like Diana were below the knee, 

"Thé men appear’d a rough, undaunted race, 
Surly in thow, unfalhion’d in addrefs;_. 


‘Upright in ations, and in thought fincere; 


And ftridtly were the fame they would appear. 
Honour yeas plac’d in probity alone; 
For villains had no titles but their own. 
None travel'd to return politely mad ; 
But ftiM what fancy wanted, reafon had. 
Whatever Nature afk’d, their hands could give ; 
Unlearn'd in fealts, they only eat to live. 
No cook with art increas'd phyficians’ fees, 
Nor ferv’d up death in foups and fricafces : 
Their tafle was, like their temper, unrefin’d ; 
For looks were then the language of the mind. 
Ere right and wrong, by turns, fet prices bores 
And confcience had its rate like common whore} 
Or tools to great employments had pretence 5 
Or mierit was made out by impudence; 
Or coxcombs look’d affuming in affairs; 
And humble friends grew haughty: minifters ; 
In thofe good days 6f innocence, here flood 
Of oaWs, with heads anfhorn, a folemn wood, 
Frequented by the Druids, to beltow 
Religious honours on the Miffeltoe, 
The naturalifts are puzzled to explain 
How trees did firft this ranger entertain ; 
Whether the bufy birds ingraft it there; : 
Or elfe forme deity’s mgfterious care, : 
As Druids thought; for, when the blafted oak 
By lightning falls, this plant cfcapes the ftroke. - 
So, when the Gauls the towers of Rome defac’d, 
And flames drove forward with outrageous 
watte, é 
Jove’s favour'd capitol yninjur'd ftood : 
So facred was the manfion of a God. 
Shades houow’d by this plant the Druids chofe; 
Here, for the bleeding vidtints, altars rofe. 
To Hermes oft they paid their facrifice ; 
Parent of arts, and pairon of the wife. 
Good rules in mild perfitafigns they convey’ ; 
‘Their lives confirming what theirdectures fuid. 
None violated truth, invaded right 5 
¥et had few laws, but will and appetite, 
‘The pecple’s peace they ftudied, and profeft 
No politics but public intereft. ae 
Hard was their lodging, homely was their food ; 
For all their luxury vas doing gaod. 
No mitred prieft did then with princes vie, 
Nor o’er his mafter claim fupremacy; 
Nor were the rules of faith allow’d more pure, 
For being feveral centuries ebfcure. 
None loft their fortunes, forfeited their blood, 
Por not believing what none unJerftood. 
Ner fimony, nor finecure, were known; 
Nor would the bee work honey for the drone. 
Nor was the way invented, to difmifs 
Fair Abigails with fat pluralities. 
Bat then, in fillets bound, a hallow’d band 
Taaght how te tead the flocks, and tll the land ; 
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Could tell what murrains in what months begun, 
And how the feafons travel’d with the fan; 
When his dim orb feem’d wading through the air, 


~ *Phey told that rain on dropping wings drew near} 


And a the winds their bellowing throats would 


When readening clouds refled his blood-thot eye : 
All their remarks on nature’s laws require 
More lines than would even Alpin's readers tire. 
+ This {cet in fucred veneration held 
Opinions, by the Samiin fage reveal’d 
‘Phat matter no annihilation knows, 
But wanders from thefe tenements to thofe 
For when the platlic particles are gone, 
They rally in fome {pecies like their own 5 
"The felf-fame atoms, if new-jumbled, will 
In feas be reftlefs, and in earth be ftill; 
Can, in the truffle, furnifh cue a featt; 
iAnd navfeate, in the fealy {quill, the tafte. 
‘Thofe falling leaves that wither with the year, 
‘Will, in the next, on other ftems appear. 
The ‘fap, that now forlakes the burlting bud, 
In fome new fhoot will circulate green blood. 
‘The breath to-day that from the jafmine blows, - 
Will, when the feafon offers, fcent the rofe ; 
And thofe bright lames that in carnations glow, 
Ere long will blanch the lily with a fnow. 
‘They hold that matter mult be fill the fame, 
And varics but in figure and in name; 
‘And that the foul not dies, but thifts her feat, 
New rounds of life to run, or paft repeat. 
"Thus, when the brave and virtuous ceafe to hive, 
In beings brave and virtuous they revive. 
Again fhall Romplus in Naffau reign 5 
Great Namu, in a Brunfwick prince, ‘ordain 
Goud hiws; and [lalcyon yeu fall hufh the 
world again. 
‘The truths of old traditions were their theme 5 
Or gods defcending in a morniry dream. 
Pafs'd afte they cited ; ard to come; foretold ; 
And could events, not ripe for fate, unfold : - 
Beneath the fhady covert of un oak, 
In rhymes uncouth, prophetic truths they fpoke.. 
Attend then, Clare; nor is the legend Jong 
The tory of thy villa is their fong. 
‘The fair Montana, of the fylvan race, 
‘Was with each beauty blefs’d, and every grace. 
His fire, green Faunus, guardian of the wood; 
His mother, a fwift Naiad of the flood. 
Her filver urn fupply'd the neighbouring ftreams, 
A darling daughter of the bounteous Thames. 
Not lovelier fvem’d Narciffus to the eye 5 
Nor, whcn a flower, could boaft more fragrancy: 
Tis thin might with the down of fwans compare, 
More fmooth than pearl; than mountain: fnow 
more fair: 
In fhape fo poplars or the cedars pleafe; . 
But thofe.are not fo Mraight, nor graceful thefe ; 
His flowing hair in unfore’d singlets hung 5 
‘Cunetul his voice, perfuafive was his tongue; 
The haughtielt fair fearce heard without a wound, 
But funk to foftnefs at the melting found. 
‘The fourth bright huftre had but juft begun 
To fade his blufhing checks with de 
down, 














s ig 
All day he rang’d the woods, and fpread the toils, 


| And knew no pleafures but in fylvan {poils. 





In vain the nymphs put on each plesfing grace; 
Too cheap the quarry feem'd, too fhort the chace 
For, though potleffion be th’ undoubted view, 
To feize is far lefs pleafure than purfue. % 
Thofe nymphs, that yield too foon, their charmg 
impair, 

And prove at laft but defpicably fair. 
His own undoing glutton love decrees ; 
And palls the appetite he meant to pleafe :_ 
His flender wants tuo largely he fupplics; 
Thrives on fhort meals, but by indulgence dice, 

A grot there was, with hoary mofs o’ergrown, 
Rough with rude fhells, and arch’d with mouldety 

ing fone; 

Sad filence reigns within the lonefome wall, 
And weeping rills but whifper as they fall; 
‘The clafping ivies up the ruin creep, 
And there the bat and dronfy beetle fleep. 

This cell fad Echo chofe, by love betray’d, 
A fit retirement for a mourning maid. 
Hither, fatigu’d with toil, the fylvan flies, 
Yo fhun the calenture of fultry tkies ; 
But feels a fiercer flame : love’s keeneft dart 
Finds through his eyes a paffage to his heart, 
Penfive the virgin fate with folded arms, 
Her tears but lending luftre to her charms. 
With pity he beholds her wounding woes 5 





| But wants himleif the pity he beftows. 


Ob whether of a mortai bora! he cries; 
Or fome fair daughter of the diftant tkies 
‘That, in compaffion, leave your cryftal fphere, 
‘Yo guard fome favour’d charge, and wander here 
Stighe net my fait, norton ungentle prove 5 
But pity one, a novice yet in love. 
If words avail nor, fee my fuppliant tears; 
Nor difregard thofe dumb petitioners, 

From his complaint the tyrant virgin flies, 
Afferting all the empire of her eyes. 

Full thrice three days he lingers out in grief, 

Nor feeks from fleep, or fuitenance, relief. 
The lamp of life now cafts a glimmering light 5 
‘The mecting lids his fetting eyes benight. 
What force rena’ 3, the haplefs‘lover tries ; 
Inveking thus his kindred deities: | 

Hafte, parents of the flond, your race to mourn; . 
With tears replenith cach exhaufted arn ; 
Retake the lite you gave, but lee the maid 
Fall a jeft vidtim to an injur’d fhade. 
More he endeavour’d; but the accents hang 
Half form’d, and cpp'd unfinith'd on his congue. 

For him the graces their fad vigils keep; 
Love bruke-his ‘bow, and wifh’d for eyes to weep. 
What gods can do, the mournful faunus tries ; 
A mount erecting where the fyivan lies. 
The tural powers the wondrous pile survey, 
And pioufly their different honours pay. 
‘Th’ aicent with verdant herbage Pales fpread; 
And .ymphs, transform'’d to faurels, _ their 

thade, 

Her flream a Naiad from the bafis pours; 
And Flora flrows the fumpmit with her flowers. 
élone Mount Latmos claims pre-eminence, 
When filvec Cyathia lights the world from thence, 






‘pte 
Sad Echo now iaments her rigour, more 

‘Than for Nareiffue her loofe flame before. 

Her ficth tofinew forinks, her charms are fled; 

All day in tifted rocks fhe hides her head. _ 

Soon’ ae. the evenitig thews a fky ferene, 

Abrpad ‘the ftrays, but nevér to be feeu. 

And ever, a8 the weeping Najads name 

Her ‘cruelty, the nymph repeats the fame; 
~ With them fhe join:, her lover to deplore, 

Ate hauate the lovely dales he rang'd before. 
‘Her. fer’s privilege the yet retains ; 

And though to nothing wafted, voice remaing, 

ffung the Drvids—then, with rapture fir'd,.- 
* Thos utter what the Delphic god infpir’d : 
.” Ere twice ten centuries thall fleet away, 

A Bronfwick prince thall Britain’s {ceptre fway. 
», No more fair liberty thall mourn her chains; 
‘The maid is re(cu’d, her loy’d Perfeus reigns, 

» From Jove he comes, the captive t6 reftore ; 

< Mor can the thunder of his fire do more. 

« Religion thail-dread:nothing bue difguife ; 
cAnd juttice neds Bandage for her cyes. 

+ Britannia {rilés, nor fears a foreign lord; 

: Her fafety to fecure, two powers accord, 

Her Neptune’s trident, and her monarch’s fword, 
“Dike him, fhall his Auguftus thine in arms, 
“Though captive to his Carolina’s charms, 

Ages with future heroes the thal blefs, 

_ And Venus once more found an Alban race. 
Then thall a Clare in honour’s caufe engage : 

Brample mouft reclaiiy a gractlefs age. 

‘Where guides themfelves for guilty views miflead ; 

And laws even by the legiflators bleed ; 

7 H¥je brave contempt of ftate fhall teach the proud, 
None but the virtuous are of noble bload : 
“For tyrants are’ but princes in difguife, 

Though fprung by. long defcents from Ptolemies. 

“Right he thall vindicate, good laws defend; © 

‘The firmeft patriot, and the waymett friend. 

Great Edward's order early he thall wedr, 
“Wew-light reftoring to the fully’d far, 

AOfe will his leifure this retirement choofe, 
“still finding future fubjects for the mute ; 
‘And, to record the fylvan’s fatal ani, 
The place that: live in forg, and Claremont be 
‘the name. 









70 
THE LADY LOUISA LENOS: 


WITH OVID’S EPISTLES. 


Iw moving lines thefe few epittles tell 

‘Whar fate attend: the nymph that likes too well :_ 

How faintly the fuccefsful lovers burn, 

And their neglected charms how ladies mourn, 

‘The fair you'll find; when foft entreaties fail, 

Affert their uncontefted right, and rail. 

“Poo foon they liften, and refent-too late; * 

Tis fure.they l-ve, whene’er they itrive to hate. 

“heir fex or proudly fhuns, or poorly craves 5 

Gommencing tvrants, and concluding flaves. j 
different breaits what differing paflions glow ! } 

¥kindle quick, but yaurs cxtiegiifh Hew. i 









| Guide ber gay barge, and {well the Slkea 


THE WORKS OF - GARTH. 


The fire we boatt, with foree uncertain burns, 
And breaks but out, as appetite returns : 

But yours, like incenfe, mounts by foft degrees, 
And in a fragrant flame confumes to pleale. 

Your fex, in all that can engage, excel; 

And ours in patience, and. perfuading well. 
Imperial nature equally decrees : 

You have your pride, and we our perjuries. 
Though form’d to conquer, yet too oft you fall 
By giving nothing, or by granting all. 

But, Madam, long will your unpraétis’d years 
Smile at the tale of lovers’ hopes and. fears. 
Though infant graces fpoth your gentle hours, 
More foft than fighs, more {weet than breathing 

flowers: 
Let rafh admirers’ your keen lightning fear ; 
* Tis bright at diftance,'but deftroys if near. 

The tinte ere long, if yérfe prefage, will come, 
Your charms hall open ix fell Brudenell bloom, 
All eyes ihali gaze, ail hearts thali homage vow, 
Aud not a jover languifh but for you. * 

The mufe thall ftring’ her lyre, with garlands 
crown'd, 
And each bright nymph fhall ficken at the found. 

So, when Aurora firft falutes the fight, 
Pleas’d we behold the tepder dawn of light; ° 
But, when with riper ged fhe warms the flies, 
In circling throngs the wing’d mufioians rife, 
And the gay groves rejoice in fymphonies. 

Eack pearly flower with painted beauty fhines, 
And every far its fading fire refigns. 





To 
RICHARD EARL OF BURLINGTON,. 


‘WITH OVID’S ART OF LOVE, 






“ MyrLory, -" ead 
Our poct'é roles; in warobers;: 
He felt the: he-Weitrib: 


In that foft art faetefatully refin'd, ee 

‘Though angry Cafar frown’d, the fair were kind, 

More ills from love, than tyrants malice, flow; 

Jove's thunder ftrikes lefs fyre than Cupid’s bow. 
Ovid both felt the pain, and found the cafe: 

Phyficians ftudy moft their own difeafe, 

The practice of that age in thie we try, 

Ladies would liften then, and lovers lie. 

Who flatrer’d matt the fair were moft polite, 

Each thought her own admirer io the right + 

To be but faintly rude was criminal, 

But to be boldly fo aton’d for all. 

Breeding was banif_i'd for the fair one’s fake, 

‘The fex ne’er gives, but fuffers ours fhould take. 
Advice to you, my lord, in vain we bring; 

The flowers ne’er fail to meet the blooming fpring. 


‘) Phongh you poffefs.all naturc’s gifts, take care; 


Love's queen has charms, tut fatal is her fnate. 
On ail that gnddefs hér falfe fmiles beftows ; 


{ As on the feas the reigns, from whence fhe rofe., 


Young Zephyrs Ggh 


‘with fragrant breath, foft 
gales : - : 





fa 


POEMS 


ach filver wave in beauteous order moves, ~ 
Fair as her befor, gentle as her doves ; 

But he that on.2 embarks, too furely finds © 
‘Afallen fky, black ftorms, and angry winds; °~ 
Cares, fears, and anguifh, hovering on the coaft, ” 
and wrecks of wretches by their folly loft. 

When coming tine thal blefs you with a bride, 
Ler palfion not perfuade, but reafon guide ; 
Jnaead of gohl, lec gentle cruth endear; 

She has mi ft charms who is the moft fincere, 
Shun vain variety, ’tis but difeafe ; 

Weak aspetites are ever hard to pleafe. 

"The aymph mf fear to be inguifitive ; 

'Tis for the few’. quiet, to believe. 

Her air an ealy confidence mult fhow, 

‘And hun to find what the would dread to kaow ; 
Stiil charming with all arts that can engage, 

and be the Juliana of the age. 








a ees 


TO 
‘THE DUCHESS OF BOLTON, 


ON BER STAYING ALL THE WINTER IN THE 
COUNTRY. 


Cease rival conquelts, and fet free your fwains, 

"Yo Dryads leave the groves, to nymphs the plains. 

To pentive dales sloneMer.ccho dwell, 

And each fad figh the hears with forrow tell. : 

Hatte, let your eyes at Kent's pavillion * thine, 

It wants but ftars,.and then the-work’s divine. 

Of lure, fame only tells of yielding towns, 

Of caprive generals and-prorected crowns + 

Of purchas'd laurels, and of batees, won, . 

Lines fore’d, flates vanequith'd, ‘provinces o'ér- 

run, a 

And all Alcides’ Labour fumg’d in one, 
‘Phe brave mutt to the fair now yield the prize, 

Aud buglifh arn fubmir to Englith eyes: 

In which bright sift among the firft you ftand ; 

Whough cach a goddels, or a Sunderland, 


To 
‘SHE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH, 


ON Q15 VOLUNTARY BANISHMENT. 


Go, mighty prince, and thofe great nations fee, 

Which thy viétorious arms before made free ; 

View that fanrd column, where thy name en- 
grav'd 

Ghall tell cheir children who their empire fav’d, 

Point out that marble where thy worth is fhown, 

'To every grateful country but thy -wa, 

© cenfure undeferv’d | unequal fate | 

Which trove to leffen him who nrade her great : 

Which, pamper’d with fuccefs and rich iu fame, 

Extoll’d his canquetts, but condemn’d bis name, 

ut virtue is a crime when plac'd on high, 

"Vacugh ail the faule’s in the beholder’s eye 








w Agallery ot Si. James's 


as 
Yet be, untouch’d, asin the heat oftwars, 
Flies from mo danger but domettic jars, 
Smiles at the dart which angry envy fhakes, 
And only fears for her whom he forfakes:. -* 
He grieves to find the courfe of victue ceofs’d; 
“Bluthing to fee our blood no better loft 5 
Difdains in factions parties to contend, 

And proves in abfence moft Britannia’s friend. 
So:the great Scipio of old, to fhun 

‘Thac glorious envy which his arms had won, 
Far from his dear, ungrateful Rome retir’d, 
Prepar’d, whene’er his country’s caufe requir’d, 
To fhine in peace or war, and be again admir’ 








j 





To 
THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN. 


‘ 
Wartst weeping Europe bends beneath ber ills,: 
And where’the fword deftroys not, famine kills 
Our ifle enjoys, by your fuccefsful care, 

The pomp of peace, amidft the woes of wat. 
So much the public to your prudence owes, * 
You think no labours Jong for our repofe : 
Such cunduét, fach integrity arc fhown, 
Uhere are no‘coffers empty, but your own. 
From mean dependanice, merit you retrieve, 
Unatk’d you offer, and unfeem yau give } 
Your favour, like the Nile, increafe beftows, ~ 
And yet conceals the fource from whence it awe, 
No pomp, of grand appearance, you approve + 
A peopis at their eafe is what you love = 
‘To Ieflen taxes, and a nation fave, 
Are all the grants your fervices would fin 
‘Thus far the Rate-machiae wants no rept 

Bae moves in niarchlels order by your care: 
Free from confufion, fertled and ferene ; 
And, like the univerfe, by fprings unfeen. 

But now fome ftar, finifter to our prayers, 
Contrives new fehemes, and calls you from affairsy 
No anguifh in your Jooks, or cares appear,” 
But how to teach th’ unpradtis’d crew to fteer. 
‘Thus, like a victim, no conftraint you need, ~ 
‘To expiate their offence by whom you bleeds: 

Ingratitude’s a weed of every clime, 

: thrives too fafb at firft, but fades in time, 

The god of day, and your own lot’s the fame; 

‘The vapours you have rais'd, ob{cere yous flame + 

But though you fuffer, and awhile retreat, 

Your globe of light looks larger as you fet. 



























s oN 
HER MAJESTY’S STATUE 


IN $1. PADL’S CHURCI-YARD. 


Near the vaft bulk of that fupendous frame, 
Known by the Gentiles’ great apoftle’s name g 
With grace divine, great Anna's fecn to rife, 
An awiul form that glads a nation’s eyes; 
Beneath her feet four mighty realms appear, 

} And with due reverence pay their homage there. 


2 are 
Britain and Ireland feem to own her grace, 
And even wild India wears a fmiling face. 

But France alene, with downcaft eyes is feen, 

. The fad attendant of fo good a queen : 
‘Ungrateful country! to forget fo foon, 

All that great Anna for thy fake has done: 
‘When {worn the kind defender of thy ‘caufe, 
Spite of her dear religion, fpite of laws; 

“For thee the fheath’d the terrors of her fword, 
’ For thee the broke her general—and her word; 
For thee hee mind in doubtful terms fhe told, 

And learn’d to {peak like oracles of old. 

For thee, fur thee alone, what could fhe more?.. 

She loft the honour fhe had gain’d before s. 

Loft all the trophies, which her arms bad won 

{Such Cafar never knew, nor Philip’s fon); 

Refign'd the glories of a.ten year's reign, 

And fuch as none. but .Maslborough’s arm could 
cd gain. « 

For thee in annals fhg’s content to thine, 

Jake other monarch of the Stuart line. 

awe 





ON 


THE NEW CONSPIRACY, 1716. 
“Wuenrx, where, degenerate countrymen—how 
hi 


i 
Will sont fond folly and your madnefs fly ? 
“Are {cenes of death, and fervile chains fo dear, 
To fue for blood and bondage every year, 

» Like rebel Jews, with too much freedom corft, 
‘To court a change=-though certain of the worft ? 
-* There is no climate which you have not fought, 
‘Whiere tools of- war, and vagrant kings, are 

boughe ; 
O! noble paffion, to your country kind, 
To crown her with—the refufe of mankind. 
As if the new Rome, which your fchemes unfold, 
‘Were to be built on rapine, like the old, 
While her afylom openly provides 
For every ruffian every nation hides. 

“Will you fill tempt the great avenger's blow, 
And force the bolt—which he is luth to throw ? 
Have there too few already bit the plains, 

. To make you feek new Preftons and Dumblains ? 
“Hf vengeance lofes its effedts fo fatt, 
Yet thofe of mercy fure—thould longer laft. 

Say, is it rathnefs or defpair provokes 
Your harden’d hearts to thefe repeated ftrokes? 
Reply :—Behold, their looks, their fouls declare, 
“All pale with guilt, and demb with deep defpair. 

east then, yeu fons of blood, your deftin’d 

ate, 

Hear, ete yousfin too foon—repent too late. 

Madly yau tryta weaken George's reign, 

And flem the ftream of Providence in vain. 
“By tight, by worth, by wonders, made our own, 
| Phe hand that gave it fhall preferve his throne. 

As vain your hopes to diftant times remove, 

fo try the fecond, or the third from Jove; 

“For ‘tis the nature of that facred line, 

To conquer moniters, aad to grow divine. 


THE WORKS OF GARTH, 


oN 
THE KING OF SPAIN, 


Paxtas, deftructive to the Trojan line, 

Raz’d the proud ‘walls, though built by hands 
divine: 

But love’s bright goddefs, with propitious grace, 

Preferv'd.a hero, and reftor’d the race. 

‘Thus the fam’d empire where the Iber flows, 

Feli by Eliza, and by Anna rofe.. 





VERSES WRITTEN FOR 
THB TOASTING GLASSES 


oY THE 


KIT-CAT-CLUB, 1703. 


LADY CARLISLE, 
Carursre’s a nave can every mufe infpires 
To Carlifle fill the glafs, and tune the lyre. 
With his lov’d bays the god of day fhall crown 
A wit and luftre eqnal.to-his own, 


THE SAME, 
At once the fun and Carlifle took their way, 
To warm the frozen north, and kindle day; 
Fhe flowers to both their glad creation ow’d, 
Their virtues he, their beauties fhe beftow'd. 


LADY ESSEX, 
The braveft hero, and the brighteft dame, 
From Belgia’s happy clime Britannia drew ; 
One pregnant cloud we find does often frame 
The awful thunder and the gentle dew, 


THE SAME. 

To Effex fill the fprightly wine ; 
The heath’s engaging and divine, 
Let pureft odours {cent the air, 
And wreaths of rofes bind our hair : 
In her chafte lips thefe bluthing lie, 
And thofe her gentle fighs fupply. 


LADY HYDE. 

The gad of wine grows jealous of his art, 
He only fires the head, but Hyde the heart. 
The queen of love looks on, and {miles to fee 
A nymph niore mighty than a deity. 


ON LADY BYDE IN CHILD-RED. 
Hyde, though in agegics, her graces keeps, 
vt thoufand. charts the nymhph’s complaints 
adorn; 7. 
In tears of dew fo mild Aurera weeps, 
But her bright offspring is the cheerful morn. 
naar 


LADY WHARTON. 
When Jove to Ida did the gods invite, 
And in immortal toafting pafs’d the night, 
With more than nedtar he the banquet blef’d, 
For Wharton was the Venus of the fraft, 


POEM 5. 


PROLOGUE 
DESIGNED FOR 


TAMERLANE, 


'To-pay a mighty hero, comes, to warm 
Your curdling blood, and bid you, Britons, arm. 
"Yo valour much he owes, to virtue more ; 

He fights to fave, and conquers to reftore. 

He firains no text, nor makes dragoons perfuade ; 
He likes religion, but he hates the trade. 

Born for maukind, they by his labour live; 
Their property is his prerogative. 

His {word deftroys lefs than his mercy faves, 
And none, except his paffions, are his flaves. 
Such, Britons, isthe prince that you poffefs, 

In council, greateft, and in camps no lefs: | 
Brave, but not cruel; wife without deceit ; 
Born for aa age curs’d with a Bajazet. 

But you, difdaining to be too fecure, 

Afk his protection, and yet grudge his power. 
With you a monarch’s right is in difpute ; 

Who give fupplies, are only abfolute. 

Britons, for fhame? your faétious feuds decline, 
"Too long vou’ve labour’d for the Bourbon line ; 
Affert loft rights, an Auftrian prince alone 

Is born to nod upon a Spanifh throne. 

A cafe no lefs could on great Eugene call; 
Steep Alpine rocks require an Hannibal : 

He fhows you your loft honour to retrieve 
Our troops will fight, when once'the fenate give. 
Quit your ‘cabals and factions, and in fpite 

OF Whig and Tory in this caufe unite. 

One vote will then fend Anjou back to France ; 
There lt the metege end his airy dance : 

Fife to the Mantuan foil he“ may repair, 

Ev'n abdicated gods were: Letium’s cate, ~ 4 
At worlt, he'll find fome Cornish borongh here. 





PROLOGUE 
TO THE 


MUSIC-MEETING IN YORK-BUILDINGS. 


Wuerr mufic and more powerful beauties reign, 

‘Who can {upport the pleafure and the pain ? 

Here their loft magic thofe two Syrens try, 

And if we liften, or but look, we die. 

Why fhould we thea the wondrous tales admire, 

Qf Orpheus’ numbers, or Amphion’s lyre; 

Of walls erected by harmonious fkill, [ail 

How mountains mov'd, and rapid freams food 

Behold this {cene of beauty, and confefs 

The wonder greater, and the fiction lefs, 

Like human victims here we Mand decreed 

To worthip thofe bright altars where we bleed. 

Who braves his fate in fields, muft tremble here ; 

Triumphant love more vaffals makes than fear. 

No faction homage to the fair denies ; 

"Phe right divine’s apparent in their eyes. 

That empire's fix'd, that’s founded iu defire 5 

‘Thofe flames, the veftals guard, can ne'er € 
Voi. VEL. 





PROLOGUE 
To e 
THE CORNISH SQUIRE, A COMEDY. 


Wo dares-not plot in this good-natur’d age?’ 
Fach phitte is privileg’d except the ftage; 
There the dread phalanx of reformers come, 
Sworn foes te wit, as Carthage wasto Rome; ~ 
‘Their ears fo fanctify’d, no (cehea can pleafe, 
But heavy hymns, or penfive homilies: 

Truths, plainly told, their tender nature wound, 
Young rakes mutt, like old patriarchs, expound ; 
The painted punk the profclyte muft play, 

And bawds, like /i/e-devotes, procure and pray. 
How nature is inverted! foon you'll fee . 
Senates unanimous, and feds agree, g 
Jews at extortion rail, and monks at myftery. 

Let chara@ers be reprefented true, Wm 
Ap airy finner makes an aukward prue. > 
With force and fitting freedom vice atraigns~** 
Though pulpits flatter, let the ftage fpeak plain ~ 
If Verres gripes the poor, or Nenius write, i 
Call that the robber, this the parafite, 

Ne'er aim to make an eagle of av owls 

Cinna’s a ftatefman ; Sydrophel a tool. 

Our cenfurers with want of thought difpenfe, 

But tremble at the hideous fin of fenfe, 

Who would not fuch hard fate as ‘ours bemoan, 
Indi@ed for fome wit, and damn’d for none ? 

But if, to-day, fome fcandal fhould appear, 

Let thofe precife Tartuffs bind o’er Moliere. 
Poet, and Papift too, they'll furely maul, 
There’s no indulgence at Hick's-hall. 
Gold only can their pious fpite allay, , 
‘They call none criminals that.can but, pay. 
The heedlefs shrines with, vidtinps, they tn yale, 
They take the fat, and give dhe go the finvke. 











PROLOGUE 


Spoken at the apening of the Queen's Theatre, in 
the Haye Market. 


Sucw was our builder’s art, that, foon as namv’d, 
‘This fabric, like the infane world, was fram’d. 
The architeét mult on dull order wait, “ 
But ’tis the poet only can create. : 
None elfe, at pleafure, can duration give ¢ 
When marble fails, the mutes’ ftruétukes live, 
The Cyprian fane is now no longer feen, 
‘Thongh facred to the name of love’s:fair queen. 
Ev’p Athens fearce in pompous ruin ands, 
Though finith’d by the Ieara’d Minerva’s hands. 
More fure prefages from thefe walls we find. 
By beauty * founded, and by wit defign'd, 

In the good age of ghoftly ignorance, 
How did cathedrals rife, and zeal advance | 
‘The merry monks faid orifons at eafe, 


| Large were their meals, aud light their penatces; 


Pardons for fins yere purchas’d with eftates, 
And none but rogues in rags died reprobates. . 





rr 
But, now, that pious pagesntry’s no more, 
And flages theive, as churches did before ; 
Your own magnificence you here furvey, 
Magettic' columns fland, where dunghills lay, 
And carrs'triamphal rife from carts of hay. 
Swains here arc taught to hope, and nymphs to 
fear, 

And big Almanzor’s fight mocks Blenheim’s here. 
BDefcending goddefles adorn our fcenes, 
“And quit their bright abodes for gilt machines. 
Bhonid Jove, for this fair circle, leave his threne, 
He'd meet a lighting ficrcer than his own, 

. hough to the fon histowering eagles rife, 
Phey fcarce could bear the luftre of these eyes. 


EPILOGUE 
TO 
THE TRAGEDY CF CATO. 


‘Who wotld not liften when young lovers woo? 

‘What! die a maid, yet have the choice of two! 

Ladies are often cruef to their coft ; 

‘To give you pain, themfelves they punifh moft. 

Vows of virginity fhould well he weigh’d ; 

‘Too oft they’re cancell’d, though in convents 
made. 

‘Would you revenge fuch rath refolves—you 


‘Waar odd fantaftic things we women do! i 


ay may 

Be fpiteful—and believe the thing we fay ; 

‘We hate you, when you're eafily faid nay. 

How needlefs, if you knew us, were your fears! 

Let. Jove have eyes, and beauty will have ears. 

Our hearts are form’d, as you yourfelves would 
. Yoo proud to afk, too humble to refufe : [choofe, 

‘We give to merit, and to wealth we fell; 

He fighs with moft {uccefs that fettles well. 

“The woes of wedlock with the joys we tnix ; 

*Tis beft repenting in a coach and fix. 

Blame not our condu@, fince we but purfe 

‘Thofe lively leffons we have learn’d from yout 

‘Your breafts no more the fire of beauty warms, 

But wicked wealth ufurps the power of charnis, 

‘What pains to get the gaudy thing you hate, 

‘To {well in fhow, and be a wretch in ftace ! 

At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow; 

¥v'n churches are no fanuaries now ; 

“rhere golden idols all your vows receive ; 

She'is no goddefs who has nought to give. 

Ob may once more the happy age appear, [cere ; 

When words were artlefa, and the thoughts fin- 

‘When gold and grandeur were unenvy'd things, 

And courts lefs coveted than groves and Springs. 

Love then fhall only mourn when truth com- 

plains, 

And conftancy feel tranfport in its chains; 

‘Sighs witlr fuccefs their own Soft anguith eell, 

‘And eyes fhall utter what the lips conceal : 

‘Vircne again to its bright ftation clurb, 

And beauty ‘car no enemy but time: 

The fair fhali lifen to defert alone, 

Aad every Lucia find a Geto’s fon. 





THE WORKS OF GARTH. 


A SOLILOQUY, OUT OF ITALIAN. 


Coury he whom my diffembled rigour grieves, 
But know what torment to my foul it gives; 
He'd find how fondly E retura his flame, 

And want myfelf the pity he would claim, 
Tmmortat gods! why has your doom decreed 
‘Two wounted hearts with equal pangs should 

bleed ? 
Since that great law, which your tribunal guides, 
Has join’d in love whom deftiny divides; 
Repent, ye powers, the injaries you caufe, 
Or change our natures, or reform your laws. 

Unhappy partner of my killing pain, 

‘Think what I feel the moment you complain. 

Each figh you utter wounds my tendercft part, 

So much my lips mifreprefent my heart. 

‘When from your eyes the falling drops diftil, 

My vital blood in every tear you fpill : 

And all thofe mournful agonies I hear, 

Arc but the echoes of my own defpair. 





AN . 
IMITATION OF A FRENCH AUTHOR, 


Caw you count the filver lights 

‘That deck the fkies, and cheer the nights; 
Ox the leaves that ftrow the vales, 

When groves are ftript by winter- gales; 

Or the drops that in the morn 

Hang with tranfparent pearl the thorn ; 

Or bridegroom’s joys, or mifer’s cares, 

Or gametter’s oaths, or hermit’s prayers; 
Or envy’s pangs, or love’s alarms, 

Or Mariborcugh’s a&s, or n’s charnis? 








ANACREONTIC EPISTTE TO MR. GAY, 


ON HIS POEMS, 


When fame did o’er the fpacious plain 
The lays the once had learn'd repeat; 
All litten’d to the tuneful train, 
And wonder’d who could fing fo fweet, 
‘Twas thus. The graces held the lyre, 
‘Th’ barmonions frame the mutes ttrung, 
The love’s and {niles compos'd the choir, 
And Gay tranfcrib'd what Pho:bus tung. 





TO THE MERRY POETASTER, 


AT €ADLERS-HALL IN CUEAPSIDE. 


Unwirvoy pedant, let thy aukward mufe 

With cenfures praife, wich fiatteries abufe. 

Te lath, and nos be telz, in thee’s an art 3 

e. but thy"fcheol-boys, {mart. 
nd {cribble not again ; 

endfor a Bail, and not a pen, 








¢ 
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¥f B——1’s immortal wit thou would’ft decry, 
Pretend ’tis he chat writ thy poetry. 

‘Thy feeble fatire ne’er can do him wrong ; 

‘Thy poems and thy patients live not long. 


THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN 
ro 
DR. GARTH, 


UPON THE LOSS OF MI8S DINGLE, 


En return to the Deélor's Cenfolatory Verfes to him, 
upon the Loft of bis Rod. 


‘Tuov, who the pange of my embitter’d rage 
Could’ft, with thy never-dying verfe, affuage 5 F3 
Immortal verfe, fecure to live as long 

“As that curs’d profe that did condemn thy fong ? 
Thou, happy bard, whole double gifted pen, 

+ Alike can care an aking corn, or {pleen 

‘Whofe lucky hand adaiinifters repofe 

As well co breaking heart, as broken nofe; 
Accept this tribute: think it all I had, 
An recompence of thine, when T was fad. 
‘What though it comes from dn uupra 





‘d mofe, 


, Bad at the beft, grown worfe by lung difufe ; 


* In filence loft, fince once { did complain 


Of Wiv—l's cold negie& in humble ftrain ; 


"When, check'd-by flawith confciersce, the deny’d 


"Yo throw afide the niece, and act the bride : 
Yet fure I may be thought among the throng, 


. If not to fing, to whiftle out a fong : 


Then take the kind remembrance of my verfe, 


~ ‘While Dingle’s lofs with forrow I rehearie. 


Dingle is loft, the hollow caves refound 
Dingle is loft, and multiply the found ; 
‘Till echo, chancing it by juft degree, 
Shortens it to Ding, then foftens it to D, 
Dingle is loft ; where’s now’ the parent's care, 
| "The boatted force of piety and prayer? 
“No more fhall fhe within thy fpacious half 


Lead up the dance, and animate the ball ; 




















, Deferted thus, no more fhalt thou engage 
Under the roof to Whartonife the age. 


'Train’d by thy care, by thy example led, 
arly fhe learnt to fcorn the nuptial bed ; 


- An vain by thy advice enlarg’d her kind, 


And vow'd, like thee, to multiply her mind, 
For Dingle thou didi blefs the ncther dkies, 2 


“Yn hopes a mingled race might once arife, 


To footh thy hoary age, and clofe tby dying 
eyes. 
Learn. ye indulging parents, learn from hence : 
Think not compliauce c’er will influence, 
"The filth command alone you did enjoin, 
And frankly gave her up the other nine: 
‘Yet ihe, though that, and that alone, was prefs'd, 
Regurdlefs of your will, the fifth tranfgrefs'd. 
But oh! my friend, confider, though fhe’s gone, | 
She left no coffers ‘empty but her own ; 
Her ciind, that did dircét the great machine, 
Mov, like the univerfe, by fprings uaicen 


E M rig 


| And, though from thy inftru@ions the retreats, 
Her ‘globe of Jight grows larger as fhe fers; 
For neught could brighter make her luftre thine, 
Than to withdraw, and fingle it from thine, 
‘Yhen think of this; and pardon, when you fee, 
"Thofe virtues you fo late zdmir'd in me. 











OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 
B ooK XIV. 


THE TRANSFORMATION OF SCYLLA. 


Now Glaucus, with a lover's hafte, bounds o’er 
The fwelling waves, and feeks the Latian fhore, 
Meffena, Rhegium, and the barren coaft 
Of flaming Aitna; to his fight are loft : 
Af length he gains the Tyrrhene feas, and views 
The hills where baneful philtres Circe brews 5 
Montters in various forms around her prefs; 
As thus the god falutes the forcerefs 

O Circe, be indulgent to my grief, 
And give a love-fick deity relief. 
Too well the mighty power of plants 1 know, 
To thofe my figure and new fate 1 owe. 
Againft Meffena, on th’ Aufonian coaft, 
J Scytla view’d, and from that bour was loft. 
In tendereft founds T fued; but ftill the fair 
Was deaf to vows, and pitilefs to prayer. 
Hf numbers can avail, exert their power ; 
Or energy of plants, if plants have more, 
T afk no cure; let but the virgin pine 
With dying pangs, or agonics, like mine. 

No longer Circe could her flame difgnife, 
But to the fuppliant god Marinc. replies »- 

When maids are coy, have manlicr aims in 

view; 
J.eave thofe that fly; but thofe that like, purfue, 
If love can be by kind compliance won ; 

See, at your feet, the daughter of the fun. 
Sooner, faid Glaucus, fhall the afh remove 
From mountains, and the fwelling furges love; 
Or humble fea-weed to the hills repair 5 

E’er ( think any but my Scylla fair. 

Straight Circe reddens wich a guilty fhame, 
And vows revenge for her rejected flame. 
Fierce liking oft” a fpice as fierce creates; 

For love refus’d, without averfion, hates. 
To hurt her haplefs rival, fhe proceeds; 
And, by the fal! of Scyila Glaucus bleeds. 

Some fafcinating beverage now fhe brews, 
Compos’d of deadly drugs and baseful juice. 

At Rhegium the arrives; the ocean braves, 
And treads with unwet feet the beiling waves, 
Upon the beach a winding bay there lies, 
Shelrcr’d from feas, and fhaded from the fkies: 











is Ration SeyHa chofe; a foft retreat 
| From chilling winds, and raging Cancer's heat. 
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Aad cut with well-tim'd o 
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‘Vhe vengeiul forcercfs vilits this recefs; 

Her charm infuies, and infe&s the piace. 

Soon as the nymph wades in, her nether parts 

‘Turn into dogs; then-at herfelf the farts. 

A ghaftly horror in her eyes appears; 

But yet the knows not who it is the fears; 

4n vain fhe offers from herfelf to run, 

And drags about her what the ftrives to thun. 
Opprefs’d with grief the pitying God appears, 

And fwell the rifing farges with bis tears ; 

From the diftrefled forcerets he flics ; 

Her art reviles, and her addrefs denies 

Whilft haplefs 8cylIa, chang’d co rocks decrees 

Deftruciicn to thofe barks that beat the feas. 


a 
THE VOYAGE OF JINEAS CONTINUED. 
Here bulg’d the pride of fam’d Ulyffes* fleet ; 


But good /lineas "feap’d the fate he met. 
Asta the Latian thore the T 







He weather’d fell Charybdi 
The fkies were darken’, and the tempeft ftrong. 
‘Then to the Libyan coatt he ftretches oer; 

And makes at length the Carthayi: 
Flere Dido, with an hofpitable care, 
Iuto her heart receives the wanderer. 

From her kind arms th’ ungrateful hero flies ; i 


+ but cre-long 





‘Che injur’d queen looks on with dying eyes, 


. ‘Then co her folly falls 2 facrifice, 


ineas now fets fail, and, plying, gains 
Fair Eryx, where his friend Accftes reigns: 
Virft co his fire does funeral rites decree, 
‘Then gives'the fignal next, and flands tu fea 3 
Our-runs the iflands where voleano’s roar; 
Gets clear of Syrens, and their faithlels fhore : 
But lofes Palinurus in the way; 
"Then makes Inarime, and Prochyta. 


— 
The 
TRANSFORMATION OF CERCOPIANS 
INTO APES. 

Tur gallics now by Pythecufa pals; 

‘I'he va . ¢ is from the natives of the place. 

“Lhe father of the gods, detelling lies, 

Ofv’, with abhorrence, heard their perjaries. 


‘Th’ abau.den'd race, transtorm'd to beafts, began 
‘Vo mimic the impertinence of man, 






Flat-nos'd, and farrow'd ; with grimace they grin ; 


And look, to what they were, too near akin: 
Merry in mace, and bufy to no end; 

‘Lhis moment they divert, the next offend : 

So tuuch this {pecies of their paft retains; 
“Though loi the language, yet the noife remains, 


DESCENDS TO LEE, 





ight, he leaves Parthennpe- 
His icft, Mifenns ing in the fos: 





THE WORKS OF GARTH. 


Arrives at Cuma, and with awe furvey’d 
The grotto of the venerable maid ; 
Begs leave chrough black Avernus to retire, 
And view the much-lov’d manes of his fire. 
Straight the divining virgin rais’d her eyes ; 
And, foaming with a holy rage, replies : 

© thou, whofe worth thy wondrous works pt 

claim ; 

The flames, thy piety; the world, thy fame; 
Though great be thy requeft, yet fhalt thou fee 
Th’ Elyfian fields, eh’ infernal monarchy ; 
‘Thy parent's thade : this arm thy fteps {hall guid 
‘To fuppliant virtue nothing is deny’d. 

She fpoke, and pointing to the golden bough, 
Which in th’ Avernian grove refulgent grew, 
Seize that, fhe bids: he liftens to the maid; 
‘then views the moufnful manfions of the dead 5 
The fhade of great Anchifes, and the place 
By fates determin’d to the Trojan race. 

As back to upper light the hero catne, 

He thus falutes the vifionary dame: 

O, whether fome propitions deity, 

Or lov’d by thofe bright rulers of the fky ! 
With grateful incenfe } thal ftyle von one, 

And deem no godhead greater than your own. 
’ Twas you reftor’d me from the realms of night, 
And gave me to behold the fields of light ; 

To feel the breezes of congenial air, 

And nature’s blef benevolence to thare. 





THE STORY OF THE SIBYL. 


' am no deity, reply’d the dame, 

But mortal, and religious rites difclaim. 

Yet had avoided death's tyrannic fway, 

Had I confented to the God of day. 

With promifes he foughe my love, and faid, 

Have all you with, my fair Cumaan maid. 

| paus'd;. then, pointing to a heap of fand, 

For every grain, to five a year, demand. 

Bet ah! unmindful of th’ effed of time, 

Forgot to covenant for youth, and prime. 

‘The fmiling bloom, t boafled once, is gone, 

And feeble age with lagging limbs creeps on. 

Seven centuries have | liv’d; three more fulfil 

The pericd of the years to finith ftill, 

Who'll think, that Phoebus, dreft in youth divin: 

Had once believ’d his luftre lefs chan mins? 

This wither’d frame (fo fates have will'd) fhe 
watte 

To nothing, but prophetic words, at lait. 

‘The Sibyl mounting now from nether fies, 

And the fam’d ilian prince, at Cuma rife. 

He fail'd, and near the place tw anchor came, 

Since cali’d Cajeta, from his nurfe’s name. 

Here did the lucklefs Macarcus, a friend 

To wife Ulyffes, his long labours end. 

Here, wandering, Achemenides he meets, 

And fudden thus his late affociate greets: 

Whence canie you here, O friend, and whither’ 
bound ? d 

n lof on far Cyclopean ground! { 
“3 ot daft aboard a Trojan found, z 
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THE ADVENTURES OF ACHEMENIDES.. THE ENCHANIMENTS OF CIRCE, 








Tavs Achemenides—With thanks I name | Bevore the fpacious front, a herd we find 
Encas, and his piety proclaim. OF beafts, the fierceft of the favage kind. 
1 feap’d the Cyclops through the hero’s aid, Our trembling fteps with blandifhments they meet, 
Elfe in his maw my mangled limbs had laid. And fawn, unlike their {pecies, at our feet. 4 
‘When firft your navy under fail he found, Within upon a famptuous throne of fate, 
He :av’d, till AStna labour’d with the found, On golden columms rais’d, th’ enchantrefs fate. 
Raging he ttalk'd along the mountain's fide, Rich washer robe, and amiable her mien, 
‘And vented clouds of breath at every ftride. Her afpect awful, and the look’d a queen, 
His ftaff a mountain afh; and in the clouds Her maids not mind the loom, nor howfehold carey, 
Of’, as he waiks, his grifly.front he shrouds. Nor wage in needle-work a Scythian war ; 
Eyclefs he grop'd about with vengeful hatte, But cull in canifters difaftrous flowers, 
Aud ju@led promontories, as-he pafs'd. And plantsfram haunted heaths,and fairy bowers. 
"Then heav'd a rock's high fummit to the main, With brazen fickles reap'd at planetary hours. 
And bellow’d, like fome burfing hurricane : Each dofe the goddefs weighs with watchful eye + 

Oh! could’ I feize Uly ies in his flight, So nice her art in impious pharmacy a 
How unlamented were my lots of fight! Entering the greets us with a gracious look, 

" Thefe jews fhould picce-meal tear each panting | And airs, that future amity bepoke. 
vein, Her ready nymphs ferve up a rich repaft; 
Grind every crackling bone, and pound his brain. | The bow] the dathes firft, then gives to tafte, 
As thus he rav’d, my joints with horror thook ; Qvick, to our own undoing, we-comply 5 
‘The tide of blond my chilling heart forfuok. Her power we prove, and thew the fercery. 
1faw him once difgorge buge morfels, raw, Soon, in a length of face, our head extends; , 
Of wretches undigefted in his maw. Our chin Riff briftles bears, and forward bends. 
~ From the pale breathle(s trunks whole limbshe tore, | A breadth of brawn new burnithes our neck 5, 

His beard all clotted with o'erflowing gore. Anon we grunt, as we begin to fpeak. 
My anxious hours I pafs’d in caves; my food Alone Eurylochus refys'd to tafte, : 
Was foreft fruits, and wildings of the wood. Nor toa beat ubfcene the man debas'd, 
At length a fail-l wafted, and aboard Hither Ulyffes hafles (fo fates command), 
My fortune found aa hofpitabse lord. And bears the powerful Maly in his hand; 

Now, in return, yous own adventures tell, Untheaths his {cymitar, affaults the daine, 
And what, fince firt you put to fea, befel. Preferves his {pecies, and: remains the fame, 


§, Some few commiflion’d were with {peed to treat; 





The suptial right this outrage Spat bind q 
The dower defir'd iy ‘tee hs Bea 
‘The incantation backwards the repeats, 

JHE ADVENTURES GF MACAREUS. Inverts her rod, and what fhe did defeats. 

‘Aid now our fkin grows {mooth, our fhape 


‘We to bis court repair, his guards we meet. 
To friendly flight preferv’d ; the third wasdoom'd,+ TIIEZ STORY OF PICUS AND CANENS, 
‘To be by thofe curs’d cannibals confum’d. : ie 


"‘Tnen Macareus—There reign’d a prince of fame, upright; 

O’er Tufcan feas, and Bolus his name. Our arms ftretch up, our cloven feet unite. 

A largefs to Ulyffes he confign’d, With tears our weeping geueral we embrace; 
And in a fteer’s tough hide inclos’d a wind. Hang on his neck, and melt upon his face ; 
Nine days before the fwelling gale we ran; ‘| Twelve filver moons in Circe’s court we flay, 
‘The tenth, to make the meeting land, began: Whilft there they wafte th’ unwilling hours away. 
‘When now the merry mariners, to find "Twas here,} fpy’d a youth in Parian ftone 
Tmagin’d wealth within, the bag unbind. His head a pecker bore; the caule uuknown 
Forthwith out-rufh’d a guft, which backwards: To paffengers. A nymph of Circe’s train 
Our gallies to the Lieftrigonian fhore, (bored The myfery thus attempted to explain, 
‘Whofe crown Anciphates the tyrant wore. ~ | 


Inhumanly our haplefs friends they treat; Picus, who once th’ Aufonian f{ceptre held, 
Our men they murder, and deftroy our fect. Could rein the ftced, and fit him for the field : 
In time the wife Ulyffes bore away, So like he was to what you fee, that ftill 
And dropp’d his anchor in yon faithlefs bay. } We doubt if real, or the feulptor’s fill. 

{ ‘The thoughts of perils paft we #till retain, ‘The graces in the finith'd piece, you find, 


, And fear to land, till Jots appoint the men. 


Are but the copy of his fairer mind. 
Four iuftres fcarce the royal youth could name, 
Eurylochus, myfelf, the lots aflign. ‘Till every Jove-fick nymph contfefe'd a flame, 
Defign’d for dangers, and refolv’d to dare, Oft for his love the mountain Dryads fu'd, 
Ty Cisce’s fatal palace we repair, : dnd every filver fifter of the fioed : 

i Hy} 


Polites true, Elpenor given to wine, 
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Thofe cf Numicus, Albula, and thofe 
Where Alnio creeps, and hafty Nar o’erflows : 
Where fedgy Anio glides through fmiling meads, 
‘Where fhady Farfar ruffles in the reéds : 
“And thofe that Jove the'Iakes, and homage owe 
‘To. the chalte goddefs of the filver bow. 
fq'vain each nymph her brighteft charms put 
x on, mike 
« Flls heart no fovereign would obey but one : 
“SBhe whom Venilia, ov Mount Palatine, 
a Rs Janus burg, the faireft of her line. 
Nor-did her face alonc her charms confefs, 
ler voice was ravifhing, and pleas’d no Jefe, 
_ Whene'er the jung, fo melting were her ftrains, 
* The flocks unfed feem’d liftening en the plaitis ; 
+. ‘The rivers wonld ftand ftill, the cedars bend; - 
‘ And birds negled their pinions to attend ; 
ite favage kind in foreft-wilds grow tame; 
And Canens, from her heavenly voice, her name. 
Hymen had ‘sow fn fone ill-fated hour 
Their hands gnited, as their hearts before. 
#  Whiltt their foft moments in delights they wafte, 
i. deadeach new day was dearee than the pak; 
i-*Picua would fometimes'o’er the forefts rove, 
Amd mingle {ports with intervals of love. 
It chanc’d, as ence the foaming boar he chac'd, 
. His jewels {parkling on his T'yrian vet, : 
Lafcivious Circe well the youth furvey'd, 
‘aAsfimpling on the flowery bills fhe ftray'd. 
‘ et withing eyes their filent meffage tell, 
nd from'her lap the verdant mifchief fell. 
As fhe attempts.at words, his courfer {prings 
Over hills, and lawns, and ev’n a wifh outwings. 
+ ‘Phou' fhalt not 'feape me fo, pronounc’d the 














q : 
<if plants have power, and fpells be not a name. 
"he faid-~and forthwith form'd a boar of air, « 
‘That fought the covert with diffembied fear. 
ESwift to the thicket Picis wings his way 
“On foot, to chate the vifionary prey. 
Now the invokes the daughters of the night, 
Does noxious juices fmear, and charms recite; 
Such as can veil the mcon’s more fecble fire, 
Ot Shade the golden huftre'of her fire. 
Yo filthy fogs the hides the cheerful noon ; 
‘The guard at diffance, and the youth alone : 
By thofe fair eyes, the criés, and every grace 
‘That finif all the wonders of your face, 
Oh! 1 conjure thee, hear a queen complain; 
i, ANor Jet the fa’ foft lineage-lue in vain. 
Whoe’er thou art, reply'd the king, forbear, 
; None can my paflion with my Canens fhare. 
She fir my every tender with pofte 
And found the foft approaches to my breaft. 
lr nuptials bleft, each loofe defire we thun, 
Nor tinse can end what innocence begun. 
Think not, the cry’d, to faunter outa life 
OF form, with that domeitic drudge a wifes 
My jut revenge, dull fool, ere Jong, thal! —"t 








‘What ills we women, if refus’d, can do; 

“‘Lhjsk moa woman, and a lover toe 
Fron, dear fucecSsful pite we 
Nor jail ro punith, where w 






OF GARTH. 
On the foft youth her magic power the triez; 


| Aloft he {prings, and wonders how he flies. 


On painted plumes the woods he feeks, and till 

‘The monarch oak he pierces with his biil, 

Thus chang'd, no more o'er Latian lands he 

‘ “reigns; oe 

OF Picus nothing but the name remains. {air, 
‘The-winds from drizling damps now purge the 

The mifts fubfide; the feetling fkies are fair : 


.| ‘Tig: court their fovereign feck with arms in hand, 
47 threaten Circe, and their lord demand. 


And twilight elves, that on dun wings repair 
To charnels, and th’ unhallow’d fepulchre. 

Now, @range to.tell, the plants fweat drops of 

: blood; - =. 
The trees are tofs'd from forefts where they ood; 
Bluc ferpents o'er the tainted herbage flide, 
Pale glaring fpettres onthe thet ride; [beds, 
Dogs howl, earth yawns; rent roeke ferfake. their 
And from their quarries. heave ‘their ftubborn 
heads, - ' 

The fad fpeRators, ftiffen’d with their fears, 2 


Quick fhe. invokes the fpirits of the air, R 


She fees, and fudden every limb the fmears ; 

Then each of favage beafts the figure bears. 
The fun did now to weftern waves retire, 

In tides to temper his bright world of fire. 

Canens laments her royal hufband’s ftay ; 

Hl fuits fond love with abfence, or delay : 

Where fhe commands, her ready people run ; 

She wills, retracts; bids, and forbids anon, 

Refflefs in mind, and dying with defpair, 

Her breafts the beats, and tears her flowing hair, 

Six days and nights fhe wanders on, as chance 

DireQs, without or fleep, or fuftenange. 

Tiber at laft beholds the weeping fair; 

Her feeble limbs no more the mourner bear ; 

Stretch’d on his banks, the to the flood complains, 

And faintly tunes her voice to dying ftrains. 

The fickening fwan-thus hangs her filver wings, 

And,as the droops, her elegy fhe fings: 

Ere-long fad Canens waites to air; whilft fame 

The place ftill honours with her haplefs name. 
Here did the tender tale of Picus ceafe, 

Above belief the wonder, I confefs. 

Again we fail, but more -difafters meet, 

Foretold by Circe, to our fuffering facet. 

Myfelt, unable further-woes:to bear, 

Declin’d the voyage, and am refug'd here, 





ENEAS ARRIVES IN ITALY. 


Had good Aineas rais’d a funeral fame, 
in hononr of his hoary nurfe’s name. 

Her epitaph he fix’d; and fetting fail, 

Cajeta lefe, and catch’d at every gale. 

He feer’d ac diltance from the faithlefs fhore 
Where the falfe goddets reigns with fatal power ; 
And fought thofe grateful groves, that fhade the 

’ lain, 
Where Miber roils majeftic to the main, 
And fattens, as he runs, the fair campain. 


‘Tavs Macareus—Now with a pious aim ¢ 


“ 


Po 


His kindred gods the here’s wifhes crown 
With fair Lavinia, and Latinus’ throne : 
But not without a war the prize he won, 
Drawn up in bright array the battle ftands : 
"Turnus with arms his promis’d wife demands, 
Hetrurians, Latians, equal fortune fhare 5 
And doubtful long appears the face of war. 
Both powers from neighbouring princes feck fup- 

plies, 
And embaflies appoint for new allies. 
Aiineas, for relief, Evander moves; 
His quartel he afferts, his caufe approves. 
“Phe bold Rutilians, with an equal fpeed, 
Sage Venelus difpatch to Diomede. 
‘The king, late griefs revolving in his mind, 
"Thefe reafons for neutrality affign’d : 

Shall 1, of one poor dotal town poffeft, 

My people thin, my wretched country wafte ; 
An exil’d prince, and ona fhaking throne ; 

Or rifk my patron’s fubjedts, or my own? 
You'll grieve the harfhnefs of our hap to hear; 
Nor can {tell the tale without a tear. 





THE ADVENTURES OF DIOMEDES. 


Arter fam’d Vim was by Argives won, 
‘And flames had Sinith’d what.the fword beguns 
Pallas, incens'd, purfued us to the main, 
In vengeance of her violated fane. 
Alone Qileus fore'd the Trojan maid, 
Yet all were punith’d for the brutal deed, 
A itorm begins, the raging waves run high, 
“the clouds look heavy, and benight the fky; .. 
Red fects of lightning o’eg the feas are fpread, 
Onr tackling yields, and-wrecks at laft fucceed. 
*Tis tedious our difahtrous ftate to tell; 
Even Priam would have pitied what befel. 
Yet Pallasfav'd me from the Swallowing main ; 
At home new wrongs to meet, as fates ordain, 
Chae'd from my country, T once more repeat 
All fuffering feas could give, or war complete; 
¥or Venus, mindful of her wound, decreed 
Still new calamities fhould paft fucceed. 
Agmon, impatient through fucceflive ills, 
‘With fury, love’s bright goddefs thus reviles: 
Thefe plagues in fpite to Diomede are fent 5 
The crime is bis, but ours the punifhment. 
Jet each, my friends, her puny fpleen defpife, 
And dare that haughty harlot of the gies. 

The reft of Agmon’s infolence complain, 
And of irreverence the wretch arraign. 
“About to anfwer, his blafpheming throat 
Contracts,and fhrieks in fome difdainfu) note. 
To his new fkin a fleece of feathers clings, 
Hides his late arms, and lengthens into wings. 
The lower features of his face extend 
‘Warp into horn, and in a beak defe 
Some more experience Agmon’s deftiny 5 
And, wheeling in the.air, like fwans they fly. 
Yhete thin remains to Daunus’ reaims [ bring, 
Sane here [ reign, 3 poor precarious king, 
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THE TRANSFORMATION OF APPULUS,. 


Tuus Diomedes —Venulus withdraws; 

Uniped the fervice of the common caufe, 

Puteoli he paffes, and furvey'd 

A cave long honour'd for its awful fhade. 

Here trembling reeds exclude the piercing ray, “}- 

Here ftreams in gentle falls through windings 
ftray, < 

And with a pafling breath cool Zephyrs play. a 

The goat-herd god frequents the filent place, 

As once the wood-nymphs of the fylvan race, 

Till Appulus, with a dithoneft air, 

And grofs behaviour, banifh’d thence the fair. 

The bold buffoon, whene’er they tread the gre: 

Their motion mimicks, but with geft obfcene. 

Loofe language oft’ he utters; but ere long. 

A bark in filmy net-work binds his tongue. 

Thns chang’d, a bafe wild olive he remains; . 

The fhrub the coarfenefs of the clown retains, 





THE 
TROJAN SHIPS TRANSFORMED To 
SEA-NYMPHS, 3 


Meanwarte the Latiaris all their paver ‘prepare, 
*Gainft fortune and the foe to puth the war. :” 
With Phrygian blood the floating fields they 
But, fhort of fuccours, ftill contend in vain 
‘Turnus remarks the ‘Trojan ficet ill-mann’d, 
Unguarded, and at anchor near the frand; P 
He thought; and fersight a lighted brand ‘He bore, 
And fire invades what, ‘feap'd the ve jefore, 
The billows from the ng prow ee 
Pitch, rofin, fearwood, on red wings afpirc, 
And Yates on the feas exerts his attribute of & 
ire. , 
‘This when the mother of the gods beheld,” 
Her towery crown fhe fhook, and ftood reveal’d 5 
Her brindled lions rein’d, unveil’d her head, © 
‘And, hovering o'er her favour'd fleet; the faid ; 
Ceafe Turnus, and the heavenly powers refpe&y 
Nor dare to, vielate what I protect. ° . 
"Thefe gallies, once fair trees, on Ida ftoad, 
And gave their thade to cach defeending gd 5 
Nor fhall confume; irrevocable fate 
Allets their being So determin’d date.” 
Straight peals of thunder heaven's high arches 
rend . : 
The hail-ftones leap, the thowers'in fpouts defcend. 
“he winds with widen'd throats the fignal give ; 
The cables break, the fmoking veffels drive. 
Now, wondrous, as they beat-the foaming flood, © 
The timber foftens into ficth and blood; © 
‘The yards and oare new arms and leg@defign ; 
A trunk the hall; the flender keel, a fpine; 
"The prow a female face; and by degrees 
The gallies rife green daughters of the fea, 
Sometimes on coral beds they fit in flate, 
Or wanton on the waves they fear’d of late. 
The barks, that beat the feas, are ftill their care, 
| Themfelves remember what of late they. were 
i i ti} ~ 
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THE WORKS 


To fave a Trojan fail, in throngs they prefs, 
But {mile to fee Alcinous in diitrefs, 

Upable were thtole wonders to deter 
‘Thé Latiane from their uofurceisful war. 
Both fides for doubtful vidtory contend ; 
And on their courage, and their Guds, depend, 
Nor bright Lavinia, nor Latinus’ crown, 
‘Warm their great fou) to war, like fair renown. 
Venue at laft beholds her godlike fon 
“Prinmphant, and che field of battle won; i 
Brave Turnus flain; ftrong Ardea buta name, 
‘And buried in fierce deluges of flame; 
"Her towers, that boafted once a fovereign fway, 
‘The fate of fancy’d grandeur now betray.“ 
-A famifh’d heron from the athes fprings, * 
And beats the ruin with difattrous wings; 
“Calanities of towns diftreft: the foigns, 
sAnd oft’, with woeful Shticks, of war complains. 


ine 





“THE DEIFICATION OF ZENEAS. 


Now had ZEncas, as ordain’d by fate, 
“Barviv'd the period of Saturnia’s hate : 
And, by a fure irrevocable doom, 
Hix'd the immortal majefty of Rome. 
Fit for the ftation of his kindred tars, 
His mother goddefs thus her fuit prefers: 
| \ Almighty arbiter, whofe powerful nod 
{Shakes diftant earth, and bows our own ahode; 
“To thy great progeny indulgent be, 
“And-rank the godde/s-born a deity. 
“Already has he view’d, with mortal eyes, 
Thy brother’s kingdoms of the nether fkies. 
. - Furthwith a conclave'of the godhead mects, 
Were June in the-thining fenate fits. 
Remorfe for paft revenge the godidefs feels; 
“Eben thundering Jove th’ almighty mandate feals; 
Allots the prince of his celeftiat line 
An apothéofis, aud rights divine. 
‘The ¢ryftal manfions echo with applaufe, 
-Aud, with her graces, love's bright queen with- 
* draws; 
Shonts. in a biaze of light along the tkies, 
And, borne by turtle, to Laurentum flies ; 
‘Alights where through the reeds Nunsicius ftrays, 
And tothe feas his watery tribute pays. 
“The god the fupplicates, to wafh away ? 
‘The parts more grafs, and fubje& to decay, 
And cleanfe the goddels-born from feminal al- | 
: lay. 
The horned flood with glad attention flands, 
"Lhen bids his ftreams obey their fire’s commands, 
His better parts by Iuftral waves refin’d, 
More pure, and nearer to etherial mind, 
‘With gums of fragrant {cent the geddefs Nrews, 
And on hiefeatures breathes ambrofial dews, 
‘Thus, deify’d, new honours Rome decrees, 
Shrines, feftivals ; and ftifes him Indiges. 
as 








“TH E LINE OF THE LATIAN KINGS. 


Ascanius now the Latian fceptre fways ; 


She Alban nation Sylvius ucxt ebcys. 


OF GARTH. 


‘Then young Latinus: ‘Next an Alba came, 

The grace and guardian of the Alban name. 

Then Epitus; then gentle Capys reign'd ; 

Then Capetis the regal power fuflain’d. 

Next he'who perifh’d on the Tufcan flood, 

And honour’d with his name the river god. 

Now hanghty Romulus began his reign, * 

Who fell by thunder he afpir’d to feign. 

~Meek Acrota facceeded to:the crown; 

“From peace endeavouring, more than arms, re- 
© mown, * 

To Aventinus well refign’d his throne. 

The mount on which he rul’d preferves his name, 

And Procas wore the regal diadem. 





TRE 
STORY OF VERTUMNUS AND POMONA. 


"A Hama-pavao flourith'd in thefe days, 


Her name Pomona, from her woodland race. 
To garden culture noné could fo exccl, 

Or torm the pliant fouls of plants fo well ; 
Or to the fruit more generous flavours lend, 
Or tcach the trees with nubler loads to bend. 

‘Vhe nymph frequented not the fluttering ftream, 
Nor meads, the fubject of a virgin’s dream ; 
But to fuch joys her nuifery did prefer, 

Alone to tend her vegetable care, 

A pruning-hock the carry’d in her hand, 
And taught the ftragglers to obey command; 
Left the licentious and unthrifty bough, 

The too indulgent parent fhou'd undo. 

She shows, how ftocks invite to their embrace 
A graft, and naturalife a foreign race 

‘To mend the falvage teint ; and in its ftead 
Adopt new nature, and a nobler breed. 

Now hourly the obferves ber growing care, 
And guards their notiage from the bleaker air: 
Then opes her ftreaming fluices, to fupply 
With flowing draughts. ner thirfty family, 

Long had the labour’d to continue free 
From chains of Jove, and nuptial tyranny ; 
And, in her orchard’s fmall extent immur'd, 
Her vow'd virginity the (till fecur’d. 

Ofc would loofe Pan, and all the luftful train 

Of fatyrs, tempt her innocence in vain. 

Silenus, that old dotard, own’d a flame; 

And he, that frights the thieves with flratagem 

Of fword, and fomething elfe, too grofs to 
name, 

Vertumnus too purfued the maid no lefs ; 

But, with his rivals, fhar'd a like fuccels; 

‘To gain accefs, a thoufand ways he tries; 

Oft’, in the hind, the lover would difguil, 

The heedlefs lout comes fhambling on, and fecms 

Juft fweating from the tabour of his teens. 

Phen, from the harvelt, oft’ the mimic fwain 

Seems bending with a load of bearded grain. 

Sometimes a dreffcr of the vine he feigns, 

And Jawleds tendrils to their bounds reftrains, 

Sometimes his fwerd a foldier thews; his xod, 

Ap angler; Qi] fo various is che ged. 


POEM S$. 


Now, in a forehead cloth, fome crone he feems, 

‘A ftaff fupplying the defect of limbs ; 

Admittance thus he gains; admires the ftore 

Of faireft froir; the fair poffeffor more ; 

Then greets her with a kifs: ‘Th’ unpractis’d 
dame * 

Admir'd a grandame kils'd with fach a flame. 

Now, feated by her, he beholds a vine 

Around an elm in amorous foldings twine. 

Tf that fair elm, he cry’d, alone fhould itand, 

No grapes would glow with gold, and tempt the 
hand; 

Or if that vine without her elm fhould grow, 

*Twould creep a poor neglected fhrub below. 

Be then, fair nymph, by thefe examples led; 

Nor fhun, for fancy’d fears, the nuptial bed. 

Not fhe for whom the Lapithites took arms, 

Nor Sparta’s quecn, could boaft fuch heavenly 
charms. 

And, if you would on woman’s faith rely, 

None can your choice direé fo well as I. 

"hough old, fo much Pomona f adore, 

Scarce does the bright Vertumnus love her more. 

*Tis your fair felf alone his breait infpires 

With fofte withes and unfoil’d defires. 

Then fly all vulgar followers, and pruve 

The god of feafons only worth your love 

On my affurance well you may repofe; 

Vertumnus fearce Vertuirinus better knows, 

Trut to his choice, all loofer flames he flics ; 

Nor for new faces fathionably dies. 

The charms of youth, and every fmiling grace 

Bloom in his features, and the-god confefs, 

Befides, he puts on every fhape at cafe; 

But thote the moft that bett Pomona pleafe. 

Stil to oblige her is her lover's aim ; 

‘Thor Uhings and averfions are the fame. 

Not the fair fruit your burden’d branches bear, 

Noy all the youtnfat produ. of the year, 

Could biihe his choice; yourlelf alone can prove 

A fic reward for fo refin’d a love, 

Relunt, fair nymph; and with a kind regret, 

Think tis Vertnmnus weeping at your fect. 

A tale attend, through C sprus known, to prove 

How Venus once re negleded love. 











” THE 
STORY OF IPHIS AND ANAXARETE. 


Ipnis, of vulgar birth, by chance had view’d 

Fair Anaxareté of Teucer’s blood, 

Not long had he beheld the royal dame, 

Ere the bright {parkle kindled into flame. 

Oft did he ftruggle with a jult defpair, 

Unfix'd to afk, unabic to forbear, 

But love, who flatters ftill his own difcafe, 

Hopes all things will fucceed, he kuows will 
pleafe. 

‘Where’er the fair one haunts, he hovers there; 

And feeks her confident with fighs and pray'rs 

Or letters he conveys, that {eldom prove 

Succefslul meflengers in fuits of love, 


12% 


Now shivering at her gates the wretch ap- 
cars, ca 
And myrtle garlands on the columns rears, 
‘Wet with a deluge of unbidden tears. 


The nymph, more hard than rocks, more deaf <.! 
thas : 


feas, 
Derides his prayers; infults his agonies; 
Arraigne of infolence th’ afpiring fwains 
And takes a cruel pleafure in his pain. 
Refolv'd at laft to finith his defpair, 
He thos upbraids th’ inexorable fair 24 
O Anaxareté, at laft forget 





-| The licence of a paffion indifereet. 


Now triumph, fince a welcome facrifice 

Your flave prepares, to offer to your eyes. 

My life, without reluctance, I refign; 

That prefent beft can pleafe a pride like thine. 

But, O! forbear to blaft a flame fo bright, 

Doom’d never to expite, but with the light. 

And you, great powers, do juftice to my names ” 

The hours, you take from life, reftore to fame. 
‘Then o'er the pofts, once hung with wreaths 

he throws poe 

The ready cord, and fits the fatal noofe ; 

For death prepares; and, bounding from above, 

Atonce the wretch concludes his life, and love. 
Ere long the people gather, and the dead 

Is to his mourning mother’s arms convey’d. 

Firft, like fome ghaftly ftatue the appears : 

‘Fhen bathes the breathlefs corfe in feas' of tears, 

And gives it to the pile; now, as the throng 

Proceed in fad folemnity along, 

‘To view the pafling pomp, the cruel fair . 

Haftes, and beholds her breathlefs lover there, ; 

Struck with the fight, animate fhe feemy5..,, 

Set are her eyes, and motionlefs her limbs: . :: 

Her featutes withene fire; her colour gone, 

And, like her heart, fhe hardess inte itone. 

In Salamis the ftatue ftill is feen, 

In the fam’d temple of the Cyprian queen. 

Warn'd by this tale, no longer then difdain, 

O nymph belov’d, to eafe a Jover’s pain, 

So may the frofts in fpring your bloffoms-fpare, 

And winds their rude autumnal rage forbear | 
The ftory oft Vertumnus urg’d in vain, 

But then affum'd his heavenly form again. 

Such looks and luftre the bright youth adorn, 

As when with rays glad Pharbus paints the morny 

‘The fight fo warms the fair admiring maid, 





Like fnow fhe melts: fo feon can youth perluadey ... 


Confent, on eager winds, fuccecds defire: 
And both the lovers glow with mutual fire. 





THE LATIAN LINE CONTINUED. 


Now Procas yielding to the fates, his fon, 
Mild Numitor facceeded,to the crown. 

But falfe Amulius, with a lawiefs power, 

At length depos'd his brother Numitor. 
‘Then Mlia’s valiant iffue, with the fword, 
Her parent re-enthron’d, the rightful lord. 
Next Romulus to people Rome contrives; 
‘The joyous time of Pales’ feait arrives; 

He gives the word to feize the Sahine wives, 


: 





The fires enrag'd take arms, by Tatius led, 

Bold to revenge their violated bed. ? 

A fort there was, not yet unknown to fame, 
Cull'd the Tarpeian, its commander's name. 
‘this by the falfe Tarpeia was betray’d ; 

But death well recompens’d the treacherous maid, 
‘The foe on this new-bought fuccefs relies, 

And filent march the city to furprife. * 
Saturnia’s arts with Sabine arms combine; 

But Vénus countermines the vain defign ; 
Intreate the nymphs that o’er the fprings prefide, 
‘Which near the fane of hoary Janus glide, 
To fend their fuccours; every urn they drain, 
To ftop the Sabines progrefs, but in vain. 
“The Naiads now more itratagems effay ; 

And kindling fulphur to each fource convey, 
The floods ferment, hot exhalations rife, 

Till from the {calding ford the army flies. 

Yoon Romulus appears in fhining arms, 

And ta the war the Roman legions warms: 

The battle rages, and the field is {pread 

With nothing but the dying and the dead. 

Both fides confent to treat without delay, 

And their two chiefs at once the feeptre {way. 
But, Tatius by Lavinian fury flain, 

Great Romulus continucd long to reign. 





‘THE ASSUMPTION OF ROMULUS. 


Now warrior Mars his burnifh’d helm puts on, 
“And thus addrefles Heaven’s imperial throne ; 
Since the inferior world is now beconre 
One vaffal globe, and colony to Rome, 
This grace, O Jove, for Romulus.! claim, 
Admit him to the fkies, from whence he came. 
Long haft thou promis’d.an ethereal flate 
Fo Mars’s lincage ; and thy word is fate. 
The fire, that rules the thunder, with a nod 
Declar'd the fiat, and difmifs'd the god. 
Soon as the pawer arntipotent furvey’d 
‘The flathing fkies, the fignal he obey'd ; 
And, leaning on his lance, he mounts his car, 
His fiery conrfers lafhing through the air, 
Mouot Palatine he gains, and finds his fon 
Good Jaws cnadting ona peaceful throne ; 
‘The fcales of heavenly juftice holding high, 
/With iteady hand, and a difcerning eye. 
‘Fhen vaults upon his car, and to the fphere, 
Swift, as a flying thaft, Rome's founder bears. 
‘The parts more pure in rifing are refin’d, 
The grofs and perifhable lag behind. 
His fhrine in purple veftments ftands in view ; 
He looks a god, and is Quirinus now. 


THE ASSUMPTION OF HERSILIA, 


With pity mov'd, fends Iris in her Read 

: — Thus the meteor maid : 

in bright truth to heaven aily'd, 
pride; 


Ere long the godded of the nuptial bed, 2 






Chalke relict 
The §abines’ glory, and che & 





THE WORKS OF GARTH. 


Honour’d on earth, and worthy of the love 
Of fuch a fpoufe as now refides above ; 
Some sefpites to thy killing gricfs afford; 3 
Aad, if thou would’ft once more behold thy lord, 
Retire to yon’ fleep mount, with groves o'er 
Spread, 
Which withan awfel gloom, his temple shade. 
With fear the modeft matron lifts her eyes, 
And to the bright ambaffadrefs replies : 
O goddefs, yet to mertal cyes unknown! 
But fure thy various charms confefs thee one : 
O quick to Romulus thy votrefs bear! 
With looks of love he'll fmile away my care : 
tn whate’er orb he fhines, my heaven is there. 
Then haftes with Iris to the holy grovg, 
And, up the Mount Quirnal as they move, 
A lambent flame glides downward through the 


air, 
And brightens with a blaze Herfilia’s hair. 
Together on the bounding ray they rife, 
And fhoot a gleam of Sight along the fkies. 
With opening arms Quicinus met his bride, 
Now Ora nam'd, and prefs'd her to his fide. 












OVID’S METAMORPHOSES, 
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> BOOK Xv. 





THE STORY OF CIPFUS. 


: = 
Or as when Cippus in the current view'd 
‘The thopting horn that on his forehead ftood, 
His temples firft he feels, and with (urprife | 
His touch confirms th’ affurance of his eyes; 
Straight to the tkies hishorned front he rears, 
and to the gods direéts thefe pious prayers : * 
If this portent he profperous, O decree 
To Rome th’ event ; if otherwife, tome. 
an altar then of turf he hattés to raife, 
Rich gums in fragrant exhalations blaze; 
‘The pantigg entrails crackle as they fry, 
And boding fumes pruncunce a myftery. 
Seon as the augur faw the holy fire, 
And vidlims with prefaging figns expire, 
To Cippus then he turns his eyes with fpeed, 
And views the horny honours of his head : 
Then cry’d, Hail, conqueror ! thy call obey, 
‘Thofe oinens I behold prefage thy fway. 
Rome waits thy nod, unwilling to be free, 
And owns thy fovereign power as fate's decree, 
He faid—and Cippus, ftarting at th’ event, 
Spoke in thefe words his pious difcontent : 
Far hence, ye gods, this execration fend, 
And the great race of Romulus defend. 
Better that [ in exile live abhorr’d, 
Than e’er the capitol fhould ftife me Jord. 
‘This fpoke, he hides with leaves his omen’ 
head; 


} Ther prays, the {nate next convenes, aud faid = 


POE 


¥¢ augurs can forefee, a wretch is come, 
Defign’d by définy the bane of Rome. : 
Two horns (moft ftrange to tell) bis temples 

crown; 

If e’er he pafs the walls, and gain the town, 
Your laws are forfeit that ill-fated hour, 
‘And liberty mutt yield to lawlefs power. 
Your gates he might have enter’d ; but this arm 
Seiz'd the ufurper, and with-held the harm. 
Hatte, find the montter out, and let him be 
Condemn’d to all the fenate can decree; 
‘Or ty’d in chains, or into exile thrown ; 
Or by the tyrant’s death prevent your own, 

‘The crowd fuch murmurs utter as they ftand, 
As {welling furges breaking on the ftrand : 
Or as when gathering gales {weep o'er the 


grove, 
And their tall-heads the bending cedars move. 


MS. 


Each with confofion gaz°d, and then began 
‘To feel his fellow’s brows, and find the man. 
Cippus then thakes his garland off, and crics, 
‘The wretch you want, I offer to your eyes, 
The anzious throng look’d down, and, fad in 
thoug! ; 





ht, . . 

All with’d they had not found the fign they foughts 
In hafte with laurel-wreaths his head they bind ; 
Such honour to fach virtue was affign’d. 

‘Then thus the fenate : Hear, O Cippus, hear 

So god-like is thy tutelary care; 

That, fince in Rome thyfelf forbids thy ftay, 

For thy abode thofe acres we convey 

‘The plough-fhare can furround, the labour of a 


jay. 

In deathlefs records thou fhalt tand inrol!'d, 

And ayers rich pofts fhall Shine with horns of 
gold. : 
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THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 


—— nero 


‘Thy reliques, Rowe ! to this fad thrine we truft, 
‘And near thy Suaxsrzane place thy honour'd buft, 
Oh! next him ‘kill’d to draw the tender tear, 

For never heart felt paffson more fincere; 

To nobler fentiment to fire the brave, 

For never Briton more difdain’d a flave! 

Peace to thy gentle thade, and endlefs reft, 

Bleft in thy genius, in thy love too bleft! 

And bleft that timely from our fcene remov'd 

Thy foul enjoys the liberty it lov’d. 

POPE’S EPITAPH ON ROWE. 
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Nicuoras Rows, one of the greateft names in the Englifh drama, was born at Little Berkford, ; 
the feat of his grandfather Jafper Edwards, Efq. in Bedfordthire, in the year 673. His family had, 
fong poffeffed a confiderable eftate at Lamberton in Devonfhire ; the anceftor from whom he de~ 
{cended in a direct line, having received the arms borne by bis defcendents for his bravery in the 
Holy War. His father, John Rowe, Efq. who was the firft that Jeft the frugat management of hie 
paternal inheritance, to practife any art of profit, ftudied the law in the Middle Temple, was called 
to the degree of Serjeant, and publifhed Benlow’s and Dallifon’s Reports, in the reign of James 1. 
when, in oppofition to the courtly claiir. of difpénfing power, he ventured to remark how low his au- 
thors rated the prerogative, and to deferd the liberty of the fubject againft the encroachments of 
the crown, ae his anceftors had done in all the changes of government. He died April 30. 169% 
and was buried in the Temple Church. 

Rowe was inftruded in the rudiments of claffical learning at a private {cliool at Highgate, from 
whence he was removed to Weftmintter, and placed under the care of Dr. Bufby, and at the age 
of fifteen was chofen one of the King’s fcholars, He gave early proofs of a vigorous underftand- 
ing and a lively imagination, which did not efcape the difcernment of Bufby, who fuffered none 
of his {cholars to bet their powers lie ufelefs ; and his exercifes in feveral languages are faid to hawe 
been written with uncommon degrees of excellence, and yet to have coft him very little Jabour. 

At fixteen, his father, defigning him for bis own profeffioa, took him from fchool, and entered 
him a ftudent in the Middle Temple, where, for fome time, he profecuted the ftudy of the law with 
a proficiency proportionate to the vigour of his mind, which was already fuch that he endeavoured 
to comprehend law, not asa collection of ftatutes, or a feries of precedents, but as a fyitem found 
ed on sight reafon, and calculated for the good of mankind. 

At nineteen, he was, by the death of his father, lefe more to his own dire&ion, and though 
he was patronifed by Lord Chief Juflice Treby, und had the belt opportunities of rifing to emi- 
nence in the law, from that time, probably, there appeared to him more charms in Euripides, 
Sophocles, Aifchylus, and Shakfpeare, than in Glanville, Bra@on, Littleton, and Coke; and he 
fuffered law gradually to give way to poetry. 

At twenty-iive, he produced his fir tragedy, The Ambitious Stepmether, which .was acted at the 
theatre in Liucoln’s-Iun-Fields, and dedicated to the Earl of Jerfey. The defign ofthe play 
feems to have been taken from the eftablifhment of Solomon on the throne of David by Bathfheba, 
Zadok, and Nathan, but the charaéters are made Perfian. “ The purity of the language,” fays Dr. 
Welwood, “ the jufnefs cf his characters, the roble elevation of the fentiments, were all of them 
admirably adapted to the plan of the play.” The conduct of it may be objeéted to as injudi- 
cious; but it has an infinite deal of fire in is; the bufinels is precipitate end the chara&ers active; 
and it may Le doubted whether he ever wrete another play with fo much elevation, , 
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Downes, in hie“ Rofcius Anglicanus” fays, “ the play anfwered the Company's expediation-”’ It 
‘was received with fo uch favour, that he devoted himfelf from that time wholly to the cultivae 
tion of elegant literature, and the purfuit of poetical fame. 

His next tragedy was Tame lune, adted at the {ome theatre in 1702, and dedicated to the Marquis 
of Hartington. In this play, under the name of Tamerlane, he intended to charadterife King 
‘William, and Lewis X1V. under Bajazet. This was the tragedy which Dr. Welwood fays, “ he va- 
Jued the moft,” and wtich probably excited moft apptaufe ; but it has for along time been aed only 
once a year, on the 4th of November, in commemoration of the landing of King William, when 
an vccafional prologus is {poken. 

The Fair Penitent, his next produion, was a@ed at the fame theatre in 1703, and dedicated to 
the Duchefs of Ormond, The plan of it is borrowed from the “ Fatal Dowry” of Maflinger. 
It is, as Dr. Johnfon obferves, one of the moft pleafing tragedies on the ftage, where it fill keeps its 
turns of appearing, and probably will long keep them; for there is fcarcely any work of any poet 
at once fo interefting by the fable, and fo delightful by the language. The ftory is domeftic, and 
therefore eafily received by. the imagination, and affimilated to common life; the didtion is exqui 
fitely harmonious, and foft or fpritely as occafion requires. 

It has been. obferved, that the title of the play does not fufliciently correfpond with the behaviour 
of, Califta, who, at lait, thews no evident figns of repentance ; but may be reafonably fulpe@ed of 
fecling pain from deteGtion rather than from guilt, and cxpreffes morc fhame than forrow, and more 
rage than fham. ; 

In 1706, he ventured on a comedy, and produced Tie Biter, which was acted at the fame 
theatre, but met with no fuccefs, and he tried at lighter {cenes no more, 

His next tragedy was Ulyfes, which was acted the fame year, at the theatre in the Hay-Market, 
and dedicated to Lord Godolphin. It met with fuccefs, but is now generally neglected, probably 
becaufe the ftory is mythological ; for it has bufinefy, paffion, and tragic propriety to recommend it. 
‘The character of Penelope is an excellent example of conjugal fidelity. 

In 1708, The Royal Convert was aGed at the fame theatre, and dedicated to Lord Halifax. It 
met with but fall fuccefs, as a; pears from the motto to it, Zaudutur et alget, and is not often acted, 
though it highly deferves to be fo, ‘The characters of Rhodogune and Ethelinda are finely con * 
trafted, as are alfo thofe of Hengift and Aribert. The incidents are interefting, the language occa- 
fionally {pirited and tender, yet every where poetical, and the cataftrophe affecting, and truly dra- 
matic. “ Rhodogune,” Dr. Johnfon fays, “ isa perfonage truly tragical, of high {pirit, and vio- 
lent paffions, great with tempeftucus dignity, and wicked with a foul that would have been heroic 
if it had been virtuous.” 

Gibbon (Hiftory of the Roman Empire, vol. If. p. 627.) fays, that Procopius might have fugs 
gefted to Rowe the character and fituation of Rhodogune in this play. 

In 1709, he undertook an edition of Shakfpeare’s plays, to which he prefixed an account of his 
life, fuch as tradition then almoft expiring could fupply. This edition, without the pomp of anno- 
tations, or the parade of cmendatory criticifm, at leaft contributed to the popularity of Shakfpearc’s 
dramas, 

In 1714, the tragedy of Fane Shore, written in imitation of Shakfpeare’s flyle, was adted at the 
theatre in Drary-Lane, and dedicated to the Duke of Queenfberry and Dover. This is a very ¢x- 
cellent tragedy, and continually acted with great fuccefa. “ In what he thought himlelf an imita~ 
tor of Shakfpeare, it is not,” fays Dr. Johnion, “ eafy to conceive. The numbers, the dictien, 

othe fentiments, and the condu@, every thing in which imitation can confift, are remote in the ut- 
moi degree from the manner of Shakfpeare, whofe dramas it refembles only as it is an Englith 
Mery, and as fome of the perfors have their names in hiftory. This play, confifting of domeftic 
fcenes and private diftrefs, lays hold upon the heart. “Fhe wife is forgiven becaufe the repents, and 
the hiifbind is honoured becaute he furgives. ‘this, therefore, is one of thofe pieces which we ftill 
welcome on the flage.” 

His taft tragedy waa Lady Jane Gray, aSted at the fame theatre in 1715, and dedicated to the 
Princefs of Wales. This fubcét had been chofen by his friend Smith, whofe papers were put: inte 
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fis hand by Mr. Duckét, confitting of loofé hints of fentiments, and thort fetches of feener, front 
‘which he borrowed one, in which Lord Guildford fingly perfuades Lady Jane to take the crown, 
Anferted in the third a@. This play is frequently acted with fuccefs, though not abfolutely on the 
acting lift of plays. 

Hie attachment to poetry did not entirely ond himi for bufinefs. He was Under-Secretary 
for three years, when the Duke of Queenfberry was Secretary of State. After the Duke’s death, 
the avenues to his preferment being flopped, he paffed his time in tetirement during the reft of 
Queen Anne’s reign. 

A ftory is told by Spence, of his applying te Harley for fome public employment. \Hatley ens 
joined him to ftndy Spanith, and when he came again and faid that he had maftered it, difmiffed 
him with this congratulation. , “ Then, Sir, I envy you the pleafure of reading Don Quirotte i iti ~ 
the original.” is 

The ftory may be juitly doubted; for Harley, who was defirous to be thoughé a patron of fite. . 
rature, cannot he fuppofed to infult a man of acknowledged merit; and Rowe, who was fo zealous 
a Whig, that he did not willingly affociate with Tories, cannot be fuppofed to afk preferment of the 
Jeader of the oppofite party. 

At the acceflion of King George, he was made Poet+Laureat, in the toom of Tate, who died in 
1716, in the Mint, where he was forced to feck fhelter from extreme poverty. He was likewife 
made one of the Land-furveyors of the Port of London. The Prince of Wales chofe him Clerle 
of his Council, and’ the Lord Chancellor Parker, as foon as he received the Seals, appointed him, 
wnafked, Secretary of Prefentations. 

Having already tranflated fome part of Lucan’s Pharfalia, which had been publithed in the Mit 
selianies, he undertook a verfion of the whole work, which he lived to finifhj but not to publith, 

He died the 6th of December 1738, in the ash yeat of his age, and was baried ‘among the 
Poets id Weftminiter Abbey. 

He was twice married, firft to a daughter of Mr. Auditor Parfons, and afterwards to a daugh- 
ter of Mr. Devyenith, of a good family in Devonfhire, By his firft wife he had a fon, and by the 

e fecond a daughter; married to Mr. Fane. : ‘ 

His charadter is given by Dr. Welwood with the fondnefs of a friend. 

THis perfon was graceful and Well made, his face regular and'of p manly belay: tie badd 
quick arid fruitft! invention, # deep pehetration, and a large compafs of thought, with fingulae 
dexterity and eafinefs in making his thoughts to he underftood. He was matter of moft parta of 
polite learning, efpeciatly the cleflical authors, both Greek and Latin, underftood the French, Itas 
Tian, and Spanith Janguages, aud Spoke the firft fluently, and the other two tolerably well, He had 
a good tatte in philofophy, and haviog a firm impreffion of religion upon kis mind, Ke took great 
delight in divinity and ecclefiaftical hiftory. He abhored the principle of perfecuting men upon ae= 
count of their principles in religion, and being ftri@ in his own, he took it not spon him to cens 
fure thofe of another perfudfion. His converfation was pleafant, witty, and learned; without the 
Jeaft tin@ure of affectation or pedantry, and his inimitable manner of diverting the company, made 
it impoflible for any one to be out of humour when he wes in it. He died like a Chriftian and & 
philofopher, in charity with all mankind, and with an abfolute refignation to the will of God. He 
kept up his good humour to the laf, and took leave of his wife and friends, immediately before his 
Jaf agony, with the fam¢ indifference for life as though he had been upon taking but a fhort 








journey.” 

To this charadter mey be added the teftimony of Pope, who fays, itta lefter to Blount, « Mr 
Rowe accompanied me and paffcd.a wéek in the Foreft. I need not tell you how much a man of 
his turn entertained me; but [ muft acquaint you there is a vivacity and gaicty of difpofition almoft 
peculiar to him, which makes it impoffible to part from him without that anéafinefs which gendrally 
facceeds all our pleafures.” 

A lefs advantageous mention of his companion is reported by Warbartog. Rowe, in Mi: 
Pope's opinion, maintained a decent charaker, but bad no heart,” A converfation is added be= 
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tween Fope and Addifon, in which Pope is reported to have mentioned the fatisfa@ion which their 

common friend expreffed at fome junSure of Addifon’s advancement, and Addifon is faid to have * 

replied, * 4 do not fufpe& that he feigned; but the levity of bis heart is fuch, that he is firuck J 

with any new adventute; and it would affe& him juft in the fame manner if he heard that I was 

Going’ to be hanged.” -But much firefs is not to be laid on hyperbolical accufations, and pointed 
* fantences, which were probably meant to be applauded rather than credited; for it is to be hoped 

that he who knew how to feize the hearts of others, did not want one himfelf. 

Pope has left behind him 2 refutation of this cenfure, in his“ Epitaph on Rowe,” which contains 

) @Nberal encomium on his genivs, his patristifm, and his fenfibility. A mere ungueitiongble refti- 
mony to the excellence of his heart, is to be found in the love and efteem of men ef the ‘highett 
teputation for abilities and virtue among his contemporaries. 7 


Enough fot him that Congreve was his friend, 
‘That: Garth, and Steele, and /ddion commend. 

His “ Poetical Works,” confifting of his plays and mifcellaneous poems, were .colleGed and 
printed by "Foufon, in 3 vols. £2mo, 1719. An accouns of his life was prefixed by the Rev. 9. Hales, 
dared St, James's, December 28. 1748, with Verfes on his death by Mr. Beckingham, Mr. Am- 
hurt, Mrs. Centlivre, and Mr. Newcomb. 

His tranflation of Lucan’s Pharfutia was publithed by Dr. Welwood, foon after his death; and 
dedicated to the King by his widow, at his defire. 

Rowe is chiefly diftinguithed as a dramatif and a tranflator: His oecafional poems and thort 
compofitions, like thofe of Shakfpeare and Otway, zre rarely worthy of much praife or cenfure; 
for they feeni the cafual effufions of a mind fecking:rather to amufe its leifure than to exercile its 
powers. His tranflation, of the Golden Verfis of Pythagoras, and of the firft book of Quillet’s Culli- 
pedia, id fmooth and free; yet few lines are eminently elegant. The Poem on the Succefs of bis 
“Majefy’s Arms is tedious. His beautiful bailad, intituled, Colin's Complaint, is the molt popular of 
his little pieces. It may be ranked with the “ Pattoral Ballad’? of Shenftone, of which it was, 
probably the model. 

‘His admirable verfion of Lucan is nat appended to this edition of his poems, in confequence of 

_ "bn arrangement adopted by the proprietors of this publication, which is to give the entire tranfla. 
tions of the poetical authors of antiquity in a particular feries, 
* T know not that there can be feund in his plays," fays Dry? Johnna, any Hep fedrch into 
nature, any accurate difcrimination of kindred qualities, orwice difptay of paffion in its progrefs; 
‘all is gerieral aud ndefined. Nor does he much intereft or affe@ the auditor, except in Fane Shore, 
who is always feen and heard with pity. icia is a character of empty toile, with no refemblance 
“to real forrow, F to natural maduefs.? 
“ Whence, then, has Rowe his reputativis?—From the reafonablenefs and propriety of fome of his 
{cenes, from the elegance of his diction, and the fuavity of his: verfe. He feldom moves either pity 
or terror, but’he often elevates the fentiments; he feldom pierces the heart, but he always delights 
the ear, and often improves the underftanding.”” 
‘© Hie verfion of Luean is one of the greateft produdtions of Englih poetry; for there is perhaps 
none that fo completely preferves the genius and Spirit of the original, Zwcan is diftinguifhed by a 
kind of dictatorial or philofophic dignity ; rather, as Quiatilian obferves, declamatory than poetical; 
full of ambitious morality and pointed fentences tomprifed in vigorous and animated lines. This 
character Rowe has.very diligently and fuccefsfully preferved. fis verfificstion, which is fuch as 
his contemporaries practifed, withoct any attempt at innovation or improvement, feldom wants 
» either melody or force. His author's fenfe is fometimes a little diluted by additional infofions, and 

fumetimes weakened by too m: n. Burt fuch faults are to be expected in all tranflations, 
int of meafures and diffimilitude of languages. The Pherfalia of Rowe defervs 
* more notice than it cbt and as it is more read wil be more efteemed.” 
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THE 
GOLDEN VERSES OF PYTHAGORAS, 


TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK. 


TO THE READER. 


Luvs the reader will forgive the liberty I have 
taken in rranflating thefe verfcs fumewhat at large, 
without which i would have been almott impoffi- 
ble to have yivet¥ any’ Ribd of turn in Englith pac. 
try to fo dey w foljedt, “The fenfe of the author 
is, | hope, no wherg miftaken; and if there feems 
in fome places to be fome additions in the. Enylith 
verfes to the Gréek text, théy are only fuch as 
«may be juttified from’ Hierdcles’s Cunwmentary, 
and detivered by him ad the: farger’ and explained 
ferfe of the author’s fhort precept. I have in fome 
few places ventared to differ from the fearned Mr. 
Dacier’s French interpretation, as thofe that fhall 
give themfelves the troublé of-a ftriG comparifun 
will find. How far Tam in the right, is left to 
the read 








Jer to determine. 





—— 


Finsr to the gods thy humble homage pay ; 

‘The greateft this, and firft of laws obey : 

Periorm thy vows, obferve thy plighted troth, 

And let religion bind thee to thy oath, 

"The heroes next demand thy jutt regard, 

Renown'd on carth, and to the ftars preferr’d, 

‘Vo light and endicls life, their virtue’s fure re- 
ward. 

Due rites perform and honours to the dead, 

‘Lo every wile, to every pious thade. 

With lowly duty to thy parente bow, 

And grace and favour to thy kindred fhew : 

For what concerns the reft of humankind, 

Choofe out the man to virtue beft inclin’d ; 

Him to thy arms receive, him to thy bofom 
bind. 

Poffeft of fuch a friend, preferve him fill; 

Nor thwart his counfels with thy ftubborn will ; 

Pliant to ali his admonitions prove, 

And yield to all his offices of love ; 





Him from thy heart, fo true, fo juftly dear, 
Let no rath word nor light offences tear... 
Bear all thou canit, fill with his failings ftrive, 
And to the utmoft fill, and fill forgive; 2 
For ftrong neceffity alone explores 

The fecret vigour of our latent powers, 

Rouzes and urges on the Tazy heart, 

Force, to itfelf unknown before, t’exert. 

By ufe thy ftroager appetites affwage, * 

‘Thy glattony, thy flosh, thy luft, thy rages 
From cach difhonett act of fhame forbears..; 
Of others, and thyfelf, alike beware,: 
Let reverence of thy (elf thy thoughts-control, 
And guard the facred temple of thy foul. 
Let juftice o’erthy word and deed prefidey, 
















», 





When thy paft life hall ftri@ly ba frees > 

Each wotd, each deed, bé in the balance laid, 

And all the good and all the ill moft juftly be 
repaid. ¥ 

For wealth, the perifhing, uncertsin good, 

Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood, 

‘That kriows no fure, no fix’d abiding-place, 

But wandering loves from hand to hand to pafes 

Revolve the getter’s joy and lofer’s pain, 

And think if it be worth thy while to. gain, 


“OF all thofe forrows that attend mankind 





With patience bear the lot to thee afligs 
Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the Toads 
For know what man calls fortune is from God. 
in what thou may"ft, from w'fdom fed telicf, 
And tet her healing hand-affwage ebsy grief; 
Yee ftill whate’er the rightesus doom ordains, 
What canfe foever mul:iplies thy pams, 
Let not thofe pains as i!ls he undetitood; 
For G.d delights not to affi@ the gond. 

‘The reafoning art, to various ends apply'd, 
Is oft a ture, but oft ancrring guide, . 
Thy judgment therefore found and cool pres 

ferve, é 
Nor lightly from thy refolution fwerve; 
he dazzling pomp of words docs oft deceive, 
nd iweet pecfuafion wins the eafy to believe, 
When fools and liars labour to perfuade, 
Be dumb, and let the babblers vainly plead. 
Lij 









133 
‘This ahve all, this precept chiefly learn, 

‘This nearly does; and fir, thyfelf concera ; 

Let not example; Jet no foothing t-ngue, ° 

Prevail upon thee with a Syren’s fong, ; 

To do thy fonl’s immortal effente wrong. 

Of hodd and ill by words or deéds expreft, 

Choofe' for thyfelf, and always choofe the beft, 


_ duet wary thought cach enterprife forerun, 






find ponder on thy tafe before begun, 
‘teft folly thould the wretched work deface, 
And mock thy frnitlefs labours wich difgrace. 


‘Pools huddle on, and alwaye are in hafte, 
, Ad without thea..ht, and thoughtlefs words they 


. 


E wifte. 

Bur thou. in all thou doft with early cares 

Brrive'to prevent a firit a fate like theirss 

‘That forraw on the end may never ‘wait, 

Nor tharp repentance make thee wife too late. 

* Beware thy meddling ftand id ought to try, 

"That dars beyond thy reach of knowledge lie ; 

Butfeck te know, and bend thy ferious thought 

To fearch:the profitable knowledge our. 

So joys qr joys for ever thal! increwte, 

Wifdom thall crown thy ‘abours, and thall nest 

“Phy life with pleafure, and thy end with peace: 
Nor lee the body want its part, but fhare 

A jul proportion of rhy render-eare: 

For health and welfare prudently provide, 

‘Adid let its lawfu! wants be all fupply’d. 

Let fober draughts refrefh, and wholefome fared 

Decaying narure’s wafted force repair ; 

And fprightlf exercife the duller fpirits cheer. 5 

Yn all things ftiN which ‘to this caré belong, 

Obferve this rule, to guard thy foul from wrong. 


+ By virtuous ufe thy life and manners frame, 


“Manly and fimply pure, and frec from blame. 
Provoke not envy’s deadly rage, but fly 
The glancing curfe of her malicious eye. 
Seek not in needlefs tuxury to waite 
‘Thy wealth and fubftarice with a fpendthrift’s 
hafte. ‘ 
Yet flying thefe, be watchful, left rhy mind, 
Prone to extremes, an equal danger find, ' 
«ind bé to fordid avarice inclin’d. 
Diftant alike from each, to neither lean, 
But ever keep the happy volden mean. 
Be careful fill to guard thy foul from wrong, 
And ‘Jet thy thought prevent thy hand and 
tongue. e 
Let not the ftealing god of fleep furprife, 
Nor creep in flumbersun thy weary eyes, 
Ere every ation of the former siay 
ritly thou doft and righteoufly furvey. 
‘With reverence at thy own tribunal ftand, 
And anfiver juftly to thy own demand, 
Where have [ been? In what have I trant& 
prefs'd ? 
‘What good or ill has this day’s life exprefs'd ? 
Where have { fail’d in what 1 onght to do? 
in what to Ged, to man, or to myteif 1 owe ? 
faqnire fevere what-e’er from firft to aft, 





- From morning’s dawn, till evening's gloom, has 





_palk, . 
YWeoil were thy deeds, repentiig mourn, 
And let thy foul with firong remorls be torn. 
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Hf good, the good with peace of mind repay, 
And to thy fecret {elf wich pleafure fay, 
Rejsice, my heart, for all went well ta. day. 
Thefe thoughts, and chiefly thefe thy mind. 
fhould move,, = 
Employ thy ftudy, and engage thy love. 
Thefe ar€ the rules which will to virtue Jead, 
And teach thy feet her heavenly paths to trade. 
This by his name J fwear, whofe facred lore 
Firft to mankind explain’d the myftic four, 
Source cf eterna] nature and almighty power. 
In all chou doft firft let thy prayers afcend, 
And to the gods thy labours firft commend: 
From them implore fuccefs, and hope a profper- 
ous end, 

So fhall- thy abler mind be taught to foar, 

And wifdom in her fecret ways explore; 

To range through heaven above and earth below, 

Immortal gods and mortal men te know. 

So fhalt thou, learn what power does all control, 

What bounds the parts, and what unites the 
whole: 4 

And rightly judge, in all this wondrous frame, 

Hew univertal nature is the fame; 

So fhale thou ne’er thy vain affedlions place 

On hopes of what hall never come to pafs. 

Mid Wreehed mm, thou dhale be taught te 
NOW, 

Who hears within himfelf the inborne caufe of woe. 

Unhappy race! chat never yet could tell, 

How near their good and happinefs they dwell, 

Depriv'd of fenfe, they.neither hear nor fee; 

Fetter'd in vice; they feek not to be free, 

But ftupid, to their own fad fate agree : 

Like ponderous rolling-ftones, opprefs with ill, 

The weight that loads them makes chem roll on 
fill, 

Bereft of cheice and freedom of the will; 

For vative ftrife in every bofom reigns, 

And fecretly an impious war maintains = 

Provake nov-this, but let the combat ceafe, 

And every yielding paflion fue for peace.’ 

Would’ft thou, great Jove, thou father of man- 
kind, 

Reveal the dzmon for that tafk aflign’d, 

The wretched race an end of woes would find. 

And yet be bold, O man, divine thou art, 

And of the gods celeftial effence part. 

Nor facred nature is from thee conceal'd, 

But to thy race her myftic ries reveai’d. 

ue if to know theu happily attain, 

Soon fhal thon perfect be in all chat [ ordain. 

‘Vay wounded foul to health chou fhale reftore, 

And free from every pain fhe felt before. 

Abfain, | warn. from meats unclean and foul, 
So keep thy body pure, fo free thy foul; 

So rightly judges thy reafon fo maintain; 
Reaion which heaven did for thy guide ordain, 
Let that beft reafon ever hold the rein. 

Then if this mertal body thou forfake, 

And thy glad flight to the pure zether take, 
Among the geds exalted fhalt thou thine, 
iomertal, incorruptible, divine : 

The tyrant death fecurely fhalt thou brave, 
And feorn the dark dominion of the grave, 
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Warre kings and nations on thy counfels wait, 
And Anna -truftsto thee the Brinth ftate ; 
Whiie fame, to thee, from every foreign coaft, 
Flies with the news of empires won and loft, 
Relates whate’er her bufy eyes beheld, 
And telis the fortune of each bloody field; 
While, with officious duty, crowds attend, 
To hail the labours of thy god-like friend, 
Vouchfafe the male's humabler joy to hear; 
For facred numbers fhall:be ‘till thy care; 
Though mea: the verfe, though lowly be the ftrain, 
Though leat regarded be the mufe, of all the 
tunefui train, . 
Yet rife, negle&ed nymph, avow thy flame, 
Alfert th’ infpiring god, and greatly aim } 
To make thy numbers equal to thy theme. 
From heaven ‘derive thy verfe ; ta heaven belong 
The counfuls of the wife, and battles of the troug. 
‘To heaven the royal Anua owes, alone, 
‘The virtues which adoro and guard her throne ; 
Thence is her juttice wretches to redrefe, 
Thence is her mercy and her love of peace ; 
‘hence is her power, her {ceptre uncontrol’d, 
To bend the Qubborn, and reprefs the bold ; 
Her peaceful arts fierce factions to affwage, 
‘To heal their breaches, and to footh their rage; 
‘Thence is that happy pradence, which prefides 
Yn each defiga,.and every action guides; 
Thence i, fhe taught her fhining court to grace, 
And fix the worthieft in the worthieft place, 
‘To truft at home Godotphin’s watchful care, _ 
Aud fend viGorious Churchill forth to war, 
Arife, ye nations refeved by her fword, 
Freed trom the bondage of a foreign lord, 
Arifc, and join the heroine to blefs, 
Behold the fends to fave you from diftrefs ; 
Rich is the royal bounty fhe beftows, 
"Lis plenty, peace, and fafety from your foes, 
And thon, Iberia! rous'd at length, difdain 
‘To wear enflav’d the Gallic tyrant’s chain. 
For tee! the Briith genius comes, to cheer 
‘Thy fainting funs, and kindle them to war, 
‘With her own yicrious fires their foul fhe warms, 
And bids them bura for liberty and aris. 
Unhappy land‘ the foremott once in fame, 
Once titting to the ftars thy noble name, 
In arts excelling, and in arms fevere, 
The weltern kingdoms’ envy, and their fear : 
‘Where is thy pride, thy conicious honour, flown, 
‘Thy ancient valour, and thy fir renown? 
How art thou fuak among the nations now ! 
How halt thou ugh: thy haughty neck to bow, 
Aud dropt the warrior’s wreath inglorious from 
tity brow | 
Nottie of dd her valiant fathers bore 
The boadage ef the unbelieving Moor, 





¥35 
Bat, oft, alternate, made the vidtors yield, 
And prov'’d their might in many a wellfought 
: field; 
Bold in defénce of liberty they ft-od, : 
And doubly dy'd their crofs in Moorith blood: 
{hen in heroic arms their knights excell’d, | 5. 
The tyrant then and giant then they quell’d. © 
Then every nobler thought their minds did move, 
And thofe who fought for freedom, figh’d - far : 
love. 
Like one, thofe facred dames united live,.. 
At once they languifh, and at once revive ; 
Alike they thua-the coward and the flave, «.” ~ 
But blefs the free, the virtuous, and the brave. 
Nor frown. ye fair, nor think my verfe untruc :). 
Though we difdain that man {hould man fob- 
due you. 
Yet all the free-born race are flaves alike’ to) 
Yet, once again that glory to reftore, “_ 
The Brituns {eek the Celtiberian fhore. “ 
With echoing peal, at Anna’s high command; S 
Their naval thander wakes the drowfy land; 
High at their head, Iberia's premis’d lord, 
Young Charles of Auftria, waves his. “fining , 
{word ; aoe 
His youthful veins with hopes of empire tows, 
Swell his bold. heart, and wge hin him'en the 2 
With joy ‘he reads, in: eer was i 
Some happy omen of a fure ‘fuccels; 
‘Then leaps exulting on the hofile ftrand, 
And thinks the deftin’d feeptre in‘ his hand. : 
Nor fate denics, what firft his wifhes name, *, 
Proud Barcelona owns his juter claim,,., 
With the firft laurel binds his youthful brows, 
And, pl of Surute crowns, the‘mumal wreath . 
~ beftows, 
But foon the equal of his yeurhfal years, 
Philip of Bourbon’s haughty line appears; * 
Like hopes attend his birth, like glories grace, | 
(Lf glory can be in a tyrant’s race) . 
in numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 
But nearer draws the black impendivg war ;. 
He views his hoft, then {corps the rebel town, 
And dooms to certain death the rival of his crown.” 
Now fame and empire, all the nobler {poils’ 
THat urge the hero, and reward his toils, 
Plac’d in their view, alikethcir hopes engage, 
And fire their breafts with more than mortal rage, 
Not lawlefs love, not vengeance, nor defpair, ¢ 

















So daring, fierce, untatn’d, and furious are, 
As when ambition prompts the great to war; 
*As youthful kings, when, ftriving for renown, _ 
They prove their might in arms, and combat for a 
crown. 
Hard was the cruel ftrife, and doubtful long 
Betwixt the chiefs fufpended conqueft hung; 
Ful, fore’d at length, difdaining much to yield, 
Charles to his rival quits the fatal field. 
Numbers and fortune o'er his right prevail, 
And ev’n the Britith valour feems to fail; 
And yet they faii’d not all, “In that extreme, 
Conicious of virtue, liberty, and fame, 
They vow the youthful monarch’s fate to fhare, 2? 
Above diftrets, unconquer’d by defpair, q 
Still so delend the town ‘and auimaie the war. ms 
bij 


Tha sits . 
But, lo! when every beiter hope was patt, 
‘When every day of danger feem'd their Jai, 
Far on the diftsnt ocean, they furvey, 
Where a prond navy plows its watery way. 
Nor Jong they doubted, but with joy defcry, 
‘Upon the chief’s tall top-mafls waving high, 
‘The Britith crofs and Belgic lion fy. 
Loud with‘tumultuous clamour, loud they rear 
Their cries of ecftaly, and rend the air; 
Jn peals on pcals the fhopts triumphant rife, 
Spread {wift, and rattle through the {pacious fkies; 
‘While, from below, old ocean groans profound, 
The walls, the rocks, the fhores, repel the found; 
Ring with the deatening fheck, and uhunder all 
3 
Sav'd in the town an empire yet to come, 
And fix'd the fate of his imperial Rome. 
«But ah! what verfe, what numbers, fhallreveal 





. around. 5 
Such was the joy the Trejan youth exprefs'd 
Who, by the fierce Rutilian’s ficge diflreds’d, 
‘Were by the Tyrrhene aid et length releas’d ; 
When you.g Afcanius, then in arms firft try'd 
Numbers and every other want fopply’d, 
And haughty ‘Y'urnus from his walls defy’d 


‘Thofe pangs of rage and grief the yanquifh’d 
é feels 4 


‘Who fhall retreating Philip’s fhame impast, 
And wll the anguith of his labouring heart! 
“Whar paint, what ipeaking pencil thal) exprefy 
‘The blended paftions flriving in his face ! 
Hate, indignation, courage, pride, remorfe, 
With thoughts of glory yaft, the loicr’s greatett 
eurte. 
Fatal ambition | fay what wondrous charms “ 
Pelude mankind to toil for thee in arnie ! 
Wher alt thy fpoils, thy wreaths in batde won, 
‘The pride of power, and glory «| fa crown, 
Whee all war gives, when all the great can goin, 
Ev'n thy whole pleafure, pays not balf thy pain. 
All hails ye fofter, hapy ier arts of peace, 
Secur'd from hai ms, and bieft with learned gale; 
In hattles, blood, and perils Fard, unfiill'd, 
‘Which haunt the warrior it the fatal field ; 





- Bur chicl, thee, godcefs mule! my verte would 


raile, 
And to thy own felt numbers tune thy praife ; 
Hay py the youth infpir'd, bincath thy thadey 


» Thy verdent, wver-iiving lavreds laid! 


. There, tafe, no pleaiures, 


there no yains they), 
know, 

Bot thofe which fronr thy facred raptures flow, 

Ner with for crowns, but what thy groves be> { 
+ ftow. 

Me, nyniph divine! ner feorn my humble prayer, 

Receive unworthy, to thy kinder cate, 

Doom’d to a geniler though more lewly, fate, 

Net wafhing once. not knoving to be praat; 

te, to thy peacelud haur.ts,inglorious bring, 

Where fecret :hy celefliai Biters fing, 

Patt by their facred fall, and (weet Caftalian 
spring ; 

But nobler thoughts the vitor prince en 

‘And raife his heart with high triumpkant jey 5 





» From hence a better ¢- urfe of time r0lis ey ¢ 


And whiter days fuccediive fem to rune, 
. zx 


" 
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From hence his kinder fortune feems to date 
The rifing glorics of his future fate, 

From hence !—But oh! toe foon the hero mourns. 
His hopés deceiv’d, and war's inconfant turns. 
In vain, his echoing trumpets loud alarms | 7 
Provoke the cold Iberian lords to arms; 

Carelefs of fame, as of their manarch’s fate, 

In fullen fleth fepinely proud they Gate; 

Or to be flaves or free alike prepar’d, 

And trufting heaven was bound to be their guarg, 
Untouch'd with fhame, the noble ftrife beheld, 
Nor once effay'd to ftruggle to the field; 

But fought in the caid thade, and rural f€at, 

An unmolefted eafe and calm retreat: 

Saw each contending prince’s arms advance, 
Then with a jazy duil indifference (Sine? 
‘Turn’d to their reft, and left the world tg, 
So when, commanded by the wife of Jove, * 
Thaumantian Iris left the realms above, 

And {wift defending on her painted bow, 
Sought the dull god of fleep in thades belows 
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Nodding and flow, his drow: Sy head he rear’d, 

And heavily the facred meffage heard ; 

Then with a yawn at once forgot the "pain, 7 
And funk to his firft floth and indelence again. 
But oh, ny mufe! th’ ungrateful toil forfake, ~ 
Some tafk more pleafing to thy numbers take, 
Nor choofe in melancholy ftrais to tell 

Each harder chance the jufter caufe befel,.« 

Cr rather turn, aufpicious turn thy flight, 

Where Marlborough’s heroic arms invite, 

Where highedt deeds the poet's breaft infpire 
With rage civine, and fan the facred fire, 

See! where ar once Ramillia’s noble field : 
Ten thoufand themes for living verfe thal] yield, 
See! where at once the dreadful objecis rife, 
At once they fyread before my wendering cyes, 
And fhock iy labourizg foul with vaft furprife ; 
At once the wide-extended battles moye, 

At once they join, at once their fate they prove, 
The roar sfcends Promifcvous; groans and cries,- 
The drums, the cannons’ burft, the fhout, fupplies 
One univerfal anarchy of noife. 

One din coufus’é, found mixt and loft in found, 
Echoes to all the “frighted cities round. y 
Thick duft and fnicke in wavy clouds arife, 5 
Stain the bright day, and taint the purer fkies; 
While fathing flames like lightning dart betyzeen, 
And fill the horror of the fatal feere. - 

Atoond the ficid, all dy’d in purple foam, 
Hate, fury, and infatiate faughter roam 5 
Dilcord with plealure o’er the rain treads, - 

And Janghing wraps her in her tatter'd weeds; 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her car, 
Sbukes terrible her ftecly whip from tar, : 
And with new rage revives the fainting war. 
So when two currents, rapid in their courfe, . 
Ruth toa point, and cet with equal force, : 
the angry hillows rar their heads on high, 
Dabhing aloft the foaming furges fly, 

And rifing cloud the air with mifty fpry 7 ~~ 
The raging flond is heard from farto roar, * 
By littcning fhepherds on the diftant fhore, 
White much they fear, what ills it fhould portead, 
"And wonder why the watery gods cantend, . 
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High in the midft, Britannia’s warlike chief, 
‘tos greatly bold, and prodigal of life, L 
Js fen to prefs where death and dangers call, 
“Where the war bleeds, and where the thickett 
fall, 
"He flies, and drives confus'd the fai nting Gaul, 
Like heat diffus'd, his great example warms, 
And animates the focial warriors’ arms, 
Inflames each colder heart, confirms the bold, 
(Makes the young herocs, ‘and renews the old. 
Jo forms divine around him watchful wait 
The guardian genii of the Britifh flate; 
Jufice and trath his fteps unerring guide, 
‘And faithful loyalty defends his fide; 
Prudence and fortitude their Marlbo orough guard, 
‘And pleafing liberty his labours cheer'd 5 
But chief, the angel of his queen was there, 
The union-erofs his filver fhicld did bear, i 
And in his decent hand he fhook a warlike fpcar. 
While victory celeftial foars above, 
Pluni'd like the eagle of imperial Jove,, 
Hangs o’er the chicf, whom the delights to blefs, 
And ever arms his fword with fare fuccefs, 
Dooms him the prowd oppreffor to deQroy, 
“Then waves her palm, and claps her wings for joy. 
Such was young Aminon on Arbeia’s piain, 
.Or fuch the painter * did the hero feign, © | 
Where rufhing on, and fierce, he feems to ride, 
With graceful ardor, and majettic pride, 
_ With all the -gods of Greece and fortune on his 
fide, < 
Not long Bavaria’s haughty prince jo vain 
Lzbours the fight uncqual to maintain ; 
He fees tis doom'd his fatal friend the Gaul 
shall fhare the fhame, and in one ruin fall; 
_Blics from the foe too oft in battle rry'd, 
And heayca contending on the vidlor’s fide 5 
“Phen mourns his rath ambition's crime too late, 
(And Fields refudtant to the force of fate. 
“So when AZneas, through night's cloomy ar 














rf “The Creadful forms of hoftile gods furvey , 
He pelets he left the burning town, and fled 

Saw "twas in vain to prop dectining Troy, 

“Or fave what heaven had deftin'd to deftroy. 
What vai reward, O Europe, thalt thor pay 
To him who fav'd thee on this glorious day ! 
Biefs him, ye grateful nations, where he gocs, 
And heap the vidtor’s laurel on his brows. 
(n every Jand, in every city freed 
Tet the proud colump rear its marble head, 
‘fo Marlborough and liberty decreed 5 
.Rich with his wars, triumphal arches raifle, 

“ "Vo teach your wondering fons the hero’s praife! 
‘Fo him your fkilful bards their verfe fhalt bring, 
For him the tuneful voice be taught to fing, 

The breathing pipe fhall {well, ihall found the, 

trénibling ftring. 
O happy thou! where peace for ever fmiles, 
Britannia! nobleft of the ocean’s ifles, 
Fair queen! whe doft amidft thy waters reign, 

:. And firetch thy empire o’er the fartheft main : 
What srapfaorss iy thy parcot befoms rol'd, 

When fame at ficit the pleafing Rory told ! 
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How didft thou lift thy towery front on high! : 
Not meanly confcious of a mother’s joy, 5 
Proud of thy fon as Crete was of her Jove, ; 
How wert thou pleas’d heaven did ‘thy choice 

approve, 
And fixt fuccefs where thou:haft fixt thy love! ). 
How with Tegret his abfence didft thou mourn !° 
How with impatience wait his wiht return! — 
How were the winds aceus'd for his delay! 
How didit thou chide the gods who rvle the fea, 
And charge the Nereid nynrphs to waft him on 
Ms way! 
At length he comes, he ceafes from his toil! 











Like kings of old returning from the fpoil 5 

To Britain and his queen for ever dear,’ ~~ 

He comes, their joy and grateful thanks to fare - 

Lowly he fenecls before the royal feat, ~ 

aAnd lays its proudeft wreaths at Anna’s feet, 

While, form’d alike for labours or for eafe, ia 

Tn camps to thunder, or in courts to pleafe, ” 

-Britain’s bright nymphs make Marlborough their 

care, 

fo all his dangers, all-his triumphs, fhare, 

Conquering he lends the well pleas'd fair new 
race, ‘ 

And adds frefh Tuftre to each beauteous face; 

Brisain preferv'd by his victorious arms, 

With wondrous pleafure each fair bafom warms, 

Lightens in ali their eyes, and doubles all their 

charms. . 

Ev’n his own Sunderland, in beauty’s ftore 

: So rich. the feem’d incapable of more, : i 

Now shines with graces never known before. : 

Fierce with tranfporting joy fhe feems to burn, 

And each foft feature takes a fpright Jy turn; 

New dames are feen to fparkle in her eyes, 1 

And on her blooming cheeks freth rofes rife; 

S The pleafing paffion heightens each bright hue, . 
And fvems to toach the Bnifh'd piece anew, 
Improves what nature’s bounteous hand had given, 
And mends the faireft workmanthip of heaven, | 

Nor joy like this in courts is onlyf.und, 

But fpreads to all the grateful perple round ; 
Laborious hinds inur’d to rural toil, 

‘o tend the flocks and turn the mellow foil, 

In shariely guife their honeft hearss exprefs, 

And blefs the warrior who protects the peace, 
Who keeps the foe aloof, and drives afar 
The dreadful ravage of the wafting war. 

No rude deftroyer cuts the ripening crop, 
Prevents the harvelt, and deludes their hope; - 
No helplefs wretches fly with wild amaze, > “" 
Junck weeping back, and fee their dw: lfings blaze 5 
‘The viGor’s chain no mournful captives know, 
Nor hear the threats of the infulting foe, 
But freedom laughs, the fruitful fields abound; 
‘The cheerful voice of mirth is heard to found, 
And plenty doles her various bounties round. 

‘he hurhble village, and the wealthy town, | 
Contenting join their happinefg to owns ~~ 
What heaven and Anna’s gentleft reiga. ‘afford, 
All is fecur’d by Marlborough’ 's conguering 

fward. a 

O facred, cver honour'd name! © thou t 


ms 


That wert our r greateft William once below * ay 


hae Seti 
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What place foe’er thy virtues now poflefs - 

Near the bright fource of everiatting blifs, 

‘Where’er exalted co etherial height, 

Radiant with ftars, thou treadft the fields of 
ts liphe, ae 

Thy feats divine, thy heaven aewhile forfake, 

And deign the Britons’ triumph to partake. 

Nor art thou chang'd, bur Mill thou fhait de- 
“. light, : 

‘To hear the fortune of the glo fous fiyht, 

How fail'd oppreffion, and prevai.’d the right. 

_ Whatconce below, fuch fill thy pleafures are, . 
Eurape and liberty are till thy care; | : 
‘Thy great, thy gencrous, pure. immortal mind 
In eyer to the public goud inclin’d, 

Js flill the tyrane’s foe, and patren of mankind, 
Behold where Marlborcuph, thy lait bett gift, 
At parting to thy native Lelgia left, : 
Succeeds co all chy kind paterial carea, 
‘Thy watchful cdunfels. and laborious wars; 
Like thee alpires by virtue to renown, 
Fights to fecure an empire not his own, 
Reaps only toi! himéelf, and gives away acrown. 
t length thy prayer, O pious prince: is heard; 
Heaven has at length ia its own caufe appear’d ; 
At length Ramiltia’s field atones for all re 
The faithlefs breaches of the perjur'd Gaul 
At length a better age to man decreed, 
‘With'trath, with peace, and juftice, thal! fuc- 
ceed; freed. 
Fall’ ave-the proud, and the griev'’d world is, 
” One triumph yet, my mule, remains behiud, 
_ Another vengeance yet thé Caul thal) find ; 
On Lombard plains, beyond his Alpine hills, 
Louis the force of hoftile Britain feels: 
Swift to ‘her friends diflrefs'd her fuccours fly, 
Anil diftiat wars her wealthy fons fupply : 
From flow ut adlive courts, they gzicve to‘hear 
Eugene, ‘a name to every Brivon dear, : 
By tedious languishing delays is held 
Repining, and impatient, from the field: 
While fadious fatefmen’ for in excefe, 
And lazy priefts whole provinces poffefs, 
OF unregerded is ants the ‘brave con:plain, 
And thd ftarv'd foldier fucs for bread inn vain 
At once with genérdus indignation warm,, °° 3 
Britafn. the ereafure fends, aud bids the. hero arm, 
Straight eager to the field he fpeeds away, 

There vows the vidtor Gaal hall deur sepay 
The fpcils of Calcinato’s faral day : oh 
Cheer'd by she prefewce of the chief they love, 
Once more their Tate the warriors long to proves 
Reviv'd cach foldier lifts his drooping head, 
Forgets bis wounds, and calls him on to lead ¢ 
Again cheir-crefls the German cagles rear, 

Stretch theit broad wings, ‘and fan the Latian air; 
Greedy for battle ‘and the prey they call, . 
And point great Eugene's thinnder on the Gaul, 
The chief conmard-, end {oon i dread array 
Onwards the mo: legiogs urge their way} 
With hardy marches and succefsful haite, ~ - 

ver every barrier frturate they paie’d, j ; 






















Which sature or the tkilful foe had plac’d. 
The foe in vain with Gallic arts ettcnds, 
‘To mark:which way thy wary icadex pends, 
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j So to the e: 





Vainly in war's myfteriets rulests-wife, ~~ -“5, 
Lurks where tall’ woods and thickeft cuverts rife, ¢ 
And meanly hopes a conqueft from furprife. 7 
Now with fwift horfe the plain around them beatéy. 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats; ‘ 
Now fix'd to wait the coming force, he feems,’ 
Secur’d by fteepy banks end rapid ftreams; 


| While cive -geds in vain exhauft their ftere > ~ 


"From plenteous urns the gufhing torrents pour, 
Rife o’er their utmoft margins to the plain, 
And ftrive to flay the warrior’s hafte in vain; 
Alike they pafs the plain and clofer wood, 
Explore the ford, and tempt the fwelling flood, 
Unfhaken fill purfue the ftedfalt courfe, 
4nd where they want their way, they find it or: 
- they force. a 

But anxious thoughts Savoy's creat prince infeft, 
And roll ill-boding in his careful breaft ; 
Oft he revolves the ruins of the great, 
And fadly thinks on loft Bavaria's fate, — 
‘The haplefs mark of forture’s cruel fport, -_, 
An exile, meanly forc'd to heg fupport ‘ 
From the flow bountics of a foreign court. 
Fore’d from his lov'd Turin, his jaft retreat, 
His glory once and émpire’s ancient feat, ~--+ 


“He fces from far where wide deftrudions fpread, 


And fiery fhowers the goodly town invade, 
Then turns to mourn in yain his ruin’d flate, 
Aod curfe the uerelenting tyraut’s hate. . 

Bur great Eugene prevents his every fear, ~ 
He had refolv'd it, and he would be there; 

Not danger, toil, the tedious weary way,  ~ 

Nor all the Gallic powers his promis’d aid delay. 

Like truth itelf, unknowing how to fail, . me 

He fe.rh’d to doubt, and knew he muft prevail, 

‘Thus ever certain does the fun appear, 

Bound by the law of Jove’s eternal years -. 

Thus confiant to his courfe fets out at morn, 

Round the wide world in twice twelve hours is 
borne,” ; ee 

And to a moment keeps his fix’d return. 

Straight to the town the herces turn their care, 
Their friendly fuecour for the brave prepare, t 
And ot the foe united bend the war. i ‘ 
O’es. the fleep trench and ramparts guarde< 

‘height, 
At once they rufh, and drive the rapid flights 
With idle arms the Gallic legions feem . 
To ftem the rege of the refillefs ftream; 
At once it bears them down, at unce they yield, 
Headlong are pufh’d and Iwept along the field ; 
Refiflaice ceafes, and ‘tis war no more, i 
At once'the vanquith’d own the yidor’s power; _ 
Throvghout ‘the field, where’er they turn their 
fight, ‘i 
“Tis all or conqueft or inglorious flights = *. 
Swift to their refeued friends ther joys they 
ear, ace . dl 
With life and liberty at once they cheer, 
And fave them in the moment of detpair. -: 

bo timely to the aid of finking Rome,.- 

With adive bafe did great Camillus comes 2 


itol be fore’d his way, > 
Prey, 
mas 











So from the proud Bosbariasig fatch'd his 
And iav'd his couuiry in cnt Bignal day. 


‘POEMS 


From impirts arms at fength, O Louis. cafe} 


And leave at ieng’h the labouring world in peace,’ 


Lett heaven difclofe f me yet more fatal fcene, 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Lurin; 

Left fro'r thy hand thor. fee thy fceptre torn, 
“And humbled in the duft thy loffes mourn : 
‘Left urg'd at tength rhy own repining flave, 
“Though fond of burdens. and in bondage brave, 
Purfue thy hoary head with curles to the grave. 





AN FPISPLE TO FLAVIA. 
QN TRE SIGHT OF TWu PINDARIC ODES ON THE 
SPLEEN AND VANILY. Mae 


Written by a! ady®, ber Friend, 


Fravia, to-you.with fafety T commend 

This verte, the feeret failing of your friend. 

To your good nature I fecurcly truit, 

AWho knuw, that tu conceal, is to be juft. 

‘The mufe, tike wretched maids by love undone, 

‘From friends, acquaintance, and the light would 
ron; % 

Confcious of folly, fears attending fhame, 

Fears the cenf rious world, and lofa of fame. 

Some contident hy chance fhe finds (though few 

Pity the fools, whom lave or verle undo), 

Whofe fond ¢ompaffian fuothes hev in the fin, | 

And fet» her on to venture once again, © 5° 2 

Sure, in the betrer ages of cid time, 

‘Nor poetry nor love was thought a crimes. 

From heaven they boch the gads beft gifts were 
fent, + . 

‘Divinely pei fe both’ and innocent? 

‘Then were bad poets and Toofe | ves not known ; 

None felt a warmth which they might bluth to 
own, 

Beneath cool fhades our happy fathers Iny, + 

And fpent in pure unta nted joys the day: 

Ardefs their loves, artic fs their numbers were, 

“While nature fimply did in both appear, 

None could the cenfor or the critic fear, 

Pleas’d to be pleas'd, they tovk what heaven be- 
ftow'd, 

Nor were too curious of the given good. 

At length, like Indians fond of fancy'd toys, 

We lott being happy, to be thrught.more wife. 

In one curs’d age, to punifh verfe and fin, 

Critics and hangmen, both at once, came in, 

‘Wit and the laws had both the fame ill fate, 

And partial tyrants fway'd in either ftate. 

Ul-natur’d cenfure would be fure to dama 

An alien-wit of ind:pendent fame, fea J 

While Bayes grown old, and harden’d in offence, 

Was fudicee’d to write on in fpite of fente ; 

Back'd by his friends, th’ invader brought ma 


*A crew of foreign words into our tongue, 

"To ruin and enflave the free-born Englith fong ; 
Still the prevailing faion propt his throne, 
And to four volumes let his plays run on; ~ 

_ Then a lewd tide 6f verfe, with vicious rage, 
Broke ig upon the morals of the age. 


# Annc Countefs of Winchelfea. 
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The ftage {whofe art was once the mind to move — 

To noble daring, and to virtuons love) * > 2 

Precept, with pleafure mix'd, no more profeft, 

But dealt in doubie-meaning bawdy je + 

The thocking founds ofiend the blushing fair, 

And drive them from the guilty theatre. 

Ye wre:ched bards! from whom thefe ills have 
{prung 

Whom the avenging powers have fpar'd too long, 

Well may you tear the bl--w will furely come, 

Your Sodom has no ten to avert its doom 5 

Unlefs the fair Ardelia will alone =. + «. 








‘Yo heaven fr all the guilrw tvibe atone; 
N- + can ten famts do more than fuch a one, 
Since fhe alone . f the poetic crowd 
To the falfe gods of wit has never how'd, | 
The empire which the f:ves, fall own her fway,” 
And all Parnaffus her blefs’d laws obey. ry 
Say, from what facred fountain, nymph divine $. 
The trealures flow, which in thy verfe do thine?- 
With what ttrange infpration art thou bleft, 
What more than Delphic ardour warms thy 
_ breaft? : : 
Our ferdid earth ne’er bred fo bright a flame, 
Bur from the fkies. thy kindred fics, it came. 
To numbers great like thine, th’ angelic quire 
In joyous concert tune the golden lyre ; 
Viewing, with pitying eyes, our cares with thee, 
: hey wifely own, that “ All is yanity 3” 
Ev'n all the joys which mertal minds can know, 
And find Ardelia’s verfe the leaft vain thing below. 
If Pindar’s name to thofe blef.'d manfiens reachy, 
And mo-tal mufes may immorral teach, : 
In verfe' like his, the heavcely ration raife 
Their tunefvi voices to their Maker's praifes 
Nor fhall ccleftia] harmony difdain, 
For once, to imitate an earthly ftrain, 
Whole fame fecure, no rival e’er can fear, . 
But thofe above, and fair Ardelia here. 
dhe who undaunted cuuld his raptures view, 
And wit bold w: his facred heights purfue's 
Safe throu, the Dirhyrambic ftream fhe fteer’d, 
Nor the rough deep in all its dangers fear’d 5 
Not fo the reft, who with fuccefslefs pain 
“Th’ unnavigable torrent try'd in vain, 
So Clelia leap’d into the rapid flood, ; 
While the Etrufcans ftruck with wonder ftood? 
Amidft the waves her rath purfcers dy’d, : t 











The matchiels dame could only {tem the tide, 
And gain the glory of the farther fide. ~ 

ce with what pomp the antic mafque comes ink 
‘The various forms of the fantaftc {pteen, 
Vain empty laughter, howling grief and tears, 
Falfe joy, bred by falfe hope, and falfer fears; 
Each vice, each yaffion which pale nature weargg 
In this odd menftrous medley mix’d appears, 
Like Bayes’s dance, confus’dly round they run, 
Statefmaa, coquet, gay fop, and penfive nun, 
Spectres and heroes, hufbands and their wives, 
With monkith drones that dream away sheir lives. 
Long have § labour’d with the dire difeafe, 
Nor found, but from Ardelia’s numbers, eafe = 
‘The dancing verfe runs through my duggifa 

veins, . . 


Where dol! and cold the frozen blood remaing, 
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Pale cares and aisious thoughts give way in hae, 

And to returning joy refign my breaft; 

‘Then free from every pa in ¥ did endure, 

I biefs the charming author of my cure. 

So when to Saul the great mufician play’d; 

The fullen fiend unwillingly obey’d, 

And left the monarch’s breaft, to feck fome fafer 
Shade. 





SONG. 


‘Warr Sappho with harmonious airs 
Her dear Philenis charms, 

With equal joy the nymph appears. 
Diffolving in his arms, 


Thus to themfelves alone they are 
What all mankind can give; 
Alternately the happy pair 
All grant, and all receive, 


Like the twin-ftars, fo fam'd for friends, 
Who fet by turns, and rife; 

When one to Thetis’ Jap defcends, 
_, His brother mounts the fies, 


With happier fate, and kinder care, 
"Thefe nymphs by turns do reign, 

While fil! the falling does prepare 
The sifing to fultain, 


‘The joys of either fex in love, i 
In each of them we read 5 

Sueceflive each to each does prove, 
Fierce youth and yielding maid. 


pee 
EPIGRAM’ 

TO THE TWO NEW MEMBERS FOR BRAMBER, 1708 
‘Ysoucu in the Commons Houle you did prevail, 
Good Sir Cleeve Moore, and gentle Matter Hale , 
Yet on good luck be cautious of relying, 
Borgefs for Bramber is no place to die ix, 


Your predeceffors have been oddly fated; 
Afgill and Shippen have been botb travflated. 








VERSES MADE TO A SIMILE OF POPE'S: 


‘Wants at our houfe the fervants brawl, - 
And raife an uproar in the hall; 
When John the butler, and our Mary, 
About the plate and jinen vary: 

: Till the fmart dialogue grows rich, 
In fneaking dog! and ugly bitch | 
Down comes my lady like the devil, 
And makes them fiient all and civil 
"Thus cannon clears the cloudy air, 
And featters tempeits brewing there: 
‘Thus bullies fometimes keep the peace, 
Andone feold makes another cvafer 






THE WORKS: 





OF ROWE. 
ON ‘NICOLINI AND VALENTINI'S* 
“Fig coming the Hone inthe Hey. Maret 


Ameuion ftrikes the vocal lyre, 
And ready at his call, 
Harmonious brick and ftone confpire ‘ 
To raife the Theban wall. 
In emulation of his praife 
Two Lation Signors come, 
A finking theatre to raife : 
And prop Van's totter Sng onic 
But how this Jait fhould conte to pafs’ 
Matt fill remain unknown, 
Since thefe poor gentienien, alas! 
= _ Bring neither brick nor Stone? 





EPILOGUE.TO THE, INCONSTANT. : 
OR, % 
THE WAY TO WIN HIM. 
“A COMEDY. BY MR. FARQUHAR. 
As if was abied at the Theatre-Royal. in Drury: Lane, 
IFO. - 
5 SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS, ~ 


From Fletcher's great original *, to-day | 

We took the hint of this our modern play: 

Our author, from his lines, has fttove to paint 

A witty, wild, inconfiant, free gallant : 

With a gay foul, with feufe ard will to rove, 

With languoge, and with foftnels fram’d to 
move, 

With little truth, but with 2 world of love. = * 

Such forms on maids in morning flumbers wait, 

When fancy firft inftructs their hearts to beat, 

When firft they with, and igh for what they 
know. not yet. 

Frown net, ye fair, to think your lovers may 

Reach yopr cold hearts by fome unguarded wayig. 

Let Villeroy’s misfortune make you wife, : 

There’s danger if] in darknefs and furprife 5 

‘Though from his sampare he defy’d the fae, 

Prince Eugene found an aquedud below. | 

With eafy freedom, and a gay addres, 

A prefling lovtr feldom wants fuccefs 

Whilt the refpcetful, like the Greek, fits down, . 

And waftes a ten years fiegc before ene town, 

For her own fake let no forfuken maid, 

Our wanderer for want cf Jeve, upbraid ; 

Since ’tis a fecret, none fhould e’er confefs, 

That they have loft the harpy power to pleafe. | 

If you fulpeét the rogue in vo break, 

Break firft, and fwear yor ture’d iim ot a 
weeks. 

As princes when they tefty Ritch fen Soubs, 

Before they can furrender, turn them out, 

Whate’er yeu think, grave ufes may be made, 

As much, ev’n fer incanitancy be faid. 

Let the good man for marriage rites defign'd, } 




















With iludgious care, and diligence of mind, 
Turn over every page of womzrkind; + 
_# See, The Wild Goofe Chace, ; 

: 





POE 
Mark every fenfe, and how the readings vary, } 
‘And wheo he knows the worlt on't—let him 
_ marry. i : 


—— 


PROLOGUE TO THE GAMESTER. 
A COMEDY. SY MRS. CENTLIVRE. 
(At it was Ged gt the New Theatre in Lincoln’ selun 
Fields, 1704) 
a SPOKEN BY MR, BETYERTON. 


¥r humble wives, that drag the marriage-chain 
With curfed dogged hufbande, ma complain; 
Tf turn’d at large to ftarve, as we by you, 
They may, at feaft, for alimony fue. 

- Know, we refolve ta make the cafe our own, 


Between the plaintiff ftage, and the defendant | 


town. 

‘When firft you took us from aur father’s houle, 
And lovingly our intereft did efpoufe, - * 
You kept vs fine, carefs’d, and lodg'd wus here, 
And honey moun held out above three year 5 
At length, for pleafures known do feldom laft, 
Frequent enjoyment pall’d your {prightly tafe; 
And though at firft you did nat quite neglect, 
“We found your love was dwindled to retpect. 


| What can the youngeft of you alt do more? 





Sometimes, indged, as in your way it fell, 
You ftepp’d, and call’d to fee if we were well. 
Now, quite cftrang’d, this wretched place you fltan, 
Like bad wine, bus’nefa, duels, and a dun. 

Have we for this increas’d Apollo’s race ? 

Been often pregnant with your wit’s embrace ? } 
And born you many chopping Labes of grace ? 
Some ugly toads we had, atid that’s the curfe. 
"They were fo like you, that yeu far'd the worle; 
For this to-night, we are not much in pain, 

Look on't and if yoo like it, entertain ; 

¥f all the midwife fays of it be true, E 
‘There are fome features too like fome of you : 
For us, if you think fitting to forfake it, 

‘We mean to run away, and let the parish take it. 





EPILOGUE 


Spolen by Mrs. Barry, at the Theatre-Reyal in 
Drury-Lane, April 7. £709, at ber playing in 
« Love for Love” with Mrs. Bracegirdle, for the 

, Benefit of Mr. Betterton. 


As fome brave knight, whd once with fpear and 
fhield 

Had fought renown in many a well-fought field ; 

But now no more with facred fame infpir’d, 

‘Was to 4 peaceful hermitage retir’d : 

. "There, if by chance difaftrous tales he hears, 
Of matrons wrongs, and caytive virgins tears, 
He feels fofe pity urge his generous breaft, 

_ And vows once more to fuecour the ditrefs’d. 
Buckled in mail, he fallics on the plain, 
And turns him to the feats of arms again, - 
So we, to former leagues cf friendfaip true, 

+ Have bid once more our peaceful homes adieu, 

Lo aid old ‘Thomas, and to pleafure you. ~ 


j 
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M S. . 

Like errant damsfeld, boldly we engage, 

Arm’d, as you fee, for the defencelefs flage. - 

Time. was’ when this good man no help did 
lack, E - 

And feorn’d that any fhe fhould hold his back ; 

But now, fo aye and frailty have ordain’d, * 

By two ® at once he’s fore'd to be futtain’d, 

You fee what failing nature brings man to; 

And yet let none infule, for ought we know, 

she may not wear fo well with fome of you. 

Though old, yet find his frength is noc clean 

afk, 

Bot ‘iat as feet he’s metal to the Jatt, 

If better he perform’d in days of yore, 

Yet now he gives you all that’s in his power; ¢ 

What be has been, though prefent praife be 

dumb, 

Shall haply be a theme in times to come, + 

As now we talk of Rofcius, and of Rome. i 

Fad you withheld your favours on this night, 

Old Shakfpeare’s ghoh had ris’n to do. him 
right. = 

With indignation had you feen him frown 

Upon a worthlefs, witlels, tatteiefs town 5 = 

Griew’d and repining, you had heard him fay, 

Why are the mude’s labours cafk away ? i 

Why did I write what only he could play? 

But fince, like friends to wit, thus throng’d you 
meet, : ee 

Go on, and make the generous work completes ~ 

Be true to merit, and tif] own his caufe, 

Vind fomething for him more than bare. 2p~ 

plaufe. 

In juft remembratice of your pléafure paft, 

Be kind, and give him a difcharge at lay 

In peace and cafe life's remnant let him wear, 

And hang his confecrated bufkint there: 





EPILOGUE TO THE CRUEL GIFT :" 
A TRAGEDY. BY MRS. CLNTLIVRE. - 


Av it was aed at. the Theatre-Reyal in Drury. Lane, 


1717- 


"SPOKEN BY MRG. OLDFIELD.. 


Werit—'twas a narrow "{cape my lover made, 
That cup and mefluge—t was fore afraid. 
Was that a prefent for a new-made widow, © 
All in her diimal dumps, like doleful Dido? 
When one peep’d in—and hop’d for fomcthing 

good, 
“Phere was—oh! Gad! a nafty heart and blood] 
Tf the old man had fhewn himielf a father, 
His bow! fhould have inclos'd a cordial rather, 





= Mrs, Barry and Mrs. Bracegirdi¢ clafp him round the 
waist. 

+ Pointing to the top of the Mage- 

I) ‘This tragedy was founded upen the Rory of Segit- 
monda and Guifcardo, on: Boccacc’s novels: wherein 
the neart of the lover iaicnt by the father co his daughter, 
asa prefent. - 
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Something to cheer me up amidft my trance, 

L’ Eau de Bard?—or comfortable Nants* ! 

He thought he pard it off with being fmart, 
And, to be witty, cry’d he'd fend the heart. 

A could have told his gravity, m:-reover 

‘Were I our fex’s fecrets to diftover, . 

*Zbs whar we never look’d for in a lover. ; 
Let but the bridegroom prudently provide 

Alt other matters fittiuy f r a bride, 

‘So he. make guod the jewels and the jointgre, 

‘To mifs the heart does feldom difappoint her. 
Faith, for the fathion hearts of late are made in, 
‘Dhey are the vileft baubles we can trade in. 
Where are the, tough brave Britoris to be found, 
‘Wi h hearte of oak. fo much of old renown’d ? 
How n any worthy gentlemen of iate 

Swore to be true te mather-church and ftate; 
*When their falle hearts were fecretiy mainraining 
You trim king Pepin, at Avignan reigning ? 
Shame on the canting crew of foul.iniurers, 

The Tyburn tribe of fpeech-making Non jurors ; 
Who, 1 new-fangled terms, oi truths explain- 
ings Ling. 
Teach henelt Englifhmen, damn’d double-mean- 

Oh. would you lott iptegtity reftore, 

And boaft thar faith yotr plain fore-fathers bute; 
‘What furer partern cau ypu hoge t” find, 

Than that dear pledge | yur monarch left behind! 
See how his lnoks hi- honctt heart explain, ‘ 
And (peak the bicflings of his future reign | 

In his each feature. tuth and candvur trace, 

And read plain-dealing written in his face. 








PROLOGUE TO THE NON-JUROR: 
A COMEDY. 


it was akied at the The tre Royal in Durys:.ane, 
5718, 
SPUKEN BY MR. WILKS. 
\ : 4 


BY MR. CIBBER. 





To wieut, ye Whigsand Tories, both be fafe, 
Nor hope at one another’s coft to langh, 
‘We inean to foufe old Satan and the Pope ; 
‘They'v: no relations here, nor friends, we hope. 
A tool f theirs fupplies the comic tlage 
With jt materials for fatiric rage : 

jor thi. k our colours may too itrongly paint 
The {tiff Non-juting feparation faint, 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 
To thofe who give the nation to the devil; 
Who at our furett, bef foundation ftrike, 
And hate our nt narch and our church alike: 
Our church—which, aw’d with reverential fear, 
Scarcely the mufe prefumes to menti .n here. 
Long may fhe thefe her worlt cf foes defy. 
And lift her mitred head ‘riumphane tthe fky + 
While theirs——but fatire filently difuains 
‘To name, what lives not, but in madien’- braing. 
Like bawds, each iurking pattor feeks che dark, 
And fears the juftice’s inquiring clerk. 


# i.e Citron water and good brandy, 
4 The Prince uf Wales, then pie 








THE WORKS OF ROWE. 


In elofe back-rooms his routed flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the patriarch-of blind Janes and allies 
There fafe, he lets his thundering cenfures fly, 
Unchriftens, damns us, gives our laws the lic, ¢ 
And excommunicates three ftories high. 

Why, fince a land of liberty they hate, 

Stil will they linger in this free-born ftate ? 
Here, every hour, frefh, hateful objeds rife, 
Peace and prolperity afflict their opens 
With anguifh, prince and people they furvey, 
Their juft obedience and his righteous Gway. 
Ship off, ye flaves, and feck fome paifive land, 
Where tyrants after your own hearts command. 
Vo your [ranfalpine matter’s rule refort, 

And ill an empty abdicated court : 

Turn your poffeffions here to ready rhino, 

And buy ye lands and fordthips at Urbino. 





HORACE, BOOK Il. ODE IV. IMITATED, 


THE LORD GRIFFIN To THE EARL 
O¥ SCARSDALE, 


2 
Do not, moft fragrant earl, difclaim 
Thy bright, thy reputable flame, 
- Vo Bracegirdle the brown: 
But publicly efpoufe the dame, 
And fay, G—— d——— the town, 
I. 
Pull marty heroes, fierce and keen, 
With drabs have deeply {mitten been, 
. Although right good commanders ;' 
Some who with you have Hounflow feer, 
And foing wire’ ve been in Flanders. 
ee sto 
Did not bafe Greber’s Peg * inflame 
The fober Karl, of Nostingham, 
Of fober fire defoended ? 
That, carelefs of his foul and fame, 
To play-houfes he nightly came, 
Aud left church undefended. 
dv. 
The monarch who of France is hight, 
Who rules the roaft with’matchlefs might, 
Since William went to heaven ; 


Loves Maintenon, his lady bright, 


Who was but Scarron’s leaving, 


v. 
Though thy dear's father kept an inn 
At grifly head of Saracen, 
Yor carriers at Northampton ; 
Yet fhe might come of gentler kin, 
‘Than e’er that father dreamt on, 
Vie 
Of proffers large her cheice kad the, 
Of jewels, plate, and Jand in fee, 
Which the with feorn rejeGted : 
Ard can a nymph fo virtuous be 
OF bale-bera blocd fufpefted ? 


Sarge 
* Siqnera France.co Margeareta de PEpine, an Itagan 








POEM Ss 


Vie 

Her dimple cheek, and roguifh eye, 

Her flender waifl, and taper thigh, 

| L always thought provoking; 

Bur, faith, though | talk waggifhly, 
I mean no more than joking. 

vn. 

Then he not jealous, friend : for why ? 

My lady marchionefsis nigh, - 
To fee {ne'er thould hurt yes 

Befides, you know full well that 1 
Am turn’d of five-and-forty. 





THE RECONCILEMENT 
BETWEEN 


JACOB TONSON AND MR. CONGREVE. 
AN IMITATION OF nokace, BOOK 1, ODE Lx. 


TONSON. 
Wuize at my houfe jn Fleet-ftreet once you lay, 
How merrily, dear Sir, time pafs'd away ? 

‘While “1 partook your wine, your wit, and mirth, 
“© 1 was the happieft creature on God’s yearth *.” 
CONGREVE. 

While in your early days of reputation, ‘ 
You for blue gartershad not fach a paffion; =< 
While yet you did not ufe (as now your trade is) 
‘To drink with noble fords, and toaft their ladies ; 

Thou, Jacob Tonfon, wert to my conceiving, 
The cheerfulleft, belt, honeft fellow living. 
TONSON. 

T'm in with Captain Vanburgh at the prefent, 
A moft fweet-natur’d gentleman, and pleafant; 
He writes your comedies, draws {chemes, and 

models, 
And builds dukes houfes upon very odd hills : 
For him, fo much { dote on him, that [, 
If I was fure to go to heaven, would die. 
CONGREVE. 

Temple + and Delavel are now my party, 

Men that are tam Murcerio both quam Marte; 

And though for them I fhall {carce go to heaven, 

Yet Ucan drink with them fix nights in feven. 
“TONSON. 

What if from Van's dear arms I fhould retire, 
And once more warm my Bunnians § at your fire; 
If L to Bow-ftreet fhould invite you home, 

And fet a bed up ih my dining room, 
Tell me, dear Mr, Congreve, would you come ? 
CONGREVE, 

‘Thovgh the gay failor and the gentle knight, 
‘Were ten times more my joy and heart’s delight, 
‘Though civil perfons they, you ruder were, 

And had more humours than a dancing bear; 
Yet for your fake 1'd bid them both adieu, 
And live and dic, dear Bob, with only you. 


* The dialeét of the elder Tonfon. 
+ Sor tichard Temple, afterwards Lord Cobhame 
4 Jacob's tyrun for his corns, 





iat 
HORACE, BOOK Il, ODE XXL - 


TO HIS CASK. - 


a I. 
Han, gentle cafk, whofe venerable head : 
With hoary down and ancient duft o’erfpready 
Proclaims, that fince the vine firft brought thee 
forth * 
Old age has added to thy worth. — - _ 
Whether the fprightly juice thou doft contain, 
Thy votaries will to wit and love, 
Or fenfelefs noife and lewdnefs move, = 
Or fleep, the cure of thefe and every other pains 
i 
Since to fome day propitious and great, 
Juftly at firit thou waft defign’d by fate; 
This day, the happieft of chy many.years, 
With thee Uwill forget my cares: 
To my Corvinus’ health thou fhalt go round, 
(Since thou art-ripen’d for to-day, 
And louger age would bring decay) 
Till every anxious thought in the rich ftream be 
drown’d. : 


ib 
To thee my friend his roughnefs shall fubmit, 
And Socrates himfelf a while forget. 
Thus when old Cato would fometimes unbend 
The rugged ftiffnefs of his mind, a 
Stern and fevere, the Stoic quaff'd his. bowl, 
His frozen virtue felt the charm, : 
And foon grew pleas’d, and foon grew warm,” 
And blefe’d the fprightly power that cheer’d hit 
gloomy foul. 
. we . - 
With kind conftraint ill-nature thou doft bend, 
And mould the fnarlittg cynic to a friend. 
The fage referv’d, and fam’d for gravity, 


Finds al} he knows fumm’d up in thee, A 
And by thy power unlock’d, grows eafy, gay, 
and free. 


‘The fwain, who did fome credulous nymph pere 
To grant him all, infpir'd by thee, [fuade- 
Devotes her to his vanity, 

And to his fellow-fops toafts the abandon’d maid. 


v. 
The wretch who, prefs’d beneath a Joad of, cares 
And labouring with continual woes, defpairs, 
If thy kind warmth does his chill’d fenfe invade, 
From earth he rears his drocping head, 
Reviv’d by thee, he ceafes now to mourns 
His flying cares give way to hafte, 
And to the god refign his breaft, 
‘Where hopes of better days, and better thinge 
return, 


". 

The labouring hind, who with hard toil and pains, 
Amidit his wants, a wretched life maintains; 
If thy rich juice his homely fupper crown, 
Hot with thy fires, and bolder grown, 
Of kings, and of their arbitrary power, 

And how by impious arms they ragn, 

Fiercely he talks with rude difdain, 


| And vows to be a Mave, to be a wretch, no mores 
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vit 
Fair queen of Jove, and thou gréat gad of wine, 
* Hear every grace, and all ye powers divine, 

All that to mirth and friendfhip do incline, 
Crown this aufpicious cefk, and happy aight, 
“With ali things that can give delight ; 

Be every care and anxious thought away: 

» Ye tapets ftill be bright and clear, 

* Rival the moon and cach pale ftar, 

‘Your beams fhali yield to none but his who brings 
. the day. 


HORACE, BOOK IV, ODE I. 


TO VENUS. 


@wce more the queen «f love invades my breaft 
Lare, with lorg eafe and pesceful pleafures bleft ; 
Spare, {pare the wretch, phat fill has been 
thy flave, ? 
_ And let my former fervice have 
‘The merit to proteét me to the grave. 
Moch am I chang’d from what f once have been, 
When under Cynera, the good and fair, 
With joy I did thy fetrors wear, 
Blefo'd in the gentle {way of an indulgent queen. 
” Stiff and unequal to the labour now, 
With pain my neck beneath thy yoke | how. 
‘Why doft thou urge me ftillto bear? Oh! ~e 





Doft thou net much rather fly * 
To youthful brealts, ta mirth and gaiety ? 
Go, bid thy fwans their gloffy wings expand, 
And fwiftly through the yielding air 
‘To Damon thee their goddels bear, 
‘Worthy to be thy flave, and fit for thy command. 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Jey in his heare, love in his charming tongue. 
Skill'd in a thonfand foft prevailing arts, 
‘With wondrous force the youth imparts ; 
‘Thy'power to unexperienc’d virgins’ hearts, 
Far thall he ftretch the-bounds of thy command ; 
And if thou thalt his withes blefs, 
Beyond his rivals with tuccefe, 
In gold and marble fhali thy flatues fand. 
Bereath the facred fhade of Odel's waod, 
Or on the banks of Oufe’s gentle flocd, 
‘With odorous beams a tempie he fhall raife, 
Fot ever facred to thy praife, (scare 
"Till the fair ftream, and weod, and love itielf 
‘There while rich incenfe on thy altar burns, 
"Thy votaries, the nymphs and fwains, 
In melting foft harmonious flrains, 
“ Mix'd with their fofter @utce, hall tell their 
flames by turns, 
As love and beauty with the light are born, 
So with the day, thy honours thal return ; 
Some lovely youth, pair’d with a blufhing maid, 
Atroop of cither fex thall lead, ira 
And twice the Salian meafures round thy altar 
Thus wirh an equal empire o’er the lighz, 
‘The queen of love, and god of wit, 


‘Pogether rite, together fit: [night. 


But, goddefk, do then fay, and blefs alone the | 





‘| A free and juft difdain for all ¢ 
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There may'ft thou reign, while I forget to love ; 
No more falfe beauty thall my paffion move; 
Nor hail my fond believing heart be Icd, 
By mutusl vows and oaths betray’d, 
‘To hope fer truth from the protefting maid. 
With love the fprightly joys of wine are fled; 
‘The rofes too thall wither now, 
‘That us'd to fhade and crown my brow, 
And sound my cheerful temples fragrant odours 
But tell me, Cynthia, fay, bewitching fair, 
What mean thefe dighs? why fteals this falling tear? 
And when my ftruggling thought: for pallage > 
Why did my tongue reiufe to move ; feos, § 
Tell me, can this be any thirg but love? 
Still with the night my dreams my gricfs renew, 
Sctil the is prefent to my eyes, 
And {Hill in vain I, asthe flies, 
O'er woods, and plains, and feas, the fcornful 
maid purfue. 





* 





HORACE, BOOK I. EPIST. 1V, IMITATED. 
Te RICHARD TUORNAILL, ESQ *. 


Taornsitz, whom doubly to my hear: commend, 

The critic’s art, and candour of a friend, 

Say what thou doft in thy retirement find, 

Worthy the labours of thy a@ive mind; 

Whether the tragic mufe infpires thy thought, 

To emulate what moving Otway wrote ; 

Or whether to the covert of fome grove 

Thou and thy thoughts do from the world re- 
nove, 

Where to thyfelf thou all thofe rules dof fhow, 

That good men ought to pradiic, or wife know. 

For fure thy mafs of men is no dull clay, 

But well-inform’d with the-celeftial ray. 

‘The bounteous gods, to thee.completely kind, 

In a fair frame inclos'd thy fairer mind; 

And though they did profufely wealth beftow, 

‘They gave thee the true ufe of wealth to knew. 

Could ev'n the nurfe with fur her darling boy 

A happinels which chou dof not enjoy; 

What can her fond ambition afk beyond 

A foul by wifdom’s nobleft precepts crown'd ? i 





To this fair fpeech, and happy utterance jcin’d, 
“L” unlock the fecret treafures of the mind, 
And make the blefling common to mankind. 
On thefe let health and repetation wait, 

‘The favour of the virtuoys and the great : 

A table cheerfully and cleanly {pread, 

Stranger alike to riot and to need : 

Such an eftate as no extremes may know, 

ings elfe below. 






Amidf uncertain hopes, and 
Tumultuous ftrife, and miferab 
Prepare for all events thy confi 
And let each day be to thee as thy laft, 

‘That morning's dawn will with new pleafure rife, 
Whofe light thal uncxpected biefs thy eyes. 


* Who fought the duel with Sic Cholmendley Destinz. 





POEMS. 


Me, when te town in winter you repair, 
Battening ipveafe you'll find, fleck, frifk, and fair ; 
Me, who have learn’d from Epicurus’ lore, 

To faatch the bleffings of the flying hour, 
Whom every Friday at the Vine * youl! find 
His true difciple, and your faithful friend. 





THE UNTON. 


Witte rich in brighteft ted the bluthing Rofe 

Her frefheft opening beauties did difclote ; 

Her, the rough Thiftle from a neighbouring field, 

With fond defires and lover's eyes beheld : 

Straight the fierce plant lays by his pointed darts, 

And wooes the gentle flower with fofter arts. 

Kindly the heard, and did his flame approve, 

axnd own'd the warrior worthy of her tove, 

Hlova, whtde happy laws the feafons guide, 

Who does in ficlds and painted meads prefide, 

And crowus the gardens with their flowery 
pride. ree 


With pleafure faw the withing pair combine, 2 


To favour what their gaddefs did defign, 

And bid them in eternal Union join, 

Henceforth, fhe faid, in cach returning year, 

Qne ftem the Thifle and the Rofe thall bear : 

The ‘Thiftle’s lafting grace, thou, O my Rofe! 
thalt be, ‘ _ 

‘The warlike ‘Thiftle's arms, a fure defence to thee. 





ON CONTENTMENT. 
DONE FROM THE LATIN OF }. GERHARD f, 


Mavy that once, by fortune’s bounty rear’d, 

Amidft the wealth and the great appear'd; 

Have wifely from rhofe envy’d heights declin’d, 

Have fink to that juft level of mankind, 

Where ner too little rior too much givés the true 
peace of mind, 





ON THE 
LAST JUDGMENT, 
AND THE 


HAPPINESS OF THE SAINTS IN HEAVEN, 
DONE FNOM THE LATIN OF J. GERHARD. 


Iw that blefe'd day, from every part, the juft, 
Ruis'd from the liquid deep, or moulderiag duft, 
The various products of time’s fruitful womb, 
All of puft ages, prefent and to come, 
In fuil affembly fhall at once refort, 
ziod meet within high heaveo’s capacious court : 
‘There famous names rever'd in days of old, 
(ur great foretathers there we fhall behold, 

* A tavern in Lonp-acre. 

+ ln hy Meditations Saccac. 











tad 
From whom old ftocks and anceftry began, 
And worthily in long fucceffion ran; 
The reveretid fires with pleafure thall we greet,}- 
Attentive heur, while faithful they repeat ~ & 
Full many a virtuous deed, and many a noble. 

_ feat. Sa : 
There all thof: tender ties, which here below, 
Or kindred, or more facred {ciendfhip know, 
Firm, conftant, and unchangeable fall grow. 
Refin'd from paflion, and the dregs of fenfe, 
A better, truer, dearer love from thence, 
Its everlaftiog being shall commence : 
There, fike their days, their joys dhalt ne'er be’ 

gone, 4 _ _ (fun, 

No night shall rife, to fhade. heaven’s glorious{: 
But ove eternal holiday go on. 





COLIN’S COMPLAINT. 


A SONG. 


To the Tane of “ Grim King of the Ghwfis2" 


Dasraraine befide a clear fiream,~ . 
A shepherd forfaken was laid; 

And while a falfe nymph was his themé, 
A willow fupported his head.’ : 

The wind thar blew over the plain, 
To hisfighs with a figh did zeply; 

And the brook, in retura to-his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring. by. 


Alas, filly fwain that T was! 
Thys fadly cor 
When fir 1 





‘far 
She talk’d, and I blefe'd the dear tongue; 
When fhe froif'd, ‘twas a pleafure too great, 
I liten’d, and ery’d, when the fung, , 
Was nightingale ever fo Sweet ? 


How foolith was I to believe 

She could doat on fo lowly a. clown, 
Or thet her fond heart would nat gricve, 

‘Yo forfake the fine folk of the town 2 
‘To thick that a beauty fo gay, 

So kind and fo conftent would proves 
Or go clad like our maidens in. grey, 

Or live in a cottage on loye?-. iy 


What though I have fkill to complain, 
‘Though the mufes my teinples have crown'ds 
‘What though, when they. pear my foft train, 
The virgins fit weeping around. 
Ah, Colin, thy hopes apein vain, 
Vhy jive and thy Jaurgl refign ; 
‘Thy falie one inclines to a fwain, 
Whafe mufic is fweeter than thine. 





And you, my companions fo dear, 
Who forrow to ice me betray’d, 

Whatever I fuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accufe the falfe maid, 
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°Tis in vaiti ftom my fortune to fiy: 
**Twas hers to be fulfe and to change, 
*Tis mine to be conftant and die. 











-  Wewhile my bard fate Lfnftain, 

| In her breaft any pity is found, 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
Arid fee nie laid low én the ground. 

‘The laft humble boon that ! crave, 
Is to thade me with cyprefs and yew ; 

And when the looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her fhepherd was truce. 








‘Then to her new love let het go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineft at every fine how, 
And frolic it all the long day; 
While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more {hall be talk’d of, or feen,; 
“Unies when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoft fhall glide over'the green. 





REPLY, BY ANOTHER HAND. 





1 

tr winds to whom Colin complains, 
» In ditties fq fad and fo fweet, 
Believe me, the fhepherd but feigns 

He's wretched, to-fhow he has wit. 
Wo charmer like Colin can miove, 

And this is fome pretty new art; 
Ah! Colin’s a juggler in love, 

Abd likes-to play tricks with my heart, 





1, 
When he will, he can figh and lock pale, 
Seem doleful and alter his face, 
@an tremble, and alter his tale, 
Ah ‘Colin has every pace : 
‘The willow my rover prefers 
To the breaft, where he once beg’d to lie, 
And the ftream, that he fwells with his tears, 
Are rivals belov’d more than I, 
mt. 
Bis head my fond bofom would bear, 
+ And my heart would foon beat him to ref; 
Let the fwaitl that is flighted defpair, 
But Colin i, only in jet: 
No death the deceiver defigns, 
Let the maid that is ruin’d defpair ; 
For Colin but dies in his lines, 
And gives himfell that modifh air. 
iv, 
€an fhepherde, bred far from the court, 
So wittily talk of their flame? 
But Colin makcs-paflion his fport, 
Beware of fo fatal a game : 
My vaice of no mufic can boat, 
Nor my perfon of ought that is fine, 
But Colin may find, to his coft, 
A face that ie fairer than mine. 


‘Though through the wide world 1 fhould targe, 


* 
Ah! then I will break my lov'd crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my fheep, 
And die in the much-favour’d brook, 
Where Colin dues now fit and weep t 
Then moarn the fad fate that you gave, 
Tn fonnets fo fmoath and divine ; 
Perhaps, | may rife from my grave, 
To hear fuch foft mufic as thine. 
vie 
Of the violet, daify, and rofe, 
The heart's cafe, the lily, and pink, 
Did thy fingers a garland compofe, 
And crown’d by the rivulet’s brink 
How oft, my dear, fwain, did f fwear, 
How much my fond Jove did admire 
Thy verfes, thy fhape, and thy air, 
Though deck’d ia thy rural attire ! 
vu 
Your theep-hook you rul'd with fuch arte 
That all your fmall fubjed@s. obey’d 5 
And fill you reign’d king of this heart, 
Whofe paffion you faifely upbraid 
How often, my fwain, have 1 faid, 
Thy arms are a palace to me, 
And how well. f could live in a thade, 
Though ‘adorn'd with nothing: bp the¢ 
vitt, 
Oh! what are the [pa-ks of the town, 
Though never fv fine and fo gay? 
T freely would leave the beds of down, 
For thy breaft on a bed of new hay : 
Then, Colin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in love, 
Let me find thee » faithful true fwain, 
* And as conftant a nymph | will prove, 





EPIGRAM 


On a Lady robo foed ber Water at fering tha Tra 
gidy of Cito; atcafiuned by un Epigram on a Lady 
who wept at it. 


Wurst maudlin Whigs dep'ore their Cato’s fateg 

Stiil with dire eyes the ‘Tory Celia’s fate ; 

But though the pride forbade her eyes to flow, 

‘The gufhing waters found a vent below. 

Though fecret yee with copious ftreams fhe 
mourns, 

Like twenty river-gods with all their urns, 

Let others {crew an hypocritic face, 

She fhows her grief in a finceter place ! 

Here nature reigns, and paflion void of arts 

For this road leads directly to the heart. 


IMITATED IN LATIN. 


Prorat fata fai dum czxtera turba Catonis, 
Ecce: oculis ficcis Czlia fixa fedet ; 

At quanquam lacrymis faftus vetat ora rigariy 
Invenére viam qua per opaca fluant : 


And tune high numbers ta the vocal tring, 


* ‘There let thy Julian flar an emblem fhine ; 


' and wove the deathiefs laurel for his head, 


POEMS. 


Clam dolet illa quidem, manat tamen hemor a-, 
Naminis ex urn, ceu fluviatis‘aqua. . [bandé, 

Dittorquent alix vulrus, fimulautque dolorem ; 

«> Que magé fincera eft Celia patte dolet. 

Qua mera ngtura eft, non perfonata per artem, 
QuAque itur re@d cordis ad ima vid. 








MAECENAS. 


Prerfes occafioned by the Honours conférred on the Right 
Honourable the Earl of Halifax, 1714; being that 
year inflalled Kaiifbt of the Moft Noble Order of 


the Garter. , 


Puoesus and Cafar once confpir'd to grace 
A noble knight of ancient Tufcan race, _, 
‘The monarch, greatly confcious of his worth, 
From books atid his retirement call'd. him forth; 
Adorn’d the patriot with the civic crown, 
"The conful's fatces and patrician gown: 
“The world’s whole wealth he gave him to beftow, 
ind teach: the ftreams of treafure where to flow ; 
‘To him he bade the fuppliant nations come, 
And on his counfels fix’d the fate of Rome. 

The god of wit, who taught him firft to 

fing, 


With jealous eyes beheld the bounteods king. 
. Forbear, he cry'd, to reb me of my fiiare ; ‘4 
Qur common favourite is our common care... 
Hemours and wealth thy grateful band may give; 
But Phoebus only bids the poet live. . 
The fervice of his faithful heart is thine; 


His mind, and her imperial feat are mine. ‘ 
‘Then bind his brow, ye Thefpian maids, he {aid: 
The willing mufes the command dbey’d, f 


EPIGRAM 


ON THE PRINCE GF WALES'S, THEN REGENT, 





Appearing at the Bory ia Spa ing-Garden, 176. 










feorns ta fleep, 
Er Weep j 
diltrefs ; 
and fo. makes.ic lels, 
towns may {mile with joy; 
nows, to fur, is greater than defray. 


arcian, ble® Britanni: 








faces dany: 





SONG 
GN A FINE WOMAN WHO HAD A DULL RUSEAND, 


1 


Wuen on fair Colia’s eyes € g 





14gh 
{ ftand confounded with amaze, : 
To think on what they fhine. - 
Mee, AEE ce 
On one vile clod of earth the {cems 
-Yo fix their infuence; 
Which kindles not at thofe bright beams, 
Nor wakens into fenfe. 


Il. inh 
Loft and bewilder’d with the thought, 
T could not but complain, 
That nature’s lavith hand had wrought 
This faireft work in vain. 


: th 2 . 
Thus fome, wha have the ftars farvey’d, 
, Are ignorantly led, ae 
To think thofe glarious lamps were made 
To light Tum-Fool to bed. 





aecasionen BY 
HIS FIRST VISIT TO LADY WARWICK, 


AT HOLLAND HOUSES: 


Heanine that Chloe's bower crown'd 
The furnmit of a neighbouring hill, 
Where every rural joy was found, th 
Where health and wealth were piac'd around, 
Yo wait like fervants on her will. pone: 
$ a. ce 
T went, and found 'twais as they faid, *. 
That every thing look'd freth and fairs 
Her herds in flowery paftures ftray’d, 
Delighcful was the greentwood fhade, 
And gently breath'd the balmy air. 


Vit. 
But when I found my troubled hgarz > 
Unealy grown within my breaft, 
My breath come fhort, and in each part 
Some new diforder Jeem to ftart, ~ 
Which pain'd ine iore.and broke my ref, 
: v. : 
Some noxious vapour fure, f faid,. 
From this'unwholefore foil mutt rife; . 
| Some fecret venom is convey’d 
Or from this field, or tcom that shade, 
‘That does the powers of life furprifes 


. 5 . Vel og 
Soon asthe ficilful Leach beheld: 

‘The change that in my health was grown 
Blame not, he cry’d, nor wood nor field; 
Diteates which fack fympeanss yield, 

Procced trom Chloe’s eyes alone, 

be ~ OPT, 
Alike the kills in every aig, 

The colde® breaft her eaaties,warm } 

‘And though the fever took you thers, 


{ Lf Chloz bad not been fo 














pbs divine 








‘Phe place had done you harnt 
. K 





STANZAS TO LADY WARWICK, 
ON, MRwADDISON’S GOING TO IRELAND. 


ro 
¥z gods and Nereid nymphs who rule the fea: 
vw, Who chain loud ftorms, and ftill the raging 
oO main! 
With care the gentle Lycidas convey, 
>And bring the faithful Jover fafe again. 
a. 
When Albion's fhore with cheerlefs heart he lef, 
Penfive and fad upon the deck he ftood, 
Of every joy in Chioe’s eyes bereft, 
And wept his forrows in the fwelling flood. 
mw. 
Ah, faircft maid! whom, as 1 well divine, 
The righteous gods his juft reward ordain ; 
For his return thy pious wifhes join,’ 
‘That thou at length may’ft pay him for his pain. 
Ww. 
And fince his love does thine alone purfue, 
In arts unpradtis’d and unus’d to range ; 
¥ charge thee be by his example true, 
And thun thy fex’s inclization, change. 


v 

‘When crowds of youthful lovers round thee wait, 
And tender thoughts in fweeteft words impart; 

‘When thou art woo'd by titles, wealth, and Mate, 
‘Then think on Lycidas, and guard thy heatt.** 


vw 
‘When the gay theatre shall charm thy eyes, 
‘When artful wit {hail fpeak thy beauty’s praife; 
‘When harmony fhall thy foft foul furprife, 
Soothe all thy fenfes, and thy paflions raife : 
vu. : 
Amidt whatever various joys appear, 
Yet breathe one figh, for one fad minute mourn; 
Nor let thy heart know one delight fincere, 
Till thy own trueft Lycidas return. 





THE Visit. 


‘Wir and beauty t’ other day, 
Chanc’d to take me in their way 3 
And, to make the favour greater, 
Brought the graces and good-nature, 
» Converfation care-beguiling, 
» Joy in dimples ever fmiling, 
All the pleatures here below, ' 
Men can afk, or gods beftow. 
A jolly train, believe me! Not 
‘There were but two, Lepell * and How. 





THE CONTENTED SHEPHERD. 
TO MR&. A——— Domne 
oy 
‘y Ason a furamer’s day 
in the greenwond thade 1 lay, 


& Afterwards the eelebrated Lady Harvers 
+ Afterwards his wife, 
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The maid that I lov’ 
As her fancy mow 
Came walking forth that way. 
ae bos 
And as fhe paffed by 
With a fcoroful glance of her eye; 
hat a fhame, quoth fhe, 
or a fwaist-malk it be, 
Lik: a lazy Joon for to dié! 
il. 
And doft thou nothing heed, 
What Pan our god has decreed ; 
* What a prize to-day 
Shall be given away, 
To the fweeteft Shepherd's reed! 
Iv. 
There’s not 2 fingle {waia 
OF ail this fruitfal plain, 
Bat with hopes and fears 
Now bufily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 
ve 
Shall enother maiden thine 
In brighter array than thine? 
Up, up, dull fwain, 
‘Tune thy pipe once again, 
And make the garland mize... 


vw 
Alas! my love, he cry’d, 
What avails this courtly pride? 
Since thy dear defert 
1s written in my heart, 
What is all the world befide ? 
vil. 
To me thou art more gay, 
In this homely rufflet gray, 
‘Than thé nymphs of our green 
So trim and fo fheen ; 
Or the brighteft queen of May. 
yu 
‘What though my fortung frown, 
And deny thee afilken gown; 
My own: dear maid, : 
Be content with this thade, 
And a fhepherd all thy own. 








SONG. 
AH WILLOW. 


TO TUE SAME IN HER SICKNESS, 


@ 
To the brook and the willow that heard hir 
complain, 
Ah wiilow, willow. 
Poor Colia fat weeping, and told them his pain, 
Ah willow, willow ; ah willow, willow. 


il, 
Sweet ftream, he cry’d fadly, I'll teach thee to fox 
Ah willow, &c. 
And the waters shall rife to the brink with my we 
&h willow, &e. | 


“BOE™M 8° 


tit. a 
4.1 reltlefs and painful peor Amoret lies, 
Ah willow, &e. . . 
-And counts the fad moments of time as it Giea. 
Ah willow, &e. ; 
a iv. . a 
To the nymph my heart loves, ye foft flumbers 
repair; 
Ah willaw, &e. ‘ + 
Spread your downy wing# o’er het, and make het 
yourcare, , 
Ah willow, &c, 


¥ . ; 
Dear brook, were thy chadee near her pillow to 
creep, 
Ab willow, &e. | : . 
Pechaps thy foft murmurs might Lali her to fleep. 
Ah willow, &c, 
vr. a 
Let me be kept waking, my eyed never clofe, 
Ah willow, &e« Eee . 
So the flcep thar I lofe brings my fait ofie re ofe, 
Ah willow, &e. ¥ ms af ia 
its 


But if lam doom’d to be wretched indeed ‘ 
Ah willow, &c. 7 

If the lofs of my, dear one, my lowe is detréed } 
Ah willow, &e. 





"vin. 
Hf no more my fad heatt ‘by thofe eyes faall be 
cheer'd ; : 
Ah willow, &c, 
If the voice of my warbler no incre fhall be heard; 
Ah willow, &e. 
1x, 
Believe me, thou fair one 
Ah willow, &. 
Few fighs to thy jo(s, and few tears will I give. 
Ah willow, &c. é 


3 thou dear one, believe, 


xX 3 
One fate to thy Colin and thee fhall be ty'd, 
Ah willow, &e, 
sind foon lay thy. fhepherd ¢lofe by thy cold fide, 
«Ah willow, &e.' 
xr. + sai 
‘Then run, gentle brook ; and to lofe thyfelf, hafte; 
Ah willow, willow. 
Fade thou too, my willow, this verfe is my lat; 
Ah willow, willow;.ah willow, willow. 
. 





~ | TO THE SAME, SINGING.* 


i 
Whar charms in melody are found, 
‘Yo foften every pain 
How do we catch the healing found, 
And feel the foothing ftraia! 
i 
Still-when T hear thee, O my fair, 
1 bid my heart rejoice; 
| thake off every fillen care, 
For forrow flics thy veics, 


1 
‘ 








pin 
The feafons Philomel obey,” 
.. Whene’er they hear her fing ;- 
She bids the widter fly away, 
And the recails the fpring.. 





"SONG. 


tus dain INCONSTANT. 


ag. 
Sunce I have long Jov’d. gau in. vain, 
sind doated on every feathte; 
Give me at length hut leave t0.complain 
Of fo ungrateful a creature, 
Though t beheld in your wandering eyes ~ 
‘The wanton fymptoms of ranging ; 
Still I refolv'd’ againft being wife, : 
And Jov's you in fpite of your changing, 
ene. 
Why thonld you blanie what heaven has made, 
Or find a#y fau!: in creation ? 
"Tis nor the ttime of thie faithlefs maid, 
But nature's inelination. 


| "Tis not becaute {fore you lefs, 


Orthink you nota trud one; 


Boc if the truth mult. cong 
Lalways lov'd-a new.bnt, ~~ 


———_____. 
TO **, 
LORBawAR WICK 
ON Wis BIRTHDAY. 


Waen, fraught with all that grateful minds can 
move, 

With fciendthip, tendernefs, refpect, and love 5 

The mufe had wifh'd, on this returning day,, 

Something moft worthy of. herfelf toby: is 

‘To Jove the offer'd np an humble: prayer, 

‘To take the noble Warwick to hia care, 

Give him, the faid, whate’er diviner grace 

Adorns the foul, or beautifies the face > 

Let manly conftancy confirm his truth, . |. 

And genceft manners crown his blooming youth. 

Give him torfame, to virtue,to afpixe, 2 

Worthy our fongs and thy informing fire : 

All vartous praife, all honours, let him prove, 

Let men admire, and fighing virgins love: 

With honeft zeal inflame hig generous mind, 

‘Ts love his country, and prote@ mankind, 

Atventive to her prayer; the teply'd, 

Why dof thou afl ht Gis ie beara 

Jove’s bounteous hand has lavith’d all his power, - 

And making what'he is, can add no more. 7 

Yet fince I joy in what I did create, 


| T wil prolong the favourite Wer'wick's fate, 


And lengthen out his 


years to fome uncommon 
date. aed 


Kij 


¥s 
3 TO ¥ 


LADY JANE WHARTON, 
ON HER SIUDYING THE GLOBE, 


Write o’er the globe, fair nymph, your fearches 
g run, 
And-trace its rolling eirchit round the fa, | 
You feem'd the world beneath you to furvey, 
With eyes ordain’d to give its people day. 
‘With two fair ‘lamps methcught your, nations 
; thone, 
While ours are poorly lighted up by one. 
How did thofe rays your happier empire gitd! 
How clothe the flowery mead and fruitfal field ! 
Your earth was in eternal fpring array’d, 
And laughing joy amidQ its natives play'd. 
. Such is their day, but chéerlefs is their night, 
No friendly moon refle@s your abfent light : 
And; otf! when yet ere many years are pal, 
Thofe beams on other obje&s thalt he plac'd, 
Wher forme young hero with refilttels art, 
‘Shall draw thofe eyes, and warm that virgin 
heart : 
How thall your creatures then their lofs deplore, 
And want thofe funs that rife for them no more? 
'The blifs you give will be confin’é to one, 
and for his fake your world muit be andone.. 








f TS. 


MRS. PULTENRY. 


UPON HER GOING AZROAD. 


'Tin’p with the frequent mifchiefs of her eyes, 
To diftant climes the fait Belinda flies. 

She fees her fpreading flames confume around, 
nd not another canqueit to be found. 

Secure in foreign realms at will co reign, 

She leaves her vaflals here with proud difdain. 
One only joy which in her heart the wears, 
"The dear companion of her fligh the bears, 
#Bneas thus a burning town forfook, 

‘Thus into banifhment his gods he took : 

But, to retrive his native Troy’s difgrace, 
Hig'd a new empire.in a happier place. 





“"ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 1716. 


i. 

Hatz to thee, glorious éifing year, © [pear : 
\ With what uncommon grace thy days ap- 
Comely art thou in thy prime, 
Lavely chill cf hoary time ; 
Where thy golden footfteps tread, 
Pleafures ali around thee fpread 5 
Blifs and beauty grace thy train; 

‘Mufe, trike the lyre to fome immortal ftrain, 
But, oh! what fkill, what mater hand, 
Shall govern or conftréin the wanton band? 

Loole like my vetfe they dance, ond all withou: 
command, 


THE WORKS OF 


ROWE. 


Images of faire things 

Crowd about the fPeaking rings; 

Peace and fwect profperity, 

Faith and cheerful loyalty, 

With imiling love and deathlefs poefy. 
1. 


Ye fcowling thades who break away, 
‘Well do ye fly and fhun the purple day. 
Every fiend and fiend-like fora, , 
Black and fullen as a ftorm, 
Jealous fear, and falfe furmife, 
Danger with her dreadful eyes, 
‘Fadion, fury, all are fled, 
¢ And bold rebellion hides her daring head. 
Behold, thou gracious year, behold, 
To whom thy treafures all thou fhalt un- 
fold, 
For whom thy whiter days were kept from times 
of old ! me . 
See thy George, for this is he! 
On his right hand waiting free, 
Britain and fair liberty : 
Lvery good is in his face, 
Every open honeft grace. 
‘Thou great Plantagenet ! immortal be thy race! 
in. 
See |. the fagzed feyen'! toring, 
See the glad: promufe of a liné-of kings! 
Royal youth what bard divinc, 
Fqval to a praife like thine, 
Shall in fome exalted meafure 
Sing thee, Britain’s deareft treafure ? 
Who her joy in thee fhall tell, 
Who the fyrightly note fhall fwell, 
His voice attempering to the tuneful fhell? 
‘Thee Audenard’s recorded field,” 
Bold in thy brave paternal band, beheld, 
And faw with hopelefs heart thy fainting rival 
yield: . 
- Troubled he, with fore difmay, 
"Ko thy ftronger fate gave-way, - 
Safe beneath thy ndble feors, 
Wingy-footed’ was‘he borne, 
Swift as the ficeting fhades upon the golden 
corn. 











Iv. 
What valour, what diflinguifh’d worth, 
Fromi thee ftiall lead the coming ages forth ? 
€refted belms and shining Shields, 
Warriors fam'd in foreign fields ; 
Hoary heads with olive bound, 
Kings and lawgivers renown'd ; 
Crowding ftill they rife anew, z 
Beyond the reach of decp prophetic view. 
Young Auguftas! never.ccafe ! 
Pledge cf our prefent and our future peace, 
Still pour the bleffings forth, and give thy great in- 
creafe. 
All the flock that fate ordains 
‘To fupply fuccecding reigns, 
Whether glory thall infpire 
Gentler atts or martial fire, 
Still the fair defeent {Mall be 
Dear to Albion all, like thee, 
Patrons of righteous rales, and foes to tyranny, 


POEM'S, 


Ve- 
Ye golden lights who thine on high, 
Ye potent planets who a(cend the iky, 
On the opening year difpenfe 
All your kindett influence; 
Heavenly powers be all prepar’d 
For our Carolina’s guard ; 
bhort and wafy be the pains, 
Which for a nation's weal the heroine fuftains. 
Britannia’s angel be thou near ; 
The growing race is thy peculiar care, 
Oh fpread thy facred wing above the ; royal fair, 
George by thee was wafted o'er 
To the long expected thore : 
None prefuming to withftand 
Thy celeftial armed hand, 
While, his facred head to fhade, 
The blended stots on high thy filver fhicld dif- 
play’d Be 
vi. 
But, oh! what other form divine’ 2 
Propitious near the here, feems to thine! 
Peace of mind, and joy ferene, 
In her facred eyes are feen, 
Honour binds her mitred brow, 
Faith and truth befide her go, 
With zeal and pure devotion beading low. 
A thoufand ftorms around her threat, 
A thoufand billows roar beneath her fect, 
While, fix’d upon a rock, the keeps her ftable feag. 
Still in fign of fure defence, 
Truft and mutual confidence, 
On the monarch, ftanding by 
Still fhe bends her, qratioes eye, 
Nor fears her foes approach, while heaven and he: 
are nigh, 
_ vIn 
Hence then with every anxious care! 
Be gone, pale envy, and thou cold defpair 
Seck ye out a moody cell, 
Where deceit and treafon dwell ; 
‘There repining, raging, @ill 
The idle air with curfes fill ; 
There blaft the pathlefe wild, and the bleak nor- 
thern hill; > 
There your exile vainly moan ; 
There where, with murmurs horrid as your 
own, 
Beneath the {weeping winds, the bending forefts 
groan ; 
But thou, hope, with fmiling cheer, 
Do thou bring the ready year; 
* See the hours! a chofsn band! 
See with jocund looks they Rand, 
All in their trim array, and waiting for com- 
mand, 
Vr 
‘The welcome train begins to move, 
Hope leads increafe and chafte connubial love: 
Flora fweet her bouncy f{preads, 
Smelling gardens, painted meads 5 
Ceres crowns the yellow plain ; 
Pan rewards the fhepherd’s pain ; 
Ali is plenty, all is wealth, 
And on the balmy air fits rofy-colour'd hesith, 


4 





may 
i hear the mirth, I hear the fand rejoice, 
Like many waters {wells the pealing noife, 
While to their monarch, thus, they | raife the’ public 
voice. 
Father of thy country, hail! 
Always every where-prevail ; 
Pious, valiant, juf, and wife, 
Better fons for chee arife, 
Purer breezes fan the fkies, 
Farth in fruits and Aowers is drek, 
Joy abounds in every breaft, ” 
For thee thy people all, for thee the year.is bet.” 





FOR 
THE KING's BIRTH-DAY, MAY 28. 5 





5 : 
Lay thy flowery garlands ty, 
~ Ever-blooming gentle May.: 
Other hovours now are nich; 
Othet fionours fee we pay, _ 
Lay thy flowery garlands by, &c, 
as 
Majefty and great renown 
Wait thy beamy braw to crowg. 
Parent of our hera, thou, °° 4 
Gcorge on Britain didft beltow. 
‘Thee the trumpet, thee the drum, 
With the plumy helm, become : 
‘Thee the {pear and fhining thield, 
With every ee of t 





Bid a murmurs ceafe, 
Lay the billows of the ocean ; 
And compofé the fand in peace. 
Call thy better, &c. 
we 

Queen of odours, fragrant May, 

For this boon, this happy day, 

Janus with the double face 

Shall to thee refign his place, ra 

Thou shalt rule with better, graces ‘ 

‘Time from thee fhall wait his dong. r 
‘And thou fhalt lead the year for every age to come, 


Faireft month, in Calor pride thee, 
Nothing like him cant thou bring, 

‘Though the geaces fimile, befide thee : 
Though thy ees gives the fpring. 


Though like Flora abou array thee, 
Tiner than the-painted bow ; 
Carolina fhall repay thee ‘ 
All thy fweetnefs, all thy fhaw. 
vide 
She herfelf a glory greater 
Than thy golden fun difclofes; 
And ber f{miling offspring fweeter 
‘Than the blocm of all thy! toler.’ 
B bj 








150 THE WORKS OF ROWE, 


ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 1717. 


: is 
Wander: thou hoary venerable fire, 
All richly in.thy furty mantle clad; 


Wikat thoughts of mirth can feeble age in'pire, 
. To make thy.careful wrinkled brow fo glad ! 


It 
Now J fee the tcafon plain, 
Now: Ifec thy jolly train ; 

Snowy-headed winter leads. 


Spring and fummer next fucceeds ; 


Yellow aututs brings the rear, 
‘Thou art father of the year: 
HL 
While from the frofty méllow?d earth 
Abounding picstity takes her birth, 
‘The con{cicus,fire éxulting fees . 
"The feafons {pread their rich increafe ; 
So duly night and chaos fmit"d 
On beautects form, their lovely chitd. 
vw. 





O fair vaticty | ‘ 
‘What, blifs thou dott fupply | 
The foul brings forth the fair 
To deck the changing year, 
‘When our old pleafures die, 
Séme new one ftill is nigh 5 
Oh! fair variety !.° 


. f Vv. 
“Qa paffions, like ‘the feafons, turn ; 


And now we Jaugh, and now we mourn, 


-Britannia late opprefs'd with dread, 
Hung her declining drooping head : 
A better vifage now fhe wears, 
And now at once the quits her fears = 
. Strife and war no more the knows, 
” ‘Rebel fons nor foreign foes, © : 
ee a Ee VI. 
"Safe beneath her mighty matter, 
In fecurity the fits; _ ; 
Plants her loofe foundations fafter, 
* And her forrows paft forgets. 
Vil. 
Happy ifle! the care of heaven, 
‘To the guardian hero given, 
Unrepining ftill obey him, 





Hoary winter fmiles before tlice, 
Dauces merrily along: , 
| Hours and feafons all adore thee, 
* And for thee arc ever young + 
Ever, goddefs, thus appear, 
Ever lead the joyful year, 
% i. 
Ip thee the night, in thee the day is bleft; 
In thee the dearcft of the purple eaft: 
‘Tis thine immortal plesfures to impart, 


Mirth to infpire, and raife the drooping heart ¢ 
To thee the pipe and tuneful ring belong, 


Thou theme eternal for the poci’s tong. 


nw 
Awake the golden lyre, 
Ye Heliconjao'choi 
Swell every note till higher, 
And melody infpire “* 
‘At heaven and earth’s defire. 
> \. 
Hark, how the founds agree, 
With due complacency | 
Sweet peace, ’tis all by thee, 
For they art harmony. 
4 aa 
Who, by nature's fairelt creatures, 
Can deferibe her heavenly features ? 
What comparifon can fit her ? 
Swect are rofes, fhe is {weeter ; 
Light is good, but peace is better. 
Would you fee her fuch as Jove 
Form’d for univerfal love, 
Blefs’d by men and gods above ? 
Weald you every feature trace, 
Every tweetly failing grace ? 
Seck our Carolina’s face. 
vu, 
‘Peace and fhe are Britain’s treafures, 
Fruitful in erernal pleafores : 
Still their bounty thallincreafe us, 
Still their filing offspring blefs us. 
Happy day, when each was given 
By Cafar and indulging heaven. 
cHorRus, 
Hail, ye ecleftial pair! 
Still let Britannia be your care, 
And Peace aid Carolina crown the year. 












ers 


RI ns 


foot Still with love and duty pay him, 
. vat. 
‘Though he parted from thy fhore, 
While contefting kings attend him ; i ODE 
Could he, Britain, give thee more 
» "Than the pledge he left behind him ? 





FOR THE KING's BIRTH-DAY, 2718, 


% 
Ou touch the ftring, celeftial mufe, and fa 
Why arc peculiar times and {vafons bleft? 
Ts it in fate, that one diftinguifh’d day 
Should with more hallew’d purplepaint the eat? 
2 i. 
Look on life and nature’s race ! 
How the carelefs minutes pafs, 
How they wear 2 common face : 
One is what another was! 


ODE TO PEACE, 


FOR THE YEAR 1>¥8, 


L 
Tuoo fairch, fweeteft daughter of che fkies, 
.  Indulgent, gentle, life-reftoring peace ! 
», With what aufpicious beauties doft thou rife. 
* And Britain’s new-rcyolving Janus ble& . 





POEM s.- 


‘Till the happy hero’s worth 
id the feftival ftand forth ; 
4 the goldes light he crown, 
e mzrk it for his own. 
irl. 
How had this glorious morning been forgot, 
Unthought-of as the things that never were 5 
Had not our greateft Caefar been its lot, 
And call'd it from amongft the vulgar year! 
qv. 
Now, nature, be gay 
In the pride of thy May, 
To court let thy graces repair < 
Let Flora beftow 
‘The cr: from her brow, 
For our brighter Britannia to wear. 








v. 
‘Through every language of thy peopled carth, 
Far as the fea’s or Czefar’s influence goes, * 
Let thankful nations celebrate his birth, 
“And blefs the author of the world’s repofe. 


vir 
Let Volga tumbling in cafcades, 
And Po chat glides chrough poplar thades, 
‘And Tagus bright in fands of gold, 
And Arethufa, rivers old, 
Their great deliverer fing. 
Not, Danube, thon whofe winding fload 
So long has blofi'd with ‘Turkith blood, 
To Colar thall refufe a train, " 
Since now thy ftreama without a flain ~ 
Ran cryttal as their {pring. 
CHORUS. 
‘To mighty George, that heals thy wounds, © 
"That names thy kings and marks thy bounds, 
"ihe joylut voice, O Europe, raife + 
in the preat Mediator’s praile 
Let-all thy various tongues combine, 
And Brain's feftival be shine. 





OPE TO ‘THE THAMES *, 
“rok 1n® YEAR I7IQ. 


I 
Kine of the flocds, whom friendly flars ordaia 
'To fold alternate ia thy winding train, 
"Phe lofty palace and tite fertile vale; 
King of the foods, Britannia’s darling, hail! 
Hail with the year fo well begun, 
And bid his cach revolving fun, 
‘Faught by thy ttreams, in fmvoth fucceffion run. 
sf ik 
From thy never-failing urn, 
Flowers, bloom and fair increafe 
With the feafons take their turn; 
«From thy tributary feas 
Tides of various wealth attend thee ; 
beas ‘and feaions all befriend thee. 
a 
Here on thy banks, to mate the tkies, 
Auguita’s hatlow’d domes arife 5 











# This ode was written for Rowe by Mr. Jeffreys, and.is 
* qialmed by binyin bis woiks, ps $7200 2 


6 


; rst 
And there thy ample bofom pouts 

Her numerous fouls and floating towers 5 
rrorslare tovanquifh’d Spain were known, 
And £tna fhock with thunder not her own. 








Iv. 
Follett Bags thou dott fuflain, 
While thy banks confine thy courfe; 
Emblem of our Ccefat’s reign, 
Mingling clemency and force. 
ve 
So may'ft chou ftill, fecur’d by diftant wars, 
Never ftain thy cryftal with domettic jars: 
As Cxlar's reign, to Britain ever dear, 
Shall join with thee to blets the coming year+ 
vie 
On thy shady margin, 
Care its load difcharging, 
Is lul?’d to gentle refts 
Britaio thus difarming, 
Nor no more alarming, 
Shall fleep on Cafar’s breaft, 
vu. 
Sweet to diftrefs is balmy fleep, 
‘fo fleep aufpicious dreams, 
Thy meadows, Thames, to feeding theep, 
To thirft, thy filver frreams + 
More fweet than all, the praife 
Of Crefar’s golden days : 
Cafar’s praife is fweeter 5 
2) Britain’s pleafure greater ; 
Still may C2far’s reign excel ; 
_ Sweet the praife of reigning well. 
CHORUS. 
Gentle Janux, ever wait, 
As now, os Britain’s kindeft fate; 
Crown ailour vows, and all thy gifts beftows 
: Till time no more renews his date, 





a 





And Thames forgets to flow. 





‘THE STORY OF GLAUCUS AND SCYLLA. 


FROM OVin's METAMORPHOSES, BOOK XIIk. 


Here ceas'd the nymph; the fair affembly brokes 
Uhe fea-green Nereids to the waves betook : 
While Scylia, fearful of the wide-fpread main, 
Swift to the fafer fhore returns again. 

There o'er the fandy margin, unarray’d, 


With piintlefs foorfteps flics the bounding maid 5 

Or in fome winding creek’s fecure retreat 

She bathes-her weary limbs, and fhuns the noon- 
day’s heat. 

Her Glaucus faw, as o’er the deep he rode, 

New to the feas, and late receiv'd a god. 

He faw, and languith’d for the virgin’slove, 9! 

With many an artful blandiftment he ftrove , g 

Her flight to hinder, and her fears remove. 

“Phe more he fucs, the more fhe wings her flight, 

And nim'ly gains a neighbouring mountain's 
height, : 

Steep fhelving to the margin of the flood, 

A neighbouring mountain bare and woodlefs foods, 

Here, by the place fecur’d, her fteps the ftay’d, 

And, trembling fill, her lover’s form furvey’d. 

ees K ij 





152 
wer : 
His-thape, his hue, her troabled fenfe appall, 
And dropping locks that o'er bis thouldess fall ; 
“She fees his face divine, and manly brow, 
\ End‘in a-fith’s wreathy tail below + 
She fees, and doubts within her anxious mind, 3 
“Whether he comes of god, or montter kind. 
‘This Glaueus foon percéis’d; ‘and, Oh ! forbear 
(His hand fapporting on a rock-lay. near) 
Forbear, he cry’d, fond said, this needlets fear: 
NofGitham {, or moniter of the main, 
But, equal'avith the watery. gods ¥ reign ; 
Nor Protena hor Paldinon me excel,- 
Nor he whofe Breath infpires the founding fhell. 
My birth, ’tistrue, Lows to ‘mortal-races? « 
And I myfelf but late'a ‘mortal was: 
Ev'n then itt feas, dnd feas aldne, 1 joy’d; 
The feas my hours, and all my-cares, érhploy’d, 
In. methes now the twinkling prey] drew, 
Wow fkilfully the flender line-1 threw,* i 
Andfilent fate the. moving float to view. 
Not fur froin fhore, there liés a verdimt mead, 
“With herbage half, and half with water fpread: 
There, northe-horned heifers browfing ftray, 
Nor Shaggy kids nor wanton lambkins play ; 
Vhere, nor the founding bees their ne@ar-cull, 
Nor rural. fwains their genial chaplecs' pull; 
Nor shocks; “nor herds; nor towers, haunt the 
place, ben pa we EE 
To crop the flowers, or cut the bufhy grafs:” 








."Thithers fure Grit-ef living rece came I, 


‘And fat by-chance, my drepping nets to dry, 


_ My. fealy prize, it order all difplay'd, - 


“By number on the greeni-fword there I lay’d, 


My ceptives, whom or in my nets I took,” 

Or hung unwary on my wily hook. 

Surange to behold b yet what avails a lie! 

“4 faw theny bite the-geafa, as I fate by; 

“Chen fedden darting o'er the-verdant plain, 
“They dpread their finns,'as in their native main: 
+ puus'd, with wonder flruck, while all my prey 


| Left. theirnew mafter, and regain’d thefea. 


Amaz'd, within my fecret fell | fought, 
‘What god, what herb, the miracle had wrought : 


, Bat fare qo herhyhave power like this,.L cry'd ; 
“ind fait f pluck’d fome*neig hbouring herbs, and 


ay try’d. 


“scarce had t bit, and prov'd the wondrous tafte, 


7 and plung’d anid th 
+ ‘The gentle. powers, wh 


When frong convulfions fthovk my. troubled 
sw Breath; “8 bas 

4 felt niy, heart grow fond of fomething ftrange, 

And my whole nature lakowsing with a change. 

ReMlefe | grew, and every place forfook, , - 

And {Hf upon, the IT bent my look. 

Farewell, for ever! HH, fand! 1 faid; 

ves my finking-head. 

that low. empire keep, 





ar 






; Receiv’d me aga brother cf the deep 2; 
. To Tethys, and to Ocean old, they pray, 


€o purge my mortal earthy parts away. 


© Whe watery parents to their fuit agreed, 


wand thrive nine times a fecret, charm they read, 
‘Then with luftratic ns purify my limbs, 

‘And bid me-bathe, beneath a hundred ftreams ¢ 
gh-hucdred ftrean:s from various fountains run, 
rd on iny headat once come rafhing downs 
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Thus far each paffage I remember well, 

And faithfutly thes far the tale J tell; { 

But then obtivi-n dark on all my fenfes fell. 

Again at Jength my thought reviving came, 

When Ine longer found myfelf the fame; 

Then firtt this tea-green beard I felt to grow, 

Atid thele large honours on niy {preading.brow; 

My long-defcendirg Lcks the billows fweep, 

Aud my broad fhoulders cleave the yielding deep 

My fithy tail, my arms of azure hue, 

And every pagt divinely chang’d, I-view. 

Bat what avail thefe ufelefs honours now ? 

What joys can immortality beftow? 

What, though our Nereids all my form approve ? 

What boots i:, while fair Scylla {corns my love ? 
Uhus far the god: and more he would havé faid; 

When from his pretence flew the ruthiefs maid. 

Stung with repulfe, in fuch difdainful fort, 

He {eeks Titanian Circe’s horrid-court. 





THE FIRST BOOK OF ‘ 
QUILLET’S CALLIPEDIA, 
OPRANSLATED. 





The Argument, . 

The Propofition, An Invocation of the mott 
beautiful Deities. The Poet deduces the caufe 
of beauty, according as it is efteemed in dif- 
ferent countries, by applying the Story of ‘Pan~ 
dora to his purpofe. He icts down the condi- 
tions of choofing a fit pair to precreate a hand- 
fome offspring, and ends with the approaching 
nuptials, He likewife, by way of digreffion, 
inveighs againft the covetousnefs of the age, 
which blindly feeks after a large portion rather 
than an agreeablé temper and sonflituticn. An 
Apoltrophe’ to the prefent King of France, 
wherein he propofes what kind of lady he would 
wifh him to choofe for Lis royal ‘confort, who 
might bring him a beautiful‘tace of children. 


Wuat crowns the froitful marriage bed: with 

What forms the lovely girl and manly boy, [joy, 

What kindly fars the jufter features trace, 

What happy influence beltows the grace, 

And breathes the bloom divine upon the beaute- 
ous face ; . 

What fecret {prings the forming fancy move, 

What force the mind exerts in genis! love, 

How the fair foul id in the body ‘een, 

And outward beauty {peaks the worth within, 

dn flowing verfe attemyts the willing mufe, 

And tuncfully the pleafing theme purfues, 

Hear, Oh! ye faireft of the nymphs civine, 

Ye graces hear, and tothe tafk incline : 

And thou great mother of almighty love, 

If once in Phrygian !da’s facred grove - 
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Why form vidorious did the prize obtain, 

By the juft judment of ‘the righteous fwain, ‘ 
Eicar and infpire thy foft Idatian ftrain. 

So fhall delight my happy tabours blefs, 

And pleafing thoughts in pleafing numbers drefs? 
So hall my grateful verfe thy laws.impart, 

‘And teach mankind with joy the genial art. 


‘Whene’er in times to come it thal betide, 


"That the kind bridegroom would inftruét his bride, 


My verfe thal! by the fkilful yauth be read 

“V'o the dear partner of his-nuptial bed; 

‘The mufe inflrudtive thall their offspring grace, 

‘And form the future honours of their race ; 

B:auty the long fucceffive line thal] crown. 

‘And no deform'd wnfightly birth be known; 

ln every face the Cyprian queen fhall reign, 

‘And mutually adorn the nynyph and fwain, 

You who a parent’s pleafing hopas conceive, 

Who lovely patterns of yourfelves would leave ; 

You to whole care the rites of love belong, 

Atiend, and liften to my sifeful feng. 

Hf foft the verfe, if {weet the numbers flow, 

A myrtle wreath my juit reward beftow, 

‘And bind with grateful hands your poet’s learn- 
ed brow, 





Bor firkt, my mule, deferibe the doubtfulair, 
Buauty’s celeftial effence firft declare ; 
"rhe faceed fubftance of the goddefs tell, 
And in what forms fhe moft delights to dwell; 
What honouts on the noblett fronts are {pread, 
‘What roles paint the checks with brighteft red 5 
What colours beft hecome the flowings hair, 
‘What locks moft graceful wanton in the air; 
_ What lips the fweetelt breathe the fragrant biifs, 
‘Aud fwell the foftet to the melting kils; . 


“What hands are fathion’d in the fineft mold, 
But Oh! confuse'd and dark the queftion lies, 











What circling arms do bett the lover hold, 
And prefs him with the clofeft, kindcft fold. 
Perplex'd the caufe, and doubts on doubts arife. 
Each as be loves, his diff’ring praife beltows, 

* "his youth to fuowy Amary)lis bows, 

While that to brown Lycoris pays his vows < 
Daphnia in Flavia’s yellow ringlets bound, 


While ‘Th 
Starts at 
back. 

Gonre --es all hearts with lively grey fubdue, 

Sume with the languith of the lovely blues 

Some the fond rage with fparkling black infpire, 

Quick fhovt the flames, and kindle up the fire, 

cone fwains the flender wafted virgin prize, 

And Icthe the bulky fat’s unwieldy fize : 

+ ‘While fome the thin, the thadowy form deteft, 
“And choofe to prefs the plump luxuriant breaft, 
On full delights their withes to employ, 


yrfis doating on the jetty black, 





Grafp the {ubitantial fair, and fate themfelves 


with joy. 
Such are the various {prings our peffions move, 
And fuch the many: herefies of Love, 


—— 


‘Admires the nymphs with golden treffes crown’d; 
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"Thus is the mind by blind defire betray'd, 
Thus by fantaftic fancy are we fway'd, 
We like, we love, then deify the maid. 





Nog,only man to various thoughts itclin’d, 
Finds differing beauties in the fofter kind, 
But ev'n his awn majeftic form furveys, 

As partial nations differ in their praife.. 
Mark how the fwarthy Ethiop fond of night, 
Difdains the cheeks with blended rofes brighe, 
‘And paints the fiends ahd Stygian furies white. 
How did the fervile flattering eaft commend 
The nofe high rifing with aq arched bends 
When firft that femblant for was fam’d to grace 
"Vhe mighty Median monarch’s warlike face, 
Cyrus, whofe hand did Afia’s feeptre fway, - 
And taught the wealthy Creefus to obey ; 
Wide o'er the Lydian realm he firetch'd his reign, - 
‘And bound the royal mifer in his chain. 
Here might my verfe the faireft Gaul recount, 
Here paint his flowing curls and {pacious front. 
Or here the tauny Spaniard might I trace, 
| His looks obfcure deferibe, his gloomy grace, 
And rnfty blood diffys’d vpon his dufky face, ; 
; Pull of himfelf the pigmy form appears, 
Ev'n he, though by unhappy lat he lies 
Beneath unkiudly funs,and weftern ikies, z 
Difdains the German, manly made and ftrong, 
‘And calls the fathion of his arms too long ; 
Prunes his hard vifage up, and with a finile 


Swells co the clouds, and menaces the ftarss 
Scorns the foft bloom of Britain’s happy ifle. 








7 


But fay, my mufe, whence thipgs that fem. 
fo clear, ow : es 
So doubtful to di : 





i (cording: re p man appear ; « 
From bappier times of. old deduce thy verfe, 
And how it firt befel, in order juft rehearfe. 


When firft this infant world its form put on, 
When time and beauteous crder firft begun, 
And rich with native grace the new creation 

fhone; 
No wicked iron age as yet control’d 
The luftre of the pure primeval gold ; 
Around heaven’s azure arch fercnely bright, 
Unfullied thone the {parkling gems of light; 
No fogs did then, no lazy vapours rife, a 
Nor with their dull pollution ftain the thies; 


| 
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he burning gold, and flies with horror | ‘Through heaven’s wide plains the glorious God 


of day, 
Prince of the flars, unclouded held his way ; 
While in her turn the filver Queen of night 
Succeffive roll’d her limpid orb, of light. 
‘The mother earth, adorn’d by what the bred, 
With rocks, hills, trees, with fruits and flowers 
was fpready 2% 
And every living thisg on-her green bofom fed. 
The well digefted mal, untainted yet, 
} Did no rank flreams nor pois'nous damps emit; 
| But healthy fpirits breathing from the greund, 
| piffus’d their wholefome fragrancies around. 
| "Pwas then, in thofe good times for ever bleft, 
‘That happy man his innocence poffeds'd ; 
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When yet he had not jearn’d, in reafon’s fpight,7 
Perverfe to turn, and wander fromthe right, 

. Forfaking heaven's reveal’d, and nature's in. 

borne light. 

Then holy arts and prieftcraft were unknown, 
Religion then was fimple, pluin, and one ~ 
Luft had not kindled then her guilty 
Ambition had not cheated fools with fame 

“Nor vex'd tae world with honour’s angry “neg 
Nor was the form of man. beneath his foul, 
But equal, proper beauties. grac’d the whole, 
‘Then temperance, juft goddefs, did prevail, 
And rightly held creating nature’s feale, 
Difpos’d the feveral parts with prudent care, 
And form’d with nicett fymmetry the fair. 
Then was the reign of beauty in mankind, 
Then univerfal emprefs, well fhe join’d 

The faultlels body. andthe blamelefs mind. 





Soon as great Jove, from high Olympus’ brow, 
Beheld the facred harmony below, 
Add, we one mafteipicce of art, he faid, 
Barth, heaven, aud all ye gode.aflord your aid, 
Your each perfedtion j join, and form: one’ lovely 
maid. 
He fpoke, ard ftrsit obedient to his word, 
Each willing fpecies to the work concurr'd; 
The cryftal orbs of xther firlt preparc 
’ "The limbs and fubftance for the furare fair, 
While the fun curl'd his beams aud hurg *em 
for her hair. 
Her front liké marble fmooth, like lilies white, 
Fair Cynthia lufter'd o'er with filver light; 
Upon her cheeks Aurora rofes fpread, 
And dy’d "em in the morning's brighteft red ; 
Venus the {weetly charming finile umprefs'd, 
And her foft lips with balmy pleafures blefs'd : 
While love, the god himfclf o’er all the niafs, 2 
Dancing dclightful thew’d his heavenly face, 
Led on the laughing joys, and every filter grace. 4 
Thus form’d, thus finifh’'d out the beauteous 
whole, 
Creating Jove infus'd the living foul ; 
And fince from every god the graces came, 
‘He bade Pandora be the fair ors name. 
Then bending kindly down his gracious look, 
‘Thus to the new made nymph th' Almighty Fa- 
ther fpoke. : 


Tanghter of gods defcend, thou work divine, 
Vouchfafe on carth, celeftial fair, to thine, 
Diffufe the bleflings of thy radiant face, 
and cheer the labours of the mortal race : 

For thus the gods, thus Jove’s high will ordains, 

‘While man his nat-ve innocence retains; 

Fe thou his blifs, his great reward be thou, 

“Viny full pevecien heaven’s fair pattern faow, 

And teach him by thyfelf thy native fkics to 
know, 

But ch! if pity touch thy tender breaft, 

3f for mankind thy care wou'd be exprefs’ ‘d, 

Heep clofe this fatal cafket 1 beftow, 

Nor feck the fecrets lodg’d within to know. 

Jf thy frail hand too curious, fhould incline 

‘Yo pry, aad difobey the will divine, 
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Strait forth ten thoufand winged plagues fhall fy, 
{ And {cater {wift contagion through the fky. 
Thee too, thou fgireft, hall the run laze, 






ine bent her 
[light. 

To fpread around on easth the beams of beauty's 

Nor did the there with Epimetheus-d» cll, 

Shut up and cloifter’d in.a lonely cell, 

As old Greek tales of dreaming Hefiod tell. 

But bounteous of delight and unconfin’d, 

She made the bleffing common to mankind, 

Defign’d a public good till pafling on, 

On undiftinguith’d crowds alike the faone. 


The ftupid herd with pleating dvead amaz’d 
Dumb with attention, flood, and edna d paz ‘dy 
Some ravith'd with her mien fe graceful were, 
Some with the ringlets of her amber hair, (fair, 
Some with her iv’ry front. ard fece fo heavenly 
From her each part ambrofix) odours flow’d, 
And breath’d a balmy bleffing on the crowd ; 
While hed bright eyes (which fearce the smut had 
told, 
| Unlefsby facred infpiration bold) 
| With light effulgent, darted forth a ray, — [gay 
:That cheer'd mankind, and made the world look, 
So when Aurora in the rofy eat, 
Lifts her fair head, with radiant honours drefi’d, 
G'er nature’s face various {mile fhe Spreads, 
And paints a-new the fields and flow'ry meaus, 





Ten thoufand colour’d cyes her heams unfold, 

The limpid ftream in filver waves is rell’d, 

And all the greenewoed fhade is burnifh’d ¢'er 
with gold. 


Such beauty was jn our firfk fathers time, 
While 1 the youthful world wasin its prime ; 
Yhe ming’ of the foxes met, 
And full es A da n made the form complete ; 
While man yet free from avarice or pride, 
The ways of wickednefs had never try'd, 
Nor warping from the right, perverily ‘rurn'e 
afide. 





But when pernicious ¢hange invading fpread, 
And error blind miftaken reaton led, 
The fwift contagion reach'd the lovely maid. 
Pandora tainted by an impious age, 
Purfu'd each fond defire, and each fantaftie rage : 
Curicus to know, the box difturb’d her reii, ; 


u 
j 
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Jove’s hard commands fat heavy on her breaft, 
And woman, woman the frail nymph confeit : 
Refolv’d at length, whatever Jove forbid, 
She eas’d her longing mind, and broke the lid: 
When, ftean:ing, flrait a deadly vapour rofe, 
Long trains of waiting plagues it did difclote, 
Difeafes, miferies, and mortal woes. 
{ Firft the fell poifon feiz’d the curious maid, 
Firft on her youth, her blooming rofes prey’ 
Her eyes no more their ftarry fires could bo: 
1 But dim and dull in cloudy mifts were loft ; 
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No part was lefe untainted in the whole, —_[foul. 
Bat all that oncé was fair, was lothfome new and 
“Nor ftop’d the ruin with the wretched maid, 

But growing fill, around diffufive fray’d ; 

Krror, difeafe ath, like vidtors dread, 
Wde-wattio world théir legions [pread, 
And vangnifh bodies captive led. 

Hid in deep fhades hted reafon lay, 

Shut from the beams of truth’s ethereal day. 

From that faid zra igorance begun, } 













‘Thence a dull train of doubtiag ages run, 

And beauty’s facred form remains unkrown. 
Oh then, to guide the wand’ring mofe-aright, 
‘Yo pierce the fhades of this fubftantial hight; _- 
Phoebus be kind, 0 thee for aid we bow, 

"Thou joy of God¥ above, and iach below! 
Patron of verfe, and roler of the day ; 

Do thou fhoor {wift before thy golden ray, 

At once infpire her flight, and poirit her out 











‘Though alt around the wide goutagion {préad, 





Like ftreams fat ftretching from 'fome fatal head ; * 


Yet was it various in ite baleful courte, 

And now renew'd, and now reprett its force. 
Where round the poles the fiezen circles turn, 
Or whers near ncighb’ring {uns too fiercely burn, 
There nuture’s fhame, mifhapen forms abound, 
And monfters people the devoted ground. 

Far in the north. where winter’s hoary bed = 
Is with eternal fnows and ice difpread ; 

Or where the fam’d Magellan’s fouthern tide 
Does barbarous Patagonian fhores divide ; 
Nations deform'd, fierce favage tribes are feen, 
Of bulk unwieldy and'gigantic roien 5 

Hach a huge heavy lazy mafs of might, 

Unfit for afe, and lothfome to the fight : 

‘While in the regions of che burning zone, 

No vifize but the footy black is known ; 

Short ssoolly locks their horrid fronts embrace, 
“Ybick lips grin fearful with a fieod-like grace, 
t, the beldam, broads on each barbarian 
face. 








Nor here unfitly to my verfe belong, 
Arts which were once the princely Arab’s fong. 
Gong finee the bard in native nunibers taught, 
How the mid globe, with temp’rate regions 
fraught, 
jot the dire extremes of cold and hot; 

re in the midft the juft equator Hes, 
ivwe,t isthe air, and undifturb’d the tkies, 

¢, heav’n's bright fcale well blended fea 
funs weighs, : 
Nature the poles at cqual diftance lays, 
And righteoufly divides the nights and days: 
‘There uor the fun’s bright flames malignant burn, 
Nor chilly moons with nipping frofts return ; 
“Chence, with luxurious births cach pregnant year, 
Twin feafons does, and double plentics bear ; 
Thrice yellow Ceres crowns the fummer fields, 
is rich inereafe ripe autumn yields. 
rentle winter comes with fober grace, 
And twice the blooming {pring renews her blife- 

tel £ 
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Here,if aright the poet’s feng divin'’d, 

‘The jufteft forms of beauty might we find _ 
From conftitutions rightly temper’d, here : 
Fair harmony aud order fhould appear, a 
And all mankind be lovely like the year. ;, 
But the known clime mult o’er the verfe prevail, 
And truth refute the falfe Arabian tale 

Since black deformity ufurps alone 

‘The fatty regléris of the torrid zone; -. 

The fiery tot near ‘em runs his tacey< 
And leaves his footy-mirks on every hideous face, 


Then, Ob my mufe,:firfake the fcorthing Hine, . 
And to the cooler pole thy Sight incling ; 
Seck in the midway face Tome almy air, 
A land delightful, and a people fairs : 
Where. beauty long her refidence ‘haa plat’d, * 
And reign?d in fovereign ftate for ages paft.i-° 
Nor ceafe thy ‘turtious fearch, nor yet remain 
Fix'd in warm Raly, or fwarthy Spain : : 
Still {pread thy wing, and reach that happy coaft, , 
Where Europe does ker fav'rite country boaft, 
Where fweeteft airs, and kindeft heav’ns fhe yieldp 
Where Gallia fpreads her fair Elyfian fields, + 
But thee, Turonia, chief 1 would felea, 
Thy pleafing foit with various profpedt déck’d, 
Where winding vales run rich withifteuent tills, 
And verdant plains are trown’d withing 'b 
Where gentle Liger flowly feeks the fei; 
Scatt'ring Full plenty in his peaceful way, 
Where near proud Angier’s walls his waves are * 

roll’d, 
And through thejr cryftal clear difplay the fandy 
Wim divieie- Hound, 
aid Folt petteQiGn crown’d; ” 
f OF heav’n’s fir work they 
Weare. 2 . 

And, like che ficft Pandora, fill are fanfctefs fair. 














Mark how their ftatures due proportion know, 
Nor rife too high, nor fink too meéanly low ; 
No meagre bany jaws deforms the face, 
Nor puffy fides the taper fhape difgrace, 
But ev'ry. partfalike becomes its place. < 
Behold how lovely fmooth the forehead thines, 5. 
How milky white the foft defcent inclines, © ¢ 
How fitly to the fparkling eyes it joins! 
While gaily pleafing they, and {weetly bright, 
Fill each beholdes’s heart with dear’ delight, 
See on the blooming cheeks, fo frefhly {pread, 
So duly mixt, the native white abd red ; 
Mark what full rofes on the ips appear, [wear? 
What Sweets they breathe, what balmy dew they 
But loft and endlefs were my pain, to trace 
‘Che vatt infinity of beamty’s grace : 
Why fhould the mufe in lavith numbers {peak 
‘The golden treffes, or the iv’ry neck ? 
Why fhould the bathful nymph attempt to tell, 
What fofe rovid globes on rifing bofoms fwell 7 
What fecret charms—Since modefty denies, 
And bars the bold accefs of wanton eyes; 
Biufbing, with decent grace her veil fae draws, 
And Shields the fair from thame by cuftom’s rev". 

tend laws, 
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Nor do we lefsour manly beaaty boaft, 
Prov'd often to the love-fick virgin’s coft : 

In either fex, her fill, dame nature fhows, 
And equally her fairett gifts beftows. 

Mark when the downy plumes at frit begin 
‘To promife early manhood:-on his chin ; 

How goodly grac’d the rifing youth is feen, 
‘His form how noble, and how great his mien ; 
Pom vital juices wel} and-kindly mix’d, 

‘The conftitution juft and firmly fix'd; 

No meagre pale, upon bis vilage fpread, 
‘Taints with anwholfome hue the native red; 
Bat healthg¢ fanguine, of the Tyrian dye, 2 
Laughsin bis looks, while from his froat.on high, 
In large délceriling Jocks his auborn teeffes fly. 


Nor boaft his other parts lefs grace divine, 


Sweet lovelinefs with comely ftrength combine, 
Each limb on well compadtctt mufcles turns, 
And juft proportion the fair whole adorns, 
Such equal tempers happy Gallia knows, 

Such are the forms our kinder heaven beftows, 
Far from the clime where fultry uns arife, 
Fat from the wintry north’s inclement {kies, 

In the mid-{pace the-qneen.of nations lies; 
‘With foftch airs, with fweesett is the: bleft, 
And gefttle heats brood on her balmy breaft,~ 





¥f then the genial arts tuou feek to know, 
Attend to what the fkilful mufe can fhow, 
Sweet are her facred rules, and tunefully they 
flow. . 
% Not every man or woman was defign'd 
* ‘To propagate and multiply their kind ; 
“ Forbid we rightly the deform’d and foul, 
“ ‘Toclethe withill-fhap’d limbs the heav'nly foul.” 
Has not the poet’s fong divinely told 
Of births dereftéd in the days of old? 
How dreadtul Phiegeton.did night invade, 
Compreft the beldam in her own dire thade? 
Hence fprung the fifters (horrible to fight ') 
Whole hellith heads with hifling {nakes affright. 
Who shudders not at Pluto’s odious bed ? 
‘Wha. virgin would a onu-ey’d Cyclops wed ? 
‘Were I to judge, no Vulcan c’er Should prove 
A horrid hufband"to the queen of lg@e, 
Some fitter tafk-his barren age fhouild find, 
In hamm'ring holts for Jove to plague mankind, 
Doom'd to old Aktna’s forge he fhould remain, 
‘And drudge out dull immortal years in vain, 
But he who judges right of what is fair, 
‘With healthy fors will healthy daughters pair 
As unperforming ufelefs drones, will drive 
"The weak and fickly frm the marriage hive; . 
‘Whether a man, by frequent vifits, feel 
‘The gnawing torments of the gouty ill; 
Or fudden epilepfies feize his mind, 
Or bilious cholic rack his breaft with wind; 
Or on his wafted lungs an ulcer prey, 
Or a confumption lingeringly betray 
‘His pining life, and murder by delay, 
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For, man’s new curious fyftem to comroic, 
An equal portion every limb beftows, 
From every nerve coliedied nature flows: 
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Whence by traduétion from the father rup 

il habitudes, entail’d upon the fon; 

The latent poifon in the bowels grows, 

And propagates a family af woes. 

How oft do men their ill-ftar’d birth bewail, 

Condemn'd to a difeafeful body's jail! 

How oft with vain complaints they load the fkieq 

‘And guiltlefs gods aceufe with fruitlefs cries ! 

When the true caufe of theix repeated blame, 

From a diftemper’d feeble marriage came. 

Let then a healthy bridegroom and a bride 

Be in connabial leagues of Jove ally’d; 

If they defire chat future times fhould know 

To whet a Jovely origin they owe 

A race of men, for ali that’s gencrous born, 

Or to defend their country, or adorn 

The prudent farmers, who of heaven implore 

A plenteous harveft, and increafing ftore ; 

The fineft of their wheat for feed retain, 

Nor fow their acres with correpted grain. 

Hence loaded fields their annwal wealth unfold, 

And Tmiling Ceres waves in thealy gold. 

"Thus lab’ring hinds, for a rich crop of corn, 

Improve their ground, while you negle& with 
. {corn or: 

The grateful foil, from whence mankind is born : 

Unwilling, or unmindfu}, to produce 

From a hale body, pure and generous juice ; 

Which in clear channels may unblended roa, 

Fsvm the bright father to the brighter fon. 

Is then the price of man no better known, 

Or God, who form’d thy image from his own? 

Cannot that foul wifith does with art furvey 

The ftars, and travels o’er the milky way, ‘ 

Ere& thy fpirits, and refine thy clay? 

Does floth fupine in fuch frong fetcers bind 

Your abject fenfe, and make you lefs inclin’d 

To found a beautecus temple for th’ czhercal 

mind? 

¥e gods, who to a human. birth repair, ee ioc 

And watch the cradle with a guardians care, | ‘ 

From nuptial banes exclude a weakly pair; 

Left execrations from their childrens throat, 

Their wretched parents to the fiends devote. 

And thou, great Father of all human race, 

Whofe hand preferves this globe in ftrict embrace, 

No longer let the wicked caftom reign, 

Nor the juft beauty of thy labour fain. 

Let a new genius from the fkies defcend 

With better nature, and mankind befriend : 

Who may this theme with well wrote rules adorn, 

And give initruction to an age unborn, 


Nor is’t enough that marriages agree 

In mutual vigour, and from ficknefs free ; 
Hf you defire an offspring, you maft learn 
Another leffon of the firft concern. 
The nuptial knot fhouid be with cquals ty’d, 
No fanguine bridegroom to a {aple‘s bride ; 
Nor fhould a bloomy nymph cutomb her charms 
In an old hufband’s monumental arms 
Hymen will fuch an ill yok’d couple blame, 
| And Juno kindle an unhappy flame : 
Aleéto, frowning on the lucklefs pair, 

Shakes her fulphurecus torch, and fnaky hair. 
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* From her old wither’d fpoufe with {corn retires, 
His frigid kiffes fhuns, and languid fires ; 
With frequent tears bedews-her face, and quits 
Her idle dradge, and the detefted fheets. 
‘Thee, happy Atys, Rhea from above 
Purfu'd with chafte defires, and honeft love. 
Had th’ antiquated goddefs thee carefs'd, 
And with cold kiffes in her bofom prefs’d, 
Thy wafting youth had found its certain doomy: 
Unfinew’d of his ftrength and fpringing bloom, 
For the dull dryriefs of okd age defires 2 
Suck in with greedy thirft the falling rains; 
And {till unfated with the watery ftore, 


More aliment to feed its dying fires, 
And lufty nature's whole vivific flock requires. 

Their drought increafing, make demands for 
more, 


See how young Chloe, keen with ftrong rng 


So ever burning fands in Libyan plains, 


Yet more from difcord of unequal feed, 
‘When youth and age are coupled tor the breed, 
Difcafes in a fickly. train procewds 
Andif at laft a weakly offapring’s born, 
How oft his wretched being will he mourn ? 
How cft a life in mifery extend, 

Unufeful to his country, or his iriend ?., 


Nor can we here forget the. modifh crime, 
Which flights the rules of our inftrudting rhyme + 
How ill-advifing thirit of gold fupplies ot 
‘Phe want of paflion, and perverts our eyes 5 
Which to a face fuperior and, divine 
Prefers the monarch’s image on.the coin: 

How, fafhionably vain, large portions prowe - 

Rebellious fubjedts to commanding love : 

For if the chetts of a rich father hold ; 

"The facred Joad of writings, or of gold 5 

It he can jointure a eonfenting mate 

With the gay ruin of a val eftate 5 

Blind with the fhining hopes, each nymph will 
run : 

With proffer'd beauty to the charming fon, 

While the fond parents wifh her wealthily en 


done ; 
Though the pale wretch with fure contagion} 
kills, { 


infeed with an hofpital of ills, 

And every vile difeafe which crowds the weekly 
bills: 

"Though pining in the latt decline of life, 

A fruitlels burden to his longirg wife. 

How hard her fate, who in her youthful pride, 

Finds a dry montter fhoring by her fide, ‘ 

A married virgin fhe, and widow’d bride! 

Of her loft bloom how oft will the complain, 

And wot the joylefs fheets with nightly rain! 

How will the childlefs mourn ! or what is worfe, 

Lothe her detefted race, a heavier curfe 

Befides, if prompted by her ftrong defires, 

She fecks new fprings to cool her wanton fires 5 

If wand’ring in the fearch of biifs the flies, 

Ve feck what her enervate drudye denies 5 

(For who wou'd wifh a lothfome joy to prove, 

‘yr languifh in the arms of Gchly love?) 








‘What rank adalteries thy houfe will Qain, 

And crowd it with a long: promyfena: train, 

Which thou, good-natur'd ¢ , mut main-€ 
tam! : 

’Tis true, the boy, not thine, will bear thy namie, 

Though twenty fathers havea better claim. 

Here fhali his features, and his mien exprefs 

A baronet,-and theré his-groom confefs: 

Here a yeung colonel’s warlike look, or there 

A facaking citizen’s fubmniflive air, ‘ 

Then hall the hoarded fums, and glittering heap, 





ny 


Which thov haft labous'd anxioufly to keeps 





Then fhall the acres of thy rented ground, 
The flocks and herds with 
bound, fea ees 

All which to thee by long defceng have run, 
Be fpent in riot by a fpurious fon. * 

NE does:a private family alone 
Beneath the milchief of this poifon groans 
In palaces the growing el {preads, . 
“And imppdently climbs imperial beds : 
When kiggs, epfeebled by luxurious eafe, 
Or latent feed#@offome uncur’d difeaie, 
By the warm fides.of youthful conforts freeze; 
No longer now at the foft anvil fweat, 
Too impotent to‘govern or beget. 





“Fy 
Hence, infants fometimes may a kingdom guide, 


Though royal only by the mother's-fides ../ >”: 
Hence the deluded fire’s oblig’d to own: .. * 
The doubted offspring of 2 blood tinknown, | 
And willingly adopts the baftard to hjs throne. 


Nor is our fex lefs faulty than the fairs 
Alike we fall within the golden fnare : 
For if. matron’s fortune can fupptps; « 
‘The want of cach eoitearing qubicy 5 i 

ey 


‘| Though fitter for-a tenth than brid 


"Phough time fits hoary on her fhaking head ; 

Though from her eyes the brackifh humour 
breaks, 

And trickles down the furrows of her cheeks 5 

‘Though here and there a ftraggling-tooth is fet, 

Athin plantation, and deform’d with jett 5 

Though hufky coughs make an uggrateful dio, 

And phehyfickggartle from her tuhgs within : 

Yet if this complicated ill defire 

With Hymen’s torch to light her dying fire; 

if for connubial joys enrag’d the thick, 

To fate her greedy and impetucus luft; 

Some youager brother will perhaps incline 

To pay his homage at her galden fhripe: 

Who with diffembled love will fondly run 

‘Yo kifs the wither'd wealthy fkeleton ; 

Will fold the beldam in his arms to reft, {breaft. 

And with diffembled jay pant on her Icathern 

But ah! this hufband of a large eftate 

Soon flags, and turns by quick degrees to hate 5 

Quits the dull carcafe of the naufeous dame, 

shghts her dry embers for a brifker flame, 

And {ceks with eager heat a nobler game: 

Some tender yielding maids he longs to prove, 

Or fome co-eval wife’s unlawtt 

While, fingle, his neg'e&: : 

Acd waltes the joyleis night in empty Oghs. 






f 


which shy ficlds a 


§ 


isd 
Hence tears, pretuding-to:deftruttive jars, 
And fad complaints to unaffiting ftars | 
Hence deep refesifinents rack her jealous head, 
- For her wrétig’d honour, and deferted bed ! 
Hence Study of revenge her love repels, + 
And all the woman rifes and rebels! 
In wicked arts and deadly drugs the deals, 
Aad with diflembled duty-rage conceals : 
While caretefs he; and indolent of thought, , 
Brinks fure deftiuion in fome, fatal draught. 


Did not the tenets of religion bind 
‘To facred counfels my obedient mind, Sf 
Love fhould be liking; nor the auptial Jeagu 
Be ty’d by compact, or defign' intrigue 
Of felfidr'parents; who in wedleck join 
"Their fons, to Pails thewrawtslch, and not their line. 
For fhould wife nattfe, for the Cyprian joys, 
Dire& a couple ih thelr-ehtitual choice; 
, They would by refon, not by cuftom led, 
Ne’er tie a living body toa deat. 
Be banith’d then, unfit for amorous fpert, 
The fribling detard from the Paphian court 





“Lat youth their ftrength of youth atone employ, i 


“avd Bard swith etal love and healthy joy, 
~ ‘To propagsté inadkind and people earth 
wih atoufid offspring sod a generous birth. 
: an 


Nor, while'i di@até thefe important truths, 
Grateful to maidens and wriuidt ried -yOuths, © 
* Would J to an extreme as bad incline, © fa 
ged deardlefs boys with unfledg'd virgins join, } 
lew, to a bluth, and fond without defiga. 

For prudent naturg, who has then began 

‘To knit the joints,"and to confirm the man, 

Has not as yet her genial power diftill’d, 

Nor with prolific juice the veffels fill'd. 

Tf then a damfel, who defigns to wed, 

‘Would reap the pleafures of the nuptial bed ; 
Let her (for Themis thefe ftrict rules ordains, 
“To curb too forward nymphs, and eager {wains) 
Expe@ with patience, till the rolling fun 

Has twice fix times his annual journcy ron; 

‘Till her maturing years hegin to bloom, 

And promile early offspring to the womb. 

For when the fwelling mafs is fitmly knic, 

And the ripe virgin glows with perfect heat ; 
‘Then rofy flreams from fecret {prings abound, 
Which kindly bathe the fruitful womb around; 
By nature’s prudent care provided well, 

To feed the flceping infant in his cell : 

Then her foft breaits the lover’s heart inf{pire’ 
With tempting heavings, and provoke defire. 

So fhould the youth attend, till time begin 

‘With moffy down to clothe and fledge the chin ; 
‘Till the firm channels {well with vigorous bleed, 
And roll, impetuous, 2 prolific food. 

Then, if kind Juno his endeavours blefs, i 


He fafely may the wedded fair carefs, 

And venture on love's foft and clofe recefs, 

if youths and virgins would thefe rules-obey, 

And wifely follow where I chalk the way, 

What beauteous bleffoms would their labours 
bring? 

‘What fruits would in the bridal chamber {pring ? 


THE WORKS OF ROWE. 


Would they with equal conflitu:ions join} 

‘Man wou'd be all harmpnious, all divine, 

And angels heay'nly fooke would in God's 
image thine. 


Mean time, while lab’ring in this pleafing art, 

The facred Jaws of pature I impart; 

While to the married pair the willing mufe 

Gives found inftructions of important ufe: 

f.0! a young hero of imperial race, 

With early manhood and fuperior grace, 

Mounts the paternal throne of France, and 
brings ~ 

New glory to the blood ftom whence he {prings, 

The worthy fucceffor of ancient kings. 

Lewis! Heav'ns darling offspring, from above 

Sent to command with equity end love; 

By wholefome laws the factions world to bind, 

And be a prefent fuccdét t6 mankind. 

What royal mien! what mingfed"graces rife 

In every part, and lighten frous His eyes ! 

What majetty of foul, afpiting'te the fies! 

A thoufand goddeffes adntire his charms, 

His princely air a thottfand nymphs alarms, 

A thoufand fighs they fend, to languifh in his 
arms, . 

Him the bgight nymph of Auftria’s blood adores, 

Who bura¥where Tagus gilds therian thores; 

The gentle winds tell every fecret groan, 

*And waft her wifhes to the Gallic throne. 

If, mighty prince, thou to the match incline, 

Spain, and her {ndian treafures fhall be thine. 

For thee the tender Lufitanian dame 

Confumes, and rivals‘the Hefperian fame. 

For thee fhe pines; for thee ‘the beauties glow, 

Which drink the German Rhine and Latian Pe. 

All ttung alike, and cmulous to tread 

The bridal room, and mount thy lofty bed. 





But thou! the hope of the Burbonian line, 

& foreign Hymen’s facred torch decline. 

Of thofe refulgent ftars which crowd our fky, 

And fparkle in the Celtic galaxy, 

A bundred beauties in thy court are feen, 

Deferving the high title of thy queen ; 

On whole fair birth, a planet, like thy own, 

With friendly infiuence, propitious thone ; 2 

Whence kindly feeds arife, aod kifles not un- 
Enown. \ 

Nor be to fond defires fo biindly loft, > 

To choofe a nymph, whom torbid Tyber’s coat 

Or whem Aulonia’s petty princes boat. i 

Nor, mindlefa of the blood which {wells each) 
vein, 

Admit, as confort of thy glerious reign, 

Such humble births, a mea degenerate ftrain, 


Confult thy royalty with niceft care, 
And fix with judgment on the chofen fair, 
Worthy to langudh by a monarch’s fide 5 
Nor fee by proxy to an abfent bride, 





Garvey i1 perfon the delicious prize, 

And drink in love at thy own. piercing eyes ; 

Demand her perfon on a double fcore, 

“Much for her beauty, for her virtue more. 

Mad cuftom! where a queen is Jed to climb 

(Unieen before) the royal bed fublime : 

Where kings are guided by another's voice, 

And follow blindfold the deputed choice. 

Be this thy firft and lateft wilh, to prove, 

An filken chains of matrimonial love, 

Some charming heroine of high defcent, < 

The partner of thy breaft.and government : 

From whofe celeftial Joins may {pring an heir, 

Great, like his father ;-Jike his mother, fair: 

‘Whole native charms with an engaging art, 

‘Win the glad foul, and teal upon the heart. 

The confcious poople willingly obey 

Whene’er defigning deftiny makes way 

By manly beauty to imperial {way ; 

When they behold a royal infant born, | 

‘Whole ftarry temples fhall the crqwn adorn. 

Where is the mighty gain, that from,a ftem 

Of kings, a.Juno fhare thy diadem ¢ . 

If you attempt th’ embraces d&oe queen 

In hody foul, with fwarthy checks obfcene ; 

How vl fhe damp thy flames, thy pleafures 

cloy ? 

‘What love can the infpire? what real joy ? 

‘What juft materials bring for thytucceeding boy? 

Unfit for fceptres, his unpeincely face, 
Abhorring from the brightnefs, of thy race, 


Thy fubjedts fhall pervert, thy throne difgraces 


Nor is the fecret to the mufe unknown, 
How courts, to frequent wantonnesfes prone, 
By loofe defirca antl high examples led, 

Stain the chafte honours of the royal bed. 


PQEMS 


Hew a young monarch, to his queen unjat, 
Oft licenfes the fafhionable lu, 

So in Olympus once, adult'rous Fove 
Left his loth’d Juno for a humag love : 
In earth and heaven his fpurious offspring fow'd, 
Profufély {catter’d his immortal blood, .. ‘ 
And ftock’d the tky with a promifcwous. brood. 
Great fire, abandon this opprobrions life, 
Contented with @fov'd, and loving wife. . * 
Let the pure iflue of ynfpotted lames 

Thy fceptre wield, and faun lafcivious dames.’ 


isy 















But if my private mange, without offence, . 
May freely utter her impartialfenfe; 
There might be founda, more adapted mate 
Of higher virtues, though of bumbler ftate : 
+ Who with requiting fires thy. fires would meet," 
OF temper equal, and of form completes... 
Whofe looks might foften and unbend thy cage, 
And eage the burden of the gold you wear. 
Others, who coluRg alliance to thy throne, 

Seek but to ftreny aad fecure their own: 

So the weak branches of the tender vine 

In circling folds the married elm entwins. 

But kings, who to themfelves their grandeur owe, 
Self-balanc’d, on unmov’d foundations grow: 
Safe in their people’s flrength, from princes near. 
They feek no fuccburs, and no forces fear. 





But while we wait, from what cele ‘worth, 
From what great princefs of exalted birth, 
New Cafare thal arife terule the Gallic earth : 
Me, Phebus, guide with thy informing light, 
While ufeful laws for hufhands I indite; 

Smile on my pleafiog toil, and. aid my daring 
flight... ; 


THE 
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If bufinefs calls, or crowded courts invite, 
Th’ unblemith’d Statefman feems to ftrike my fight ; 
If in the ftage f {eek to foothe my care, 
I meet his foul which breath'd in Cato there; 
If penfive, to the rural fhades | rove, . 
His fhape o’ertakes me in the lonely grove; 
°*Twas there of good and juft he reafon’d ftrong, 
Clear’d fome great truth, or rais’d fome ferious fong ; 
There patient fhew’d us the wife courfe to fteer, 
A candid cenfor, and a friend fevere; 
‘There taught us how to live ; ard (oh! too high 
‘The price of knowledge) taught us how to die. 
TICKELL’S ELEGY ON ADDISON, 
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THE LIFE OF ADDISON. 








Josern Apuson, one of the greateft names in "Boghit Jiterature, was fon of the Rey, Dr. Lancelot 
Addifon, Resor of, Milfton.in Wiltthire, where he was bora May 3. 1672; and appearing weak,- 
and unlikely to live, was baptifed: the fame day. 

After the ufnal domettic ‘eduéation, which, from the character of his father,'a man of talents, vire. 
tue, and religion, may be reafonably fuppofed to have given him early and deep impreffions of piety 
and morality, he was committed to the tuition of the Rev. Mr. Nath ac Ambrefbury near Million, 
and afterwards of the Rev, Mr. Taylor at Salifhury. 

In 1683, his futher was made Dean of Litchfield, and it is fuppofed, cherie” his fon-ttiGh-hise to" 
his Deanry, and placed him with Mr, Shaw, mafter of the {chool in the city (0 whith “hé ¥é-: 
moved, re: 

Tradition has preferved a ftory of barring out the matter at the approach of the holidays, which, 
at the early age of twelve, he is faid to have planned and conduéted with fupericy wifdom and 
coprage, 

From ‘Litchfield ‘he was remayed ta.the Charter-Houfe, where he purfied his: Aindictevadsi® DY, 
Eltis, and contraéted an intimacy with Breele, ‘which lafted as. tony ag be. lived,’ and which, tas. 
joint literary exertions have fo effequally tranfmitted to pofterity. 

In 1687, the fifteenth year of his age, he was entered into Queen's College Oxford, where his father, 
had ftudied, Claffical learning, being held in the bigheft eftimation at Oxford, was the principal object 
of his attention. Latin poetry, there one of the chief roads to eminence, fick procured him dif. 
tin@ion, The accidental perufal of his Latin Verfes on the Inauguration of King William and. Ruten, 
Mary, 1689, gained him the patronage of Dr. Lancafter, then Fellow, afterwards: Provoft © 
of Queen’s College, by whofe recommendation he was elected into Magdalane College,-ag a Denyiy. 
a term in that fociety of the fame import with tbat of q fcholar in other Colleges. 

The knowledge moft highly valued in the foeiety of which he was a member, he’continued to. 
cultivate, and foon-became eminent by his Latin compofitions, and thofe exercifes which led chiefly 
to fame. 

In 1690, he contributed a copy of Latin Verfes to the Oxford Congratulations, em the return of 
Kina Witttam from ireland, after the Battle of the Boysie. 

" In 1693, he took the degree of Mutter of Arts; and the fame year fabmigted to the Public a. 
copy of Verfes addreffed to Dryden, which was his firft performance in Bagi, 

This was followed, foon after, by a tranflation of the fourth Georgic upou Bees; “ after whieh,'® 
fays Dryden, * .my latter ‘fwarni is hardly worth the hiving.”* 

About the fanie time he furnifhed Dryden with the arguments to the feveral hooks of his Virgil, 
and wrote an “* Effuy on the Georgics,? which is prefixed as a preface to Dryden's tranflation, though 
his name is not mencioned, becaufe he defired to have it concealed. 

In 1694, he wrote “* Aa Account of the Greatef? Englife Poets,” infcribed to Mr. Hz. 5, genérally 
underftood to mean his Fellow-Collegian, Henry Sacheyerell ; who at that time profefied Revoly- 

Li 
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tion principles, and whofe trial for reviling the Revolution, and other meafures refulting from 
principles of freedom, is the moft remarkable incident in his life. 

Af the information communicated in a le:ter found among Dr, Johnfun’s papers, dated January 

1784, from a Lady in Wiltthire, ‘may be credited, by the initials H. 8. is not to be underftosd the 
famous Dr. Sacheverell, but a very iogenious gentleman of the fame name, who died young, fup- 
pofed to be a Mankfinan, for that he wrote the hiftory “ of the Ile of Man had formed the plan 
of a Tragedy on the Death of Socrates, and left his papers to Addifen. 

But this importance difcovery in literary hiftory, is unfupperted by collateral evidence, which is 
more favourable to the received opinion; for it is known that a ftricl intimacy then Subfifted be- 
tween Sacheverell and Addifon, though few charatters could be mare different : for Sacheverell, 
with talents hardly reaching mediocrity, was confident and affuming ; Addifon, with the richeft 
fund of merit, was diffident and modeft. ‘The former was the vicka: bigetted votary of arbitrary 
power ; the latter the moderate friend of rational liberty. Sacheverell was drawn into uctice by 
party prejudice; Addifon attained eminence by genius, learning, aud virue. 

The Rrongeft evidence of their early intimacy is to be found in the poem: “infelf, which exhibits 
all the fondnefs of friendthip; and it is very honourable for Addifon, that when he afterwards dif- 
fered with his friend, he did not differ f:om himielf, but <dhered to thofe principles which Sache- 
werell had deferted. 

In the clofe of the poem, he infinuates a defign he bad formed of entering int» hely orders, to 
which he had been ftrongly foliciced both by his father and by members of the Usiverfity ; but the 
influence of Montague, Chancellor of the Exchequer, to whom abour this time he was introduced fi hy 
Congreve, concurring with his natural modefty, diverted him from’ ‘hisoriginal defign. Montague 
alleged the corruption of men who engaged in civil employments without liberal education, and de- 
clared that though he was reprefented as. an enemy to the church, he would never, do it any injury, 
butiby withholding Addifon from it. 

In 1695, he publithed “ 4 Poem to bis Afajefy,” with a poetical introdu@iop to Lord Keeper 
Somers, which procured him ‘the patronage of that illuftrious ftarefman. 

In 1697, appeared his Latin Verfes on the Peace of Ryfwick, which he dedicated to Montague, 
and which was afterwards calied by Sn.ith, “ ‘The beft Latin Poem firce the /Encid,.” 

His Latin compofitions fvem to have had much of his fondncfs, for he now collected a fecond 
volume of the Mufe Aaglicene, in which all his Latin pieces are inferted, and where his Poem on 
Peace has the firit place. 

Having yet no public employment, through the Hberal recon endatié “ét Somers and Mon-j 
tague, the King, in 1699, beflowed en him a penfion ‘of 3col. to’ enable him to travel. 

During his travels through ioly, he colleéted his Remarks ow i the Country, compofed his Dia- 
logues on Medals, and four Adts of Cato, 

In 1701, he wrotc from Italy the Letter to Montague, now become Lord Halifax, which is july 

onfidered as the moft elegant, if not the molt fublime of his poetical productions. 

Phas he returned | to England i in 1702, his friends were out of the Miniftry, and his penfion was 





difcontinued. - 

Soon afcer his return, he publithed his Travels, with a dedication to Lord Somers, which form 4 
large commentary on the Letter to Halifax. 

For upwards of two years he remained at home, without any opportunity of exerting his gents, 
or of obtaining avy reward for what he had done. 

ain-1704, when the victory at Blenheim fpread triumph and confidence over the nation, Godol- 
phia, the Treafurer, lamented to Hylifax, that it had not been celebrated in a manner equal to the 
fubjeét, and defired him to propefe it to fume poet more adequate to the theme. Halifax recom- 
mended Addifon, but required that the Treafurer fhould apply to him in his own perfon. Godolphin 
fant a meflage by Mr. Boyle, then Chancellor of the Exchequer, afterwards Lord Carleton, in fuck 
as prevailed upon Addifon to und 


dertake the tafk. 
n fhewed the work to the er, when it was no farther advanced than the fimile of 





ter 








Ad 
the Angel, who was fo well pleafet wich it, that he immediately appointed him to fuccecd Mr. 





Locke, as Commifliouer of Appeals. 
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His poem, which he entitled Tbe Campuign, was addreffed to the Duke of Marlboreugh, aad re- 
ceived with loud and general applavfe. 

In 1705, he attended Halifax to Hanover, and the year after was made Under-Secretary of State 
to Sir Charles Hedges, then appoined Secretary of State. The Earl of Sunderland, a few months” 
after, fuccecded Sir Charles Hedges, and continued him in the fame office. 

Ac this time there prevailed a general tafte for tralian Operas. ‘The brilliant wit and energetic 
humour of a Congreve, and the pathos of ap Otway; were abandoned for thofe trifling and ridicae 
lous performances. . 

Halifax, and other perfons of tafte and diftin@ion, importuned Addifon to try, in our own lane 
guage, a muical draina, which might combine infellect with harmony. 

He accordingly undertook the talk, and wrote the Opera of Rofamoad, which was exhibited in 
1707, but met with no fuccefs on the ftage. Sir John Hawkins obferves that the villainy of Clay» 
ton’s mufic preponderated againft the elegance arid humour of the poetry. . 

Confcious that it mericed a more favourable judgment, he publithed it, with a dedication to “the 
Duchefs of Marlborough, which has been cenfured by Dr. Johnfon with unjuttifiable feverity. 

Steele fomewhat advanced his reputation hy the “ Tender Hufband,” 2 comedy, which he dedi« 
cated to him, with a confeffion, that he owed'to him feveral of the moft fuccefsful feenes, To thie 
play Addifon fupplied 4 prologue. : 

In 1709, when the Marquis of Wharton was appointed Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, Addifon at= 
tended him as his Secretary, and was made Keeper of the Records in Bermingham’s Tower, in the 
room of King, with a falary augmented by the Queen, for his accommodation, to’ 300l. a-year. 

‘When He was in office, Swift has recorded, that he made a law to himfelf never to remit his res 
golar fees in civility to his frienda, “ for, faid he, I may have a hundred friends, and if my fee 
be two guineas, I fhall, by relinquifhing my Baht, lofe two bundred guineas, afd no friend gain 
more than twos there is, therefore, no proportion between the good imparted and the evil fuf- 
fered.” He alfo cftablifhed a rule to himfelf never to take, on any pretence whatever, more than 
the ftated and cuftomary fees of his office. A remarkable inftance of this integrity was his refufal 
of a bank note of 3001, and afterwards of a diamond ring, of the fame value, from a Major Dunbar, 
whom hé had endeavoured to ferve by his tatereft with Lord Sunderland, as appears in a letter ~ 
from himfelf, preferved by Mr, Maty (Review 1783), for which the public were ofiginally in- 
Aebted to Curle: . , 

He was in Ireland, when Steele, without any communication of his defign, began to publifh the . 
Tathr, the firft number of which appeared, April 12. Hog, and was continued to January 2. 171T. 
He difcovered Steele to be the author, from an obfervation on Virgil, which he had communicated 
tohim. This difcovery led him to afford Steele occafional affiftance. : ; 

On the change of the Miniftry, he loft his employment; and found leifure to engage more free 
quently in the Tatler, which contributed confiderably to advance its reputation, 

Such was the fuperiotity of Addifon's writing, that Steele faid he fared like a diftrefled prince 7a 
who called 2 powerful neighbour to his aid, aud was undone by his auxiliary. e 3 

But the full difplay of his talents, learning and compofition, was referved for the Spectator. ‘The 
plan of this celebrated work was concerted between Addifon and Stecle. The firft number dppears 
ed March r.171%. The work was continued daily to December 8, 1714. Addifon furnifhed by 
much the greater number of thofe papers, both gay and ferious, which are moft liked and admired. 
His papers are diftinguifhed by one of the letters in the name of CLIO. : 

In 1773, the tragedy of Cate, which he had planned during his travels, was finifhed for the ftage,~ 
and exhibited at Drury-lane, with unprecedented fuccefs. The Whigs, apprehenfive that liberty was 
in danger from the inachinations of the Tory Miniftry, applauded every Sine in which liberty was 
mentioned, as a reprehenfion of the unconftitutional projets they imputed to the Tories. The 
‘Lories joined in the applaufe, to manifeft their unconfcioufnefs of any fuch incefttions. Boling- 
broke calied into his box, the actor who perfonated Cato, and made him a prefent of fifty guineas, 

or fo ably defending the caufe of liberty againft a perpstual digtator. ~ 
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” ‘Through the etnulation of contending fa@ions, Cato was acted thirty-five nights without intere 
sniffion, The prologue was written by Pope, and the epilogue came from the pen of Garth. . 

“Wwitenie was printed, notice was given that the Queeti would be pleafed if it was dedicated te 
her} ‘but as he had | defigned that compliment elfewhere, (it is believed to the Duchcfs of Marl- 
borough) * he found himfelf obliged," fays Tickell, “ to fend it into dre world without any dedi- 
gation.’ 

Tt was recommended by eight copies of verfes; -aniong which thofe of Steele, Hughes, Young, 
‘Tickell, Jeffries, and Eufden, deferve to be diftinguithed. 

Neighbouring nations beftowed no lefs applanfe on this play than our own. It was tranffated into 
the French language, and underwent both Italian and German verfions. 

' A eothpofition which fa@ion, rank, aiid literature, concurred in praifing, could not efcape cen~ 
Sure. Afcholar of Oxford attacked it a5 @ party play, in a pamphlet intituled, “ Mr. Addifon turn- 
ved Tory.” Dr. Sewell deferided it, in a pamphlet intituled, “ Obfervations on Cato.” 

‘The moft drentots and fotitidable’ impugnet of -its merits was Dennis He wrote a pam- 
phlet and fevet: letters, to fhew that all the world wert wrong in beftowing on’ it applanfe, 
or even approbation. Many of his remarks are frivolous, and more are captions. ‘There are 
not, however, wanting in his ftri@ures, remarks that have confiderable weight. He difplays a 
mind which, with more enlarged obfervation, and greater liberality of fentiment, might have fuc- 
eended i in criticifm, 

~ Among thofe whort the ill-natured criticifm of Dennis: prorated; “wis Pope, whio at this time 
profeifed great friendthip for Addifon. He wrete'a vely Revere bit hutmerows pitce, intituled, “ A 
‘Narrative of the Madnefs of John Detmis.” This “pamphlet: tended “much more to ridicule the 
“eritic, than to tefute the eriticifin, Addiftin, ‘athio tw the felfithnefs of Pope’s friendfhip, never ane 
‘fwered the objedtions of Dennis. 

Soon after the appearance of Cato, another daily papet, called the Guardiax, was publithed by 

é | Steele, “Addifon gave confiderable affitance, theugh not fo regutarly asin the SpeG@ator.: His pa- 
" pers in the Guardian are marked by a band, 

About this time, he wrote a few papers, entitled the Wig Examiner, in anfwer to fome effays in, 
the Tory paper of that name. On no occafion, Dr. Johnfon obferves, was the genius of Addifon 
more vigorouily exerted, and on none did the fuperiority of his powers more evidently appear. 

“The year after the Guordian was publifhed, the Spedlator was revived, No marks were added to 
diftinguith the authors, To Addifon twenty-three: papers are afcribed. In this volume, as in the 
Guardian, there is a greater portion of the fErious than in the former feven, 

On the death of the queen, he was appointed feeretary to the regency. On the arrival of the king, 
it was propofed to make him fecretary of ftate. This he himfelf ftrenuoufly declined. He a fecond 
time accepted the place of fecretary to the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland,then Lord Sunderland. The 
Lord Lieutenant was foon removed, and Addifon was sppainted one of the Lords of trade. 

___ His political employments diverted him from executing a defign he had formed of compofing an 
Englith Digionary’; a work which has fince called forth the learning and intelleé of Dr. Johnfon 

During the rebellion 1715, he commenced a periodical work, in {upport of the eftablithed govern- 
meat, intituled The Freebolder. Yt confifted of fifty-five papers, and continued twice a week, from 
December 1715 to June 1716. 

This year (1716) he married (Aug. 2.) the Countefs Dowager of Warwick, whom he had foli- 
cited by along and anxious courtihip. It is faid, that he derived little happinefs from the accom: 

“plifhment of his withes. In her eftimation, the native luftre of genius was not adequate to the ad- 
ventitious glare of anceftry. > 

The following year he rofe to his higheft elevation, being made fecretary of ftate. His health, 
which had been before impaired by an afthma, fuffered greatly from the fatigue of his office, Fiad- 
ing at lait, that public bulincfs was toc much for him, he was permitted to refign his employment, 
and gratified with a penfion of 15001. 2 year. 

From politics he returned to literature, and refumed a work he had begun, On the Evidences of the 
Chriflian Religion. He had alfo projected a new poetical verficn of the pfalms, and a tragedy on the 
Death of Seyrstis. 
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Abont this time appeared the comedy of The Drummer, which is aferibed to him upon the-t6fti+ 
mony of Steele, and the internal evidence. F 

In 1718-19, he relapfed into politics, and wrote two pamphlets, intitled the Off Whig, in. de 
fence of the Peerage Bill, with remarks on the * Picbeian,” a paper written by Stecle, and intended 
to expofe the arifteeratic tendency of the bill. In the fir Old Wig, it does not appear that Steele 
‘was then known to be the advacate for the Commons. : 

"The bill was negatived 7th December 1719, by 269 againft 177. 

"Phe end of this great man’s life was now near at hand. In addition to his afthmatical com~ 
plaint, he was at this time affli@ed with a dropfy. After a long and manly ftruggle with hie dif- 
temper, he abandoned all hopes of life. He gave directions to his friend Tickell concerning the 
publication of his works, and dedicated them, on his death-bed, to his friend and fucceffor. Mre 
Secretary Cragge. Young relates, that, in his laft moments, he direfted his ftep-fon, Lord Ware 
wick, to be called; and when he defired to hear his laft. injunctions, forcibly grafping the young 
man’s hand, he foftly faid, “ See in what peace,ef mind a Chriftian can die.” He fpoke,-and 
foan expired. : a 

~ He taught us bow to live; and (oh! too Righ 
"The price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 


‘He died 17th June 2719, at Holland-Houfe near Kenfington, in the 47th year of his age, leaving 
no child, but a daughter, who was alive and unmarried in 1785, refiding at Bilton, near Rugby, 
in Warwickthire, and poffeffing an income of more than 1200 1. a-year. ; 

His printed works and manufcripts, the moft confiderable of which were the Keidenres pf se Chri= 
Sian Religion, and the Dielegue on Medals, were collected and podblithed by: Tickéll, in a.vols, At, 
1711, to which he prefixed an ascount of his Iife. Foe . 

Confiderable additions have fince been made to Tickell’s edition, upon good authority, and his 


Periodical Effays have been more fully afcertained in the edition of the Tatler, with notes, in 6 vo 
lumes, 8vo. 3786. oe : 


"The charséter of Addifon is to be learned from his writings, and from the general teftimony 
ef the age in which he lived. Tickell, Steele, Young, Pope, Swift, and all theft who knew him 
beft, declare he was the moft communicative, entertaining, and delightful companion they ever 
knew. H 


Bleft with each talent, and each art to pleafe. 
And born to'write, converfe and live with eale ; 


Party geal, in his moral chara@er, never fancied a ftain; envy never imputed to him a crime. 
His merit wes fo, generally acknowledged,, that Swift, having obferved that his eledtion: pat 


without a conteft, adds, that if he propofed himfelf for King, he would hardly have “been. 
refuted. . . 

High as he ftood-in the public eftimation, he has been accufed, fince his death, of having, in his 
conduct to Pope, exercifed a great deal of jealoufy, envy, and malevolence. 

‘The accufstion is brought forward by Mr. Ruffhead, in his “ Life of Popes” but neither Mr. 


Ruffhead nor Dr. Warburton, who furnithed his materials, could have any perfonal knowledge of 
the circumftances; which not only do not p 


rove, but do not even render probable the charge of en~ 
vy, jealoufy, and malice alleged by Pope againft Addifon. 

Characters long allowed to be eminently excellent; are not to be changed from flight circumftances, 
or vague reports, Nothing will overturn them but the force of dire&, pofitive, unbiaffed teftimeny. 
Pope might impute meannefs and difingenuity to Addifon : his friends and partifans might -repeat 
the charge. But now, that Addifon and Pope are regarded not as Whig and Tory, as hes fof 
ene party of literati or another, an eftimate of their moral character is to be formed, not from the 
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exaggerations or invedtive: of their adherents or enemies, but from the hiftory .of their condudt, 
and the teftinvony of their imparcial contemporaries. a 
Liftening te the general voice in favour of his juftice, beneficence, patriotifm, moderation, eco- 
- homy, prudence, candour, and liberality, the writer of this fight narrative is not with-held by a 
few murmurs, from expreffing his convidlion that Addifon wasa man of moral excellence, no lefs 
exalted than his intelleQual. 

‘The writings of Addifon are chiefly poetical, critical, and moral. Mr. Gilbert Cooper has ftyl. 
him “ an indifferent poet, and a worfe critic ;* and Dr. Hard callshim “2 very ordinary poct.” 
‘Fhe public opinion is more favou: able. 

His poetry claims a high praife, though not the higheft. It has not often. thofe felicities of dic- 
tion which give luftre to fentiments, or that vigour of fentiment which animates diction : there is 
‘little of ardour, vehemence, or tranfpoft ; there is very rarely the awfulnefs of grandeur, and not 
very often the fplendor of elegance, It is, in general, rather found philofophy and juft morality 
verfified, than animated defctiption or interefting exhibition. Bar though it be not generally very 
pidurefque, animated, or impaffioned, yet there are many paffages which evince reel poetical 
genius. 4 *5e 

The tragedy of Cato is unqueftionsbly the nobleft production of his genius. Confidered gs a 
reprefentation of natural fituations, characters, fentiments, and paffions, in one action, it admits 
of juhk-cenfure. Yhe characters are far from being interefting ; we do not often confider what they 
aredoing,.or what they are fuffering. But they are made the vehicles of {ach expreffion; that, a8 
Dr, Johnfon obferves, there is fcarcely a feene in the play which the reader does pot with to imprefs 
wpon his memory, ais 3 wus ‘ 

t'The Opera of Refamond is one of the moft pleafing of his poetical performances. The fubjed is 
chofen with judgment, the fable is agreeable and interefting, the thoughts are juft and generally vie 
gorous, the imagery beautiful, the fentiments natura? and often tender, the verfification cafy and 
harmonious; the fongs are good, but inferior to the thoughts, fentiments, and language, The 
whole drama is airy and clegant, engaging in its procefs, and pleafing in the conclufion, though 
* fomewhat debated by the comic charadters of Sir ‘Truftly and Grideline. 

The weight of its charaéter has forced its way into this colliedlion, as a fuitable companien te 
Caza, and his fmailer poems. 

The Leiter from Italy has always been praifed, but has never been praifed beyond its merit. To 
exquifite beauty and harmony, it jcins a large portion both of the defcriptive and fentimental fub- 
lime. It is more correct, with lefs appearance of labour, and more elegant, with lefs ambition of 

ornament, than any other of his pacms, Amidft its excellencies, the addrefs to liberty ftands emis 
nently confpicuous. It is forcible without exaggeration, and animated without extravagance. 

‘The Campaign, which, Dr. Warton harfhly calls, © A Gazette in Rhyme,” combines hiftorical ac. 
curacy with poetic animation and grandeur. The wiidom, forefight, vigour, adtivity, and courage 
of Marlbcrough, are exhibited with a fublimity adequate to the exalted theme. The moral of the 
Poem is cxccllent. But the effect of the whole would have been more complete, had there been 
more comprefiion and more unity. : 

His Latin verfes di'play the elegance of his claffical tafle, ‘The numbers are fmooth and. harmoni- 
ous, the flyle is pure und even elegant, and the compofition corre&. The thoughts are generally 
juft, but rarely new or vigorous; the imagery exaét,but feldom animated. The verfes on the Peace, 
however, are vigorous and clegant. The War betaween the Pygmies and ibe Cranes is replete with aniv 
mated defcription. ‘The Puppetfow is defcribed with much humour; and the Ode fe Dr. T. Burnet 
isin the true fpizit of Horace. His Tranflaticns have little that can employ or requie criticifm ; they 
are for the moft part fmvoth and eafy, and fuch as may be read with pleafure by thefe who do not 
know the originals, 7 

th his Verfes to Dryden, to Sacheverell, to Somers, and to the King, there is little that’ delights, 
and fclcom any thing that cfiends, His Ode on St. Cecilia bas been imitated by Pope, and has 
ferethinig in it of Dryden’s vigeur. His Zinitation of the Third Ode of the Third Book of Herace is 
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performed with energy aid vigour. His Hymns are ealy, elegant, and harmonious. “His Werfer 2s 
Koeller ave peculiarly happy. There is fearcely any inftance where mythology has been applied 
with more delicacy and dexterity. Lord Orford calls them the mof beautifyl of Addifon's-poeti- 
cal works. . 

“ His poetry,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ is polithed and pure, the produ& of. 2 mind too judicious to 
commit faults, but not fufficiently vigorous to attain excellence. He has fometimes a ftriking line, 
ora thining paragraph; but, on the whole, he is warm rather than fervid, and fhews more dexte+ 
rity than firength. He was, however, one of our earlieft examples of correainefs.” y 

‘Asa critic, Addifon is entitled to great praife. His tafte is truly elegant, and his judgment 
acute and difcriminating. Defeétive as he has been thought, by Dr. Hurd, in the philofophy: of 
his criticifms, he certainly contributed in an eminent degree, by his Critique on Paradife Left, bis 
Remarks on Ovid, and hie Effays on Wit, andron.the Pleafures of the imagination, to diffife good ~ 
tafte in the nation, and to promote the canfe of polite literature. A ftill higher preife belongs to 
Addifon: No writings are better fitted than his folederving the caufe of virtue and religion. ee 

 Asateacher of wifdom,” fays Dr. Johnfon; “ teeny be confidently followed. All the ens 
chantments of fancy, and ali the cogency of argument are employed to recommend to the reader < 
his real intereft, the care of pleafing the Author of his being.””“* - 

His profe is churadherifed:by'les inintitable elegance, perfpicuity, fiamplicity, and fweetnefs, 

% Addifon,” fays the'fame jeiicious and claffical critic, “ never deviates from his track to {natch 
agrace; he feeks no ambitious ornaments, and tries. po hazardous innovations. His page is ab 
ways luminous, but never blazes in unexpected iplendor. His fentences have neither ftudied ant. 
plitude, nor affected brevity; his periods, though not diligently rounded, are voluble sad calf. 
‘Whoever withes to attain‘an Englith ftyle, familiar, bot not coarle, and: elegant; bat noe Acard 
tious, mult give bis days and nights to the volumes of Addifon.”-  -“ ; # : 
















DEDICATION. 


Fcc enn eee 


To the Right Honourable 


2 


JAMES CRAGGS, Esq 


HIS MAJESTY’S PRINCIPAL SECRETARY OF STATE, 


Dear Sis, 


I cannot with that any of my writings fuguid 
jaft longer chan the memory of our. friendirip; 
and, therefore, I thus publicly bequeath them to 
you, in return for the many valuable inftances of 
your affection, 

That they may come to you with as little difad- 
vantage as pofhible, I have left the care of them to 
one *, whom, by the experience of fome years, I 
know well qualified to anfwer my intentions. He 
has already the honour and happinefs of being 
under your protection ; and, as he will very much 
ftand in need of it, I cannot with him better, than 
that he may continue to deferve the favour and 
countenance of fuch a patron. 

I have no time to lay out in forming fuch com- 
pliments, as would but ill fuit thae familiarity be- 
tween us, which was once my greateft pleafure, 
and will be my greateft honour hereafter, Inftead 
of them, accept of my hearty wifhes, that the 


# Mr, Tickeil, 


great reputation you have acquired fo early, may 
increafe more and more: and that you may long 
ferve your country with thofe excellent ralents, 
and unblemifhed integrity, which have fo power- 
fully recommended you to the moft gracious and. 
amiabl¢ monarch that ever filled a throne. May 
the franknefe and generofity of your fpirit con~ 
tinue to foften and fubdue your enemies, and gain 
you many friends, if poflible, as fincere as yourfelf. 
When you have found fuch, they cannot with you 
more true happinefs than I, who am, with the 
greatelt zeal, 


Dear SIR; 


Your moft entirely affeCtionate Friend, 


And faithful obedient Servant, 
June 4. 1729. é 
J. ADDISON. 

















TO MR. DRYDEN, 


How long, great Poct, fhall thy facred lays 
Provoke our wonder, and tranfcend our praife 2 
Can neither injuries of time, or age, 

Damp thy poetic heat, and quench thy rage ? 
Not fo thy Ovid in his exile wrote, 


. Grief chill'd his breaft, and ‘check'd his rifing 


thought = 
_Penfive and fad, his drooping mufe betrays 
"The Roman genius in its laft decays. 
Prevailing warmth has ftill thy mind poffeit, 
And fecond youth is kindled in thy breaft ; 
"Thou mak'ft the beauties of the Romans known, 
And England. boafts of riches not her own ; 
"Thy lines have keightcn’d Virgil's majeity, 
And Horace wondets at himfelf in thee. 
"Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our ifle 
Yn fmoother numbers, and a clearer ftyle; 
And Juvenal, inflruéted in thy page, 
Edges his fatire, and improves his rage. 
Thy copy salts a faircr light on all, 
And ftill out-fhines the bright original. 
Now Ovid boafts th’ advantage of thy fong, 
And tells his ftory in the Britifh, tongue ; 
"Thy charthing verfe, and fair tranflations, fhow 
How thy own laural firft began to grow : 
How wild Lycaon, chang’d by angry gods, 
And frighted at himfejf, ran howling through the 
woods, ‘ 
O imay’ft thou ftill the noble tafe prolong, 
Nar-age, nor ficknefe, interrupt thy fong + 
‘Thea may we wondering read, how human 
va, -bimbs ‘ * 
Have water’d kingdoms, and diffolv’d in ftreams 
Of thofe rich fruits that on the fertile mold 
‘Turn’d yellow by degrees, and ripen’d into gold; 
How fome:in feathers, or a ragged hide, 
Have liv’d a fecond life, and. different natures 
*d, 7 
Then wit thy Ovid, thas transform'd, reveal 
A nobler change than he himiclf can tell, 


Magd. College, Oxon. > 
Jane 2, 2693. ¢ 
The Author's age 43. 


Sages 
A POEM tO Bis MAJESY®, 
PRESENTED TO THE LORD KEPPER. 





<hr to 
THE RIGHT HON. SIR JOHN SOMERS; 
Lory KEEPER OF TRE GREAT SEAL, 
1695- 


Tr yet your thenghts are loofe from ftate affairs, _ 

Nopéeel the burden of 2 kingdom’s cares ; 

If ¥et your time and aétions are your own; 

Receive the prefent of a mufe unknown : 

A mufe that, in adventurous numbers, fings 

The rout of armies, and the fall of kings, 

Britain advane'd, and Europe's peace reftor’d, 

By Somers’ counfels, and by Naffau’s fword. 
To you, my Lord, thefe daring thoughts belong 

Who help’d to raife the fubject of my fong ; 

To you the hero of my verfe reveals 

His great defigns, to you in council tells 

His inmoft thoughts,: detertining the doom 

Of towns unftormi’d, and battles yet to come, 

Aad well could you, in your immortal ftrains, 

Defcribe his conduét, and reward his pains; 

But, fince the ftate has all your cares engrofs'd, 

And poetry in higher thoughts is loft, 

Attend to what a leffer mufe indites, 

Pardon her faults, and countenance her flights. 
On you, my Lord, with anxious fear 1 wair, 

And from your judgment muft expe& my fate, 

Who, free from vulgar paffions, are above 

Degrading envy, or mifguided love ; 

If you, well pleas’d, fhall {mile upon my lays, 

Secure of fame, my voice I'll boldly raife, 

For next to what you write, is what you praife.. 





TO THE KING. 


Wren now the bufinefs of the field is o’er, 
‘The trumpets fleep, and cannons ceafe to reary 


® King William. 


POEMS. 


‘When every difmal echo is decay’d, 

And all the thunder of the battle laid; 

_Atten!, aufpicions prince ; and let the mufe 

in humble accents milder thoughts infule 
O:hers, i bow prophetic numbers tkill’d, 

Set thee in arms, and led thee to the field; 

My mufe expecting on the Britihh rand 

‘Waits thy. return, and welcomes thee to land: 

She oft Has teen’ thee prefling on'the foe, 

When Europe was cuncern’d in every blow; 

But durft not in heroic ftrains rejoice ; 

‘The trumpets, drums, aod canoons, drown'd her 

voice 
She faw the Bo-ne run thick with human gore, 
‘And floating corps lie beatitig on the thore ; 
She faw thee climb the banks, but try’d in vain 
'To trace her hero through the dufty plain, 
‘When through the thick embattled lines he broke, 
Wow plung’d amidit the foes, now loft in clouds of 
fuoke. P 
O thut fume mule, renown'd for lofty verfe, 
In daring numbers would-thy toils rebearfe . 
Draw thee belov’d in peace, and fear'd in wars, 
Inur'd to noun-day fweate, and mid-night cares! 
But Aik the God-like man, by fome hard fate, 
Receives thy glory of his toils too late; 
Too late the. verfe the mighty ac& fucceeds, 
One age the hero, one the poet breeds. 

A thoufand years in full fucceffion ran, 


Fre Virgil rais'd his voice, ‘pad fung the man : 
te we era bores 


‘Who, driven by ftrefs of fate, Tuchs dan 
On ftormy feas, and a difaftrous thore, 
Before he feteled in the promis’d earth, 
And gave the empire of the world its birth. 
Troy long had found the Grecians bold and 
fierce, 
Ere Homer rmufter’d up their troops in verte; 
Long had Achilles queli’d the Trojans’ Juft, 
And laid the labour of the gods in duft,. 
Before the towering mufe began her flight, 
‘And drew the hero raging in the fight, 
Engag'd in tented fields and rolling floods, 
Or flaughtering mortals, or a match for gods. 
And here, perhaps, by fate’s unerring doom, 
Some mighty bard lies hid in years to come, 
‘That thall in William’s godlike a@ts engage, 
And with his battles warm a future age ; 
Hibernian fields fhall here thy conquefts fhow, 
And Boyne be fung, when it has ceas'd to flow ; 
Here Gallic labours fhall advance thy tame, 
And here Sencffe fhall wear another name. 
ur late pofterity, with fecret dread, 
ShalLview thy battles, and with pleafure read 
How, in the bloody field too near siren’ 
‘The guiltlefs bullet on thy fhoulder glanc’d. 
The race of Naffan was by heaven defign’d 
To curb the proud oppreffors of mankiad, 
To bind the tyrants of the earth with laws, 
And fight in every injur’d nation’s caufe, 
"The world’s great patriots; they for juftice call; 
And, as they favour, kingdoms rile or fall. 
Our Britith youth, unus’d to rough alarms, 
Cadfiafs of fame, and negligent of arms, 
Hd long forgot to meditate the foe, 
‘And heard unwarm’d the martial trumpet blow; 
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But now infpir’d by thee, with frefh delight, 

Their fuordis they brandith, and require the fight, 

Renew their ancient conquefts on the main, : 

And aé their tathers’ triumphs o'er again; 

Fir’d, when they hear how Agincourt was ftrow’é 

With Gallic corps, and Creffi fwam in blond, 

With eager warmth they fight, ambitious all 

Who firft thall ftorm the breach, or mount the 
wall. . = 

In vain the thronging enemy by force 

Would clear the ramparts, and repel their courfes 

They break through all, for William leads the 
way, 

Where fires rage moft, and loudeft engines play. 

Namur’s late terrors and deftru@tion ftow, 7 

What William, warm’d with juft revenge, cag 
do: i ae 

Where once a thoufand turrets rais’d on high 

Their gilded {pires, and glitter’d in the fy, 

An undiftinguifh’d heap of dytt is found, 

And all the pile lies fmoking.on the ground. 

His toils, for no ignoble ends defign’d, 
Promote the comhon ‘welfare of mankind; 
No wild ambition-moves, but Europe's fears; 
The cries of orphans, and the widow's tears = 
Oppreft religion gives the firft alarms, 

And injur’d juftice fets him in his arms; 
His conquefts freedom to the world afford, 
And nations blefs the labours of his feeard, ~: 

Thusgwhen the forming ault'woutd copy: fort. 
A perfedt pattern of hetgye warthy*-: 

She fets a manceriveophant in'the fed, 

O'er giants leven’ down, and monitors kill*d, . 

Reeking in blood, ahd fmear'd with duft and 
fweat, = * rarer tet 

Whilft angry gods confpire to make him great...” 

: Thy navy rides oh feas before unpteft, .'. ~ 

Abd ftrikes a terror through the huyghty. eafti =. 

Algiers and Tunis from their fultry shore 

With horror hear the Britith engines roar; 

Fain from the neighbouring dangers would they 
run, - 

And with themfelves ftill nearer to the funs 

The Gallic fhips are in their ports confin’d, 

Deny’d the common ufe of fea and wind, 

Nor dare again the Britith frength engage 5 

Still they remember that deftrudtive rage - 

Which lately’ made. their trembiing hoft retire, 

Stunn’d with the noife, end wrapt in fmoke wed 
fire; oofftrow'd, 

The waves with wide unnumber'd wrecks were 

And placke, and arms, and men, promiftuous 
flow'd. © ak 

Spain’s numerous fleet, that perifh’d on our coatt, 
Could fcarce a longer line of battle boatt ; 7 
The winds could hardly drive them to theif Pate, 
And all the ocean labour'd with the weight. 

Where-e’er the waves in reftlefs errors roll, 

The fea lies open now to either pole : 

Now may we fafely ufe the northern gales, 

And in the polar circle fpread our fails: 

Or, deep in fouthern climes, fecure from wate 
New lands explore, and fail by other ftars: -° 
Fetch uncontrol’d each labour of the funy. -<+ 
And make thg product of the world oar own, 
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At length, proud prince, ambitious Lewis, ceafe 
‘To plague mankind, and trouble Europe’s peace ; 
“Think oh me ftruétures which thy pride has 
rand, 
‘On towns unipcopled, and on fields laid wafte ; 
Think on the heaps of corps and ftreains of blood, 
On every guilty plain and purple fload, , 
{Thy arms have made; and ceafe an impious war, 
Nor wafte the lives intrufted to thy care. : 
Or, if no mitder thought can calm thy mind, 
Behold the great avenger of mankind, ‘ 
See mighty Naffau through the battle ride, 
And fee thy fubje@s gafping hy his fide; 
Fain would the pions prince refufe th’ alarm, 
Fain would he chéck the fury of his arm ; 
But, when thy cruelties his thoughts engage, 
The hero kindles with becoming rage, 
‘Then countries ftol’n, and captivés unreftor’d, 
Give ftrength to every blow, and wdge his fword, 
Behold with what refittlefs force he falls 
On towns befieg’d, and thunders at thy walls! 
Ak Villeroy, (for Villeroy beheld 
The town furrender’d, and the treaty feal’d) 
With what amazing ftrength the forts were won, 
Whilft the whole power of France ftood looking 
o on. oa 
But ftop not here; hehold where Berkeley ftands, 
nd executes his injur’d king's commands ; 
sround thy coaft his bucfting bombs he pours 
On flaming citadels and falling towers; «~~ 
With hiffing ftreams of fire the air they freak, 
And hurl ‘deftrudtion routid them where they 


break, ° 
‘The fkies with long afcending flames are bright, 
And all the fea refledts a quivering light. 

Thus Atna, when in fierce eruptions broke, 
Fills heaven with afhes, and the earth with fmoke : 
Here crags of broken rocks are twirl’d on high, 
Here molten ftones and fcatter'd cinders fly : 

Ita fury ‘reaches the remoteft coatt, 
‘And -ftrows the Afiatic fhore with daft. 
Now’ does thé failor from the neighbouring 
main ; 
Look after Gallic towns end forts in vain ; 
No more his wonted marks he can defcry, 
. But fees a long unmeafur'd ruin lie; ‘ 
‘Whilit, pointing to the naked coaft, he fhows 
: His wondering mates where towns and fteeples 
rofe, 's 


.~'/MWhere crowded citizens he lately view'd, 


And Gngles out the place where once St. Maloes 
os fhood, 

Here Ruffel’s actions fhould my mufe require ; 
And, would my firength but fecond my detire, 
Vd alt his boundlefs bravery rehearfe, 

‘And draw his cannons thundering in my verfe; 

High of the deck thould the great leader ftend, 

‘Wrath in his look, and lightning in his hand; © 

Like Homer's Heétor when he flung his fire * 

Amidtt a ‘theefind ships, and made all Greece 
retire. ‘ y 

Bot who can rum the Britifh triumphs o'er, 
And count the flames difperft on every hore? 
Who can deferibe the featter’d vidlory, 
sAnd draw the reader on from fea to fea? 
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Elfe who could Ormond's god-like adts refute, 
Ormond the theme of every Oxford mufe? | 
Fain would { here his mighty worth proclaim, 
Attend him in the noble chace of fame, 
Through all the noife and hurry of the fight, 
Obferve each blow, and keep him fill in fight. 
Oh, did our Britith pecrs thus court renown, 
And grace the coats their great fore-fathers won! 
Our arms would then triumphantly advance, 
Nor Henry be the laft that conquer’d France. 
What might not England hope, if fuch abroad 
Purchas’d their country’s honour with their blood : 
When fuch, detain’d at home, fupport our flate 

In William's flead, and b-ara kingdom's weight, 
The {chemes of Gallic policy o’erthrow, 
And blaft the counfels of the common for; 
Dire& our armies, and diftribute right, 
‘And render our Miaria‘a Jofs more light. 
But top, my mufe, thi*yngrateful found forbear, 
Maria’s name {till wounds each Britjth ear: 

Each Britifh heart Maria {till does wound, 

And tears burft out unbidden at the found; 
Maria ftill our rifing mirth deftroys, | 

Darkens our triumphs, and forbids our joys. 

But fee, at length, the Britifh fhips appear ! 
Our Naffau' comes! “and as his flect draws near, 
‘Fhe tiffag midis advance, the fails grow white, 
And all his pompous navy floats in ght. 

Come, mighty prince, defir’d of Britain, come! 
May heaven’s propitious gales attend thee home ! 
Come, and let longing crowds behold that look, 
Which fuch confufion and amazement ftruck 
Through Gallic hofts: byt, oh! let us défery 
Mirth in thy brow, and pleafure in thine eye; 
Let nothing dreadful in thy face he found, 
But for a while forget the trumpet’s found : 
Well-pleas'd, thy people’s loyalty approve, 
Accept their duty, and enjoy their Joye. 
For as, when lateiy mov'd with fierce delight, 
You plung’d amidft the tumule of the fight, 
Whole heaps of death encompafs’d you around, 
And fleeds o'er-turn’d lay foaming on the ground; 
So crown’d with laurels now, where-e’er you go 
Around yuu blooming joys and peaceful bleflings 
flow. 
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A TRANSLATION 
oF ALL 
VIRGIL'’s FOURTH GEORGIC, 


EXCEPT THE STORY OF ARISTEUS. 


Erneaeac fweets thall next my mufe engage, 

And this, Macenas, claitis your patronage. 

Of little creatures wondrous acts F treat, 

The ranks and mighty leaders of their ftate, 

Their laws, employments, and their wars re- 
Tate. 

A trifling theme provokes my humble lays: 

‘Trifling the theme, not fo the poet’s praife, 

If great Apollo and the tuneful Nine ; 

Join in the picce, and make the work divine, 
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rft, for your bees a proper fistion find, 
‘That’s fenc’d about and fhelter’d from the wind ; 
¥o- winds divert them in their flight, and drive 
‘The fwarms, wher loaden homeward, from their 

hive. 
Nor fheep, nor goats, muft pafture near their 
flores, 
‘To trample under foot the fpringing flowers; 
Nor frifing heifers bound about the place, [grafs : 
To fpurn the dew-drops off, and bruife the rifing 
Nor muft the lizard’s painted brood appear, 
Nor wood-pecks, nor the fwallow harbour near. 
They wafte the fwarms, and as they fly along 
Convey the tender morfela to their young, 
Let purling ftreams, and fountains edg'd with 
mofs, 
And thallow rills, run trickling through the grafe; 
Le: bratching oliyes o'er the fountain grow, 
Or palms foot up, and fhade the treats below ; 
‘That when the youth, led by their princes, hun 
‘The crowded hive, and fport it in the fan, 
Refrefhing fprings may tempt them from the heat, 
And fhady coverts yield a cool retreat, 

Whether che neighbouring water ftands er runs, 
Lay twigs acrpfs, and bridge it o’er with ftones; 
‘That if rough ftorms, or fudden blafts of wind, 
Should dip, or {eatver thofe that lag behind, 

Here they miay fettle on the friendly ftone, 

And dry their recking pinions at the fun. 

Plant ali the flowery ‘Soke with lavender, 
With ftore of favory {ceiit the ffayrant air, - 
Let running betony the field o'erfpread, 

And fountains foke the violet’s dewy bed. 

Though barks or plaited willows make 

hive, 
A narrow inlet to their cells contrive ; 
or colds congeal and freeze the liquors ap, 
And, melted down with heat, the waxen buildings 
drop ‘ 
The bees, a both extremes alike afraid, 
‘Their wax around the whiftling crannies fpread, 
And fuck out clanimy dews from herbs and flowers, 
To fmear the chinks, and plaifter up the pores : 
For this they hoard up glew, whofe clinging drops, 
Like pitch, or birdlime, hang in ftringy ropes. 
‘Lhey oft, ’tis faid, in dark retirements dwell, 
And work in fubterraneous caves their cell; 
At other times th’ induftrious infects live 
In hollow rocks, or make a tree their hive. 

Point all their chinky lodgings round with mud, 
And leaves muft thinly on your work be ftrow’d; 
But fet no balefial yew-tree flourifh near, 

Nor rotten marfhes fend out fteams of mire ; 

Nor burning crabs grow red, and crackle in the 

re: 

Nor neighbouring caves return the dying found, 

Nor echoing racks the doubled voice rebound, 

‘Things thus prepar’ 

‘When th’ under-world is feiz'd with cold and 
night, 

And fummer here defcends in ftreams of light, 

‘The bees through woods and forefts take their 
flight. 

‘They rifle every flower, and lightly fkim 

The cryfal brook, and fip the running ream ; 


your 
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And thus they feed their young with flrange de. 


light, 

And esead the yielding wax, and work the flimy 
Pweet. 

But when os high you fee the bees repair, 

Borne on the wind, through diftant traQs of air, 

And view the winged cloud all blackening from 
afa 
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While thady coverts and frefh fteams they choofe, 
Milfoil and cammon honey-fucklea bruife, 
And fprinkle on their hives the fragrant juice, 
On brazen veffels beat a tinkling found, 
And fhake the cymbals of the goddefs round: 
Then all will haftily retreat, and fill ta 
The warm refounding hollow of their cell. 

if once two rival kings their right debate, 
And faétions and cabals embroil the ftate, 
‘The people's actions will their thoughts declotez 
All their hearts tremble, and beat thick with war; 
Hoarfe broken founds, like trumpet’s harfhalarms, 
Run through the hive, and call them to their arma; 
Allin a hurry {pread their thivering wings, 
And fit their claws, and point their angry thingy: 
In crowds before the king's pavilion meet, 
And boldly challenge out the foe to fight ; 
At laft, when all the heavens are warm and fair, 
They ruth togetheg out, and join; the air 
Swarms thick, and echoes with the humming 

‘war. : 

Allin a firm round clufter mix, and ftrow 
With heaps of little corps che earth below ; 
As thick as hail-ftones from the floor rebound, 
Or fbaken acorns rattle on the ground. 
No fenfe of danger cau their kings controul, 
Their little bodies lodge a mighty foul; ~.. 
Each obftinate in arms purfues his blow, 
Till shameful flight fecurea the. ropted foe. | 
This hot difpute and all this mighty fray ~ 
A little duft flung npward will allay, 

But when both kingsare fettled in their hi 
Mark him who looks che worft, and leit he 
Idle at home in eafe and luxury, 

‘The lazy monarch muft be doom’d te dic; 
So let the royal infect rule alone, 
And reign without a rival in his throne. 

The kings are different : one of better note, 
All fpeckt with gold, and many a thining fj 


vey 
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Looks gay, and gliftens in a gilded coats mo 

But love of cafe, and floth in one prevails, 

‘That fearce his hanging paunch bebind him trails: 

The pecple’s looks are different as.their kings; 

Some fparkle bright, and glitter in their wings; 

Others look loathfome and difeas’d-with loth, 

Like a faint traveller whofe dufty mouth 

Grows dry with heat, and {pite a maukith froth, 

The firft are beft. 

From their o’erflowing combs, you'll often prefs 

Pure lufcious fweets that mingling in the glafs 

Correct the harthnefs of the racy juice, 

And a rich flavour through the wine diffufe, 

But when they {pore abroad, and rove from hoine, 

And leave the cooling hive, and quit th’ unfinith’d 
comb; 5 

Their airy ramblings are with eafe eonfin'd, 

Chip their Ising’s wings, and if they flay behind 
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No bold ufurper dares invade their right, 
‘Nor found a march, nor give the fign for Aight. 
Let flowery banks entice them to their ceils, 
And gardens all pe. fum’d with native fmells ; 
‘Where carv'd Prispus has his fix’d abode, 
The robber’s terror, and the {care.crow god. 
‘Wild thyme and pine-tregs from their barren hill 
‘Tranfplant, and nyrfe them in the neighbouring 
foil. 
Set fruit-trees round, npr e’er indulge thy loth, 
But water them, and urge their fhacy growth. 
‘And here, perhaps, were not I giving o'er, 
And ftriking fail, and making to the fhore, 
I'd fhew what art the gardener’s coils require, 
Why rofy paftum bluthes twice a year; ' 
What ftreams the verdant fuccory fupsly, 
And how the thirfty plant drinks rivers dry ; 
‘What with a chee ful green does parfly grace, 
And writhes the bellying cucumber along the 
twilted grafe; 
Nor would [ pafs.the {oft acanthus o’er, 
* Ivy nor myrtle-trees that love the fhore; 
Nor daffodil-, that late from carth’s low womb 
Unrumple their fwoln buds, and thow their yel- 
low bloom. 
For once I faw in the Tarentine vale, 
‘Where flow Galefus drencht the wathy foil, 
An old Corycian yeoman, whe had got 
A few neylected acres ro his lot, 
Where neither corn nor pafture grac’d the field, 
Nor would the vine her purpic harvelt yield; 
But favory herbs among the thorns were found, 
Vervain and poppy-flowers his garden crown'd, 
And drooping ies whiten’d all the ground. 
Bicft with thele riches he could empires flight, 
And when he refted from his toils at night, 
"The earth unpurchas'd daincics would afford, 
And his own garden durnifh out his board: 
The spring did firit his opening rofes blow, 
Firg ripening autumn ben his fruitful bough. 
‘Whén piercing colds had burd the brittle ftone, 
And freezing rivers ftiffen’d as they run, 
He then would prune the tendereft of his trees, 
Chide the late fpring, and lingering weftern breeze: 
Hi. bees fir fwarm’d, and made bis veffels foam 
‘With the rich {queezing of the juicy comb. 
Here lindous and the fappy pine increas’d; 
Here, when gay flowers hie (miling orchard dreft, 
A> many blcffoms as the {pring could fhow, 
So many dangling apples meliow’d on the bough. 
In rows his elms and knosty peas-trecs bloom, 
And thoras ennobled now te bear a plumb, 
‘And fpreading piane-trees, where fupinely Jaid 
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He pow enjoys the cool,and quaffs beneath thethade. | 


Bur thefe for want ef room I mutt omir, 
And leave for future poets to recite. 

Now Pll proceed their natures to declare, 
Which Jove himfelf did <n the bees confer; 
Becaule, inyited by the timbrel’s found, 
QLodg’d in a cave th’ almighty babe they tans, 
‘And the young god nurft kindly uader-ground. 
"Of all the wing’d inhabitants of sir, 

"Thefy only make their young the public care; 
ie well-difpos’d focieties they live, : 
Aad laws and ftatutes regulate their hive ; 
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Nor ftray, like others, unconfin’d abread, 

Bur know fet ftations, and a fix’d abode. 

Lach provident of cold in fummer flies 

Through scelde, and woods, to feck for new fup-f . 
pites, 

And in the common ftock uniades his thighs 

Some watch the food, fome in the meadows ply, 

‘afte eyery bed, and fuck each bloffom dry; 

Whilft others, labouring in their cells at home, 

Temper Narciffus’ clammy tears with gum, t 

For the firft ground-work of the golden comb; 

Ox this they found their waxen works, and raife 

The yellow fabric on its glewy haf, 

Some educate the young, or hatch the feed 

With vital warmth, and future aations breed; 

Whilft others thicken all the flimy dews, 

And into pureft honey work the juice ; 

Then fill the hollows of the comb, and fwell 

With lufcious ne@tar every flowing cell. 

By turns they watch, by turns with curious eyes 

Survey the heavens, and fearch the clouded tkies 

To find out breeding ftorms, and tell what tem- 
petts rife. 

By turns they eafe the loaden fwarms, or drive 

The drone, a lazy infeét, from their hive. 

The work is warmly ply’d through all the cells, 

And rong with thyme: the new-made honey © 


So in their caves the brawny Cyclops {weat, 
When witb huge ftrokes the ftubborn wedge 
«> _ they beat, 
And all th’ anfhapen thunder-bolt complete ; 
Alternately their hammers rife and fall; 
Whilf griping tongs turn round the glowing ball, 
With puffing bellows fome the flames increafe, 
And fome in waters dip the hiffing mafs ; 
Their beaten anvils dreadfully refound, [ground, 
Aud #Etma thakes all o'er, and thunders under 
‘Thus, if great things we may with fmall coms 
are, 
The buly fwarras their different labeurs share. 
Defire of profit urges aJl degrees; 
The aged infegts, by experience. wife, 
Actend the comb, and fafhion every part, 
And fhape the waxen fret-work out with art : 
‘The young at night, returning from their toils, 
Bring home their thighs clog’d with the meadows 
Spoils. 
On lavender and faffron-buds they feed, 
On bending ofiers, and the balmy reed : 
From purple violets and the teile they bring 
Vheir gather’d {weers, and riffle all the fpring. 
All werk toge:her, all together reft, 
The morning ftill reuews their labours paft ; 
Then all ruth out, their different tafks purfue, 
Siz on the bloom, and fuck the ripening dew ; 
Again when evening warns them to their home, 
With weary wings, and heavy thighs they come, 
And crowd about the chink, and mix a drowfy 
‘ hum, 
Into their cells at length they gently creep, ) 
There all the night their peaceful ftation keep, § 
Wrapt up in filence, and diffolv'’d in fleep. 
None range abroad when winds and ftorms are 
Nor tru their bodies toa faithlefs ky, — [uigh, 
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Put make fmalt journeys, with'a careful wing, 
And fly to water at a neighbouring fpring ; 
And, lett theif airy bodies thould be caft 
En refttets whirls, the fport of every blaft, 
They carry ftones to poile them 4a their flight. 
As ballaft keeps th’ untteady ¢effel right. 
But of alf cuftoms that the beés can boaft, 
‘Tis this may challenge admiration moft ; 
‘That none will Hymen’s fofter joys approve, 
Nor watte their {pirits int Isturious love, 
But all a long virginity madintain, 
‘And bring forth young without a mother’s pain. 
From herbs and flowets they pick each tender bee, 
And ‘cull from plantsa buzzing progeny ; 
From thefe they choufe out fubjects, and create 
A tittle monarch of the rifing ftare 5 
"Then build wax kingdoms for the infant prince; 
And form a palace for his refidence. £ 
But often in their journeys, as they fly, 
On Aines they tear their filken wings, or lie 
Groveling beneath their flowery load, and die. 
"Thus love of honey can an‘infeé fire, 
And in a fly fuch generous thoughts infpire, 
Yet by repeopting their decaying ftate, [date, 
"Though feven thort fptings conclude their vital 
‘Their ancient ftocks eternally remain, {reign. 
Andin an endlefs race their children’s children 
No proftrate yaffal of the caft can more 
‘With flavith fear his mighty prince adore ; 
His life unttes them all; but when he dies, 
All in loud tumults and diftractions rife; : 
"They watte their honey, and their combs deface, 
And wild confufion reigns in every place. 
Him all admice, all the great guardian own, 
‘And crowd about his courts, and buzz about his 
throne. = ¢ 
Oft on their backs their weary prince they bear, > 
Ofc in his caufe embattled in the air, ‘ 
Purfue a glorious death, in wounds and war. 
Some from fuch infances as thefe have taught, 
The bees extract is heavenly; for they thought 
The univerfe alive ; and that a foul, 
Diffus’d throughont the macter of the whole, 
To all the vaft unbounded frame was given, 
And ran through earth, and dir, and fea, and all 
* the deep of heaven; 
That this fir& kindled life in man and beat, 
Life that again flows into this at Jatt. 
‘That no compounded animal could die, 2 
But when diffolv'd, the fpitit mounted high, 
Dwelt in a ftar, and fettled in the fky.” 5 
Whene’er their balmy fweets you mean to feize, 
‘And take the liquid labours of the bees, {drive 
Spurt draughts of watcr from your mouth, and 
A loathfome cloud of fmoke am‘dft their hive. 
Twice in the yeat their flowery toils begin, 
And twice they fetch their dewy harveft in; 
Once when the lovely Pleiades arife, 
And add frefh luftre to the fammer fkies : 
And once when haftening from the watery figa 
They quit their lation, and forbear to thine. 
Vhe bees are prone to range, and often found 
To perith for re 0 
Their i fling ps 
And fwells the flefh, and fi 
Wor, Vil, 
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When firft 2 cold hard winter’s florths arrive, 

And threaten-death or famine to their hive, 

if now their finking ftate and low affairs 

Can move your pity, and provoke your cares, 

Frefh burning thyme before their cells convey 5 

And cut theit dry and hutky wax avvay 3 

For often lizards feize the Infcious Spoils, 

Or drones that riét on another’s toils 

Oft broods of moths infet the hungry fwarms, 

And oft the furious wafp their hive alarms, 

With louder hums, and with unequal arms; 

Or elfe the fpider at the entrance fers 

Her foares, and {pins hér bowels into nets. 
When ficknefs reigns (for they as well as we 

Feel all th’ effects of frail mortality) 

By certain marks the new difeafe is feen, : 

Their colour changes, and their looks are thio, 

Theit funeral rites are form’d, and every bee ~ 

With.grief attends the fad folemnity ; 

The few difeas’d furvivors hang before. » 

‘Their fickly cells, and droop about the déor; 

Or flowly in their hives their limbs unfold, : 

Shrunk up with hunger, and benumb'd with cold} 

In drawling hums the feeble infects grieve, 

And doleful buzzes echo through the hive, 

Like winds chat foftly thurmur through the trees, 

Like flames pent um or like retiring feas. 
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Now lay freth honey near their empty rooms, 
In troughs of hollow reeds, whilft frying gums 
Caft round a fragrant mift of fplcy fumes. 
‘Thus kindly tempt the famiith’d fwarm to eat, 
And gently reconcile them to their meat. 
Mix juice of galls, and wine, that grow in time 
Condens’d by fire and thickento a flime; 
Yo thefe dry’d rofes, thyme, and centaury join, 
And raifins ripen’d on the Pfythian vine. 

- Befides there grows-aflower in marfliy. ground, 
Its name Atnellus,-eafy to be found ; * 
A mighty {pring works in its rout, and cleaves 
The fprouting ftalk, and thews icfelf in leaves ; 
The flower itfelf is of a golden hue, 
The leaves inclining to a datker blue ; . 
The leaves thodt thick about the flower, and grow 
Into a buth, and fhade the turf below: 
The plant fn holy garlands often twines 
The altars’ pufts, and beautifies the fhrines; 
Its tafle is fharp, inl vales new-fhorn it grows, 
Where Mella’s ftream in watery mazes flowsy 
Take plenty of its roats, and boil them well - 
Jn wine, and heap them up before the cell. 

But if the whole ttock fail, and moue furvive 5 

To raife new people, and recruit the hive, 

I'll here the great experiment declare, 

That fpread th’ Arcadian fhepHer4’s name fo far. 

How bees from blood of faughter’d bulls have 
fled, , 

And fwarms amiidft the red cotraption bred. 

Fer where th’ Egyptians yearly fee their bounds 
Refrefh’d with floods, and fail about their grounds, 
Where Perfia borders, and the rehing ‘Nile 
Drives fwiftly dows the fwarthy Indians’ foil, ~ 
ream, 
nd fattens Egypt with a fruitful flime + 
In this la® praice al! their hope remains, 

And long experier ifies their pains: 
M 
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Firft then a clofe contracted {pace of ground, 
With firaiten’d walls and Jow-built roof they 
found ; : 
"A narrow Shelving light is next affign’d 
‘To afl the quarters, one to every wind ; 
‘Through thefe the glancing rays obliquely pierce : 
Hither they Jead a bull that’s young and fierce, 
‘When two-years growth of horn he proudly fhows; 
And thakes the comely terrors of his brows: 
‘His nofe and mouth, the avenues of breath, 
‘They muzzle up, and beat his limbsto death. 
‘With violence to life and ftifing pain 
‘He flings and fpurns, and tries to foort in vain, 
Lond heavy mows fall thick on every fide, 
*Till his bruis’d bowels burft within the hide. 
When dead, they leave him rotting on the ground, 
‘With branches, thyme, and caffia, ftrow’d around, 
All this is done when firft the weftern, breeze 
Becalms the year, and {mooths the troubled feas; 
‘Before the chattering {wallow builds her neft, 
Or fields in fpring’s embroidery are dreft. 
‘Mean while the tainted juice ferments within, 
And quickens as it works: and now are feen 
A wondrous fwarm, that o'er the carcafe crawls, 
Of thapelefs, rude, unfinifh’d animals : 
No legs at firft the infe&’s weight fuftain, 
At length it moves its new-made limbs with pain ; 


Now ftrikes the air with quivering wings, and tries |* 


"Fo lift its body up. and learns to rife; 
Now bending thighs and gilded wings it wears 
¥ull grown, and al the bee at length appears 5 
From every fide the fruitful carcafe pours 
‘Its (wartiimg brood, ae thick as fummer fhowers, 
Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows, 
‘When twanging ftrings firft fhoot them on the 
CES. 

Thus have I fung the nature of the bee; « 
While Ca:far, towering to ¢.vinity, 
"The frighted Indians with bis thunder aw’d, 
And claim'd their homage, and commenc’d a god; 
¥ flourifh'd all the while in arts of peace, 
Retir’d and fhelter’d in inglorious cafe : 
1 who before the fong of thepherds made, 
‘When gay and young my rural lays | play’d, ‘ 
And fet my Tityrus beneath his thade. 


A SONG 


ROR ST. CECILIA’S DAY, AT OXFORD, 


i, 
Crertia, whofe exalted hymns 
With joy and wonder fill the bleft, 
In choirs of warbling fe-aphims 
Known and diftinguifh'd from the ref; 
Attend, harmonious fai: 
Thy vocal fons of harmony ; 
‘Attend, harmonious faint, and hear our prayers; 
Enfiven all our earthly airs, [chee: 
And, as thou fing’ thy God, teach us to fing of 
‘Tune every fring aud every tongue, 
Ee theu the mufe and fubject cf our fong, 
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Mu. 
Let all Cccilia’s praife prociaint, 
¥mploy the echo in her name. 
Hark how the flutes and trumpets raife, 
At bright Cecilia’s name, their lays ; 
‘The organ labours in her praife. 

Cecilia’s name does all our numbers grace, 
From every voice the tuneful accents fy, 
in foaring trebles now it rifes high, 

And now it finks, and dwells upon the bafe, 

Cecilia’s name through all the notes we fing, 
The work of every fkilful tongue, 

The found of every trembling ftring, 
The found and triumph’of our fong. 
my, 
For ever confecrate the day, 
‘Yo mufic and Cecilia; 

Mufic, the greateft good that mortals know, 
And all of heaver we have below. 

Mufic can noble hints impart, 
Engender fury, kindle love; 

With unfufpeted eloquence can move, 

And manage all the man with fecret art.” 
‘When Orpheus ftrikes the trembling lyre, 
The ftreams ftand fill, the ftones admire ; 
The fiftening favages advance, 

‘The wolf and lamb around him trip, 
‘The bears in aukward meafures leap, 
And tigers mingle in the dance. 
‘The moving woods attended as he play’d, 
And Rhodope was left without a fhade, 
Iv, 
Mulic religious heats infpires, 
It wakes the foul, anid lifts it high, 
And wings it with fublime defires, 
And fits it to befpeak the Deity. 

Th’ Almighty liftens to.a tuneful tongue, 

And feems well-pleas'd and courted with a fong. 
Soft moving founds and heavenly airs 

Give force to every word, and recommend our 

prayers, ° 

‘When time itfelf fhall be no more, 
And all thingsin confufion hurl'd, 

, Mufic fhall then exert its power, 

And found furvive the reins of the world: 
‘Then faints and angels fhall agree 
In one eternal jubilee : 

All heaven fhall echo with their hymns divine, 
And God himfelf with pleafure fee 

‘The whole creation in a chorus join. 


CHORUS. 


Confecrate the place and day - 

‘To mufic and Cecilia, 

Let no rough winds approach, nor dave 
Invade the hallow’d bounds, 

Nor rudely fhake the tureful air, 
Nor {poil the fleeting founds, 

Nor mournful figh nor groan be heard, 
But gladnets dwelj on every tongus ; 

‘Wilf all, with voice and ftrings prepar'd, 
Keep up the loud harmonious fong, 

And imitate che bleft above, 

tn joy, and harmony, and love, 





POE 
AN ACCOUNT 
: OF THE 
GREATEST ENGLISH POETS. 


‘TO MR. HENRY SACHEVERELL, APRIL 3. 1694. 


Since, deareft Harry, you will needs requeft 

A fhort account of all the. mufe poffelt, 

That, down from Chaucer’s days to Dryden’s 
times, 

Have {pent their noble rage in Bricith rhymes : 

Without more. preface, writ in formal length, 

‘To fpeak the undertaker'’s want of ftrength, 

Vl try to make their feyeral beauties known, 

And thow their verfes worth, hough not my own. 

+ Long had our dull forefathers flept fupine, 

Nor felt the raptures of the tuncful nine ; 

‘Till Chaucer firft, a merry bard, arofe, 

And many a ftory told. in rhyme and profe. 

But age has rufted what the poet writ, i 

‘Worn out his language, and qbfcur’d his wit : 

Yn vain he jefts in his uopolith’d ftrain, , 

And tries to make his readers laugh in vain, 

Old Spenfer next, warm'd with poetic rage, 

in ancient tales amus’d a barbarous age ; 

An age that yet uncultivate and rude, 

‘Where’er the poet’s fancy lcd, purfued 
‘Through pathlefe fields, and unfrequented floods, 
‘To dens af dragons,.and enchanted woods. * 
But now the myftic tale, that pleas’d of yore; 
Can charm an underfkanding age no more; 
‘The long-{pun allegories fuifome grow, 
While the dull moral lics too plain, below. 
‘We view wall-pleas'd at diftance all the fights, 

Of arms and palfries, battles, fields, and fights, ‘ 
And danifels in diftrefs, and courteous knights. 
But when we look too near, the fhades decay, 
And all thg pleafing tandfcape fades away. 

Great Cowley then (a mighty genius) wrote, 
O’er-run with wit, and lavish of his thought : 
His turna too clofely on the reader prefs: 

He more had pleas'd us, had he pieas'd us lefs. 

One glittering thought no fooner flrikes our eyes 

With filent wonder, but new wonders rife. 

Asin the mitky-way a thining white 

O’erflows the heavens with one continued light; 

"That not a fingle ftac can thew his rays, 

‘Whilft jointly all promote the common blaze. 

Parden, great poet, that £ dare to name 

Th’ uunumber'd beauties of thy verfe with blame ; 

"Thy faule is only wit in its excels: : 

But wit like thine in aay fhape will pleafe. 

‘What mufe but thine can equal hints infpire, 

And fic the deep-nouth’d Pindar to thy lyre 

Pindar, whom others in a labour’d ftrain, 

And fore'd expreffion, imitate in vain? 

Well pleas’d in thee he foars with new delight, 

And plays in more unbounded veife, and takes a 
nobler flight. [lays, 

Bieft man! whofe {potlefs life and charnzing 
Enipivy'd the euneful prelate in thy praife ; 

Bieft man: who now fhall be for ever known, 
dn Sprat’s fuccefsful Jabours and thy own, | 
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But Milton next, with high and haughty flalka, * 
Unfetter’d in majeftic numbers walks: 

No vulgar hero can his mufe engage ; ; 

Nor earth’s wide fcene confine his hallow’d rage, 

Sce! fee! he upwards fprings, and towering high ; 

Spurns the dull province of mortality, 

Shakes heaven’s eternal throne with dire alartns, 

And fets th’ Almighty thunderer in arms. 

Whate'’er his pen defcribes I more than fee, 

Whilft every verfe, array’d in majefty, 

Bold and fublime, my whole attention draws, 

And feemis above the critics nicer laws. 

How are you ftruck with terror and delight, 

When angel with archangel copes in fight | 

When great Meffiah’s out{pread.banner shines, 

How does the chariot rattle in his lines !° e 

What found of brazen wheels, what thunder, 
feare, . 

And ftun the reader with the din of war! 

With fear my fpirits and my blood retire, 

To fee the feraphs funk in clouds of fire; 

But when, with eager fleps, from hence I rife, 

And view the firft gay {cenea of Paradife; 

What tongue, what words of rapture can exprefs 

A vilion fo profufe of. pleafantnefs! 

O had the poet ne’er profan’d his pen, 

‘Po varnith o’er the guilt of faithlefs men; 

His other works might have deferv'd applaufe ! 

But now the language can’t fupport the caufe ; 

While the clean current, though ferene and bright, 

Betrays a bottom odious to the fight, 

But now, my mife, a fufter fain rehearfe, 
Turn every line with art, and fmooth thy verfes 
The courtly Waller next commands thy lays? 
Mute, tune thy verfe, with art; to Waller's praife. 
While tender airs and lovely dames infpire 
Soft inelting thoughts, and propagate defire’: 
So long fhall Wallet’s ftrains our paffions move, * 
And Sacchariffa’s beauty kindle love, 
Thy verfe; harmonious bard, and flattering forg, 
Can make the vanquifh’d great, the coward Rronge 
Thy verfe can fhow ev’n Cromwell’s innocence, 
And compliment the ftorm that bore him hence, 
Ob had thy mufe not come an age too foon, 
But feen great Naffau on the Britifh throne! 
How had his triumphs glitter'd in thy page, 
And warm'd thee to a more exalted tage ! 
What fcenes of death and horror had we view'd, 
And how had Boyne’s wide current teek’d in 

blood! 

Or if Maria’s charms thou wouldft rehearfe, 
In fmoother numbers and a fofter verfe ; 
Thy pen had well deferib'd her graceful air, 
And Gloriana would have feem’d more fair. 

Nor muft Rofcommon pafs negleéted by, 
That makes ev’n rales a noble poetry : 
Rulds whofe deep fenfe and heavenly numbers fhow 
The beft of critics, and of poets too. 
Nor, Denham, muft we eer forget thy ftrains, 
While Cooper's Hill commands the neighbouriag 

. plains. 

But {ce where artful Dryden next appears, 
Grown old in rhyme, but charming ev'n in yeara, 
Great Dryden next, whofe tuneful mufe affords 
‘Lhe iweeteh numbers, and the ficteft words. ‘ 

Mi 


ifo 
Whether in comic founds or cragic airs 
She forms her voice, the moves wut {miles or tears. 
Hf fatire of heroic flrains fhe writes, 

Her hero pleafes, and here fatire bites, 
From her no harfh unartfal numbers fall, 
She wears all drefles, and-fhe charms in all. 
How might we fear our Englith poetry, 

That long has flourifh’d, fhouid decay with thee 5 
Did not the mufes’ other hupe appear, 
Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our fear: 
Congreve! whofe fancy’s unexhaufted fore 
Has jriven already much, and promis’d mote. 
Congreve thali fill preferve thy fame alive, 

Aud Dryden's muf. fhall in his friend furvive. 
I'm tir'd with rhyming, and would fain give 
o'er. 

But jnftice Mit demands one labour more: 

"The noble Montague remains unnam’d, 

For wit, for hnmour, and for judgment fam’d ; 
"Yo Dorfet he directs his artful mufe, 

In numbers fuch as Dorfet’s felf might ule. 
How negligently graceful ke unreins 

‘His verfe, and writes in. loofe familiar f:rains 5 
How Naffau’s godlike as adorn his tines, 
ind all the hero in full glory fbincs | 

We fee his army fet in juft array, 

And Boyne’s dy’d waves run purple to the fea. 
Nor Simois chok’d with men, and arms, and blood: 
Nor rapid Xanthus’ celebrated flood; 

Shall longer be thie poet's higheit themes, 
"Though gods and heroes faught promifcuous in 
their reams, 7 

But now, to Naffan’s fecret councils rais’d, 

He aids the hero, whom before he prais'd. 

I’ve done at length; and now, dear friend, re+ 

ceive 

‘The laft poor prefent that my mufe can give. 

1 leave the arts of poctry and verfe 

‘To them that practife them wich more fuccefs. 

Of greater truths I'll now prepare to tell 

And fv at once, dear friend and mufe, farewell, 





A LETTER FROMITALY, 
To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES LORD HALIFA 4, 
: AN TRE YEAR T70%. 
Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus, 
“ Magna viriim! tibi res antique landis et 
“artis 


© Aggredior, fandcios anfus recludere fontes.” 
Ving. Georg. ii. 


aiaact, if 
Wrare you, my Lord, the rural fhades admire, 


And from Britannia’s public potls retire, 
Nor longe:, her ungrateful fons to pleafe, 
_ For their advantage facrifi : 
Me into foreign realms my 
Thicugh rations freigtat of i 
the fof: f&alon and invis 
Confpire to trouble your repofe with rhyme. 
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For wherefoe’er I turn my ravith'd eyes, - 
Gay gilded fcenes and fhining profpedts rife, 
Pottic fields encompafs me around, e 
And ft:ll T feem to tread on claffic ground ; 
For here the mufe fo oft her harp has ttrong, 
That not 2 mountain rears its head unfung, 
Renown’d in verfe each fhady thicket grows, 
And every ftream in heavenly numbers flows. 
How am I pleas’'d to fearch the hills and woud} 
For rifing fprings and celebrated floods! 


“To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courfe, 


And trace the fmooth Clitumnus to his fource, 
Yo fee the Mincio draw his watery ftore, 

‘Fhrough the long windings of a fruitful fhore, 

And hoary Albula’s infected tide 

O’er the warm bed of fmoking fulphur glide, 
Fir'd with a thoufand raptures, I furvey 

Eridanus through flowery meadows firay, 

The king of floods: that, rolling o’er the plaingy ' 

The towering Alps of half their maifture drains, 

And proudly fwoln with a whole winter’s fnows, 

Diftributcs wealth and plenty where he flows. 
Sametimes, mifguided by the-tuneful throng, 

I look for ftreams immortalis’d in fong, 

That loft in filence and oblivion lie, 

(Dumb are their fountains and their channels dry 

Yet run for evet by the miufe’s fkill, 

And in the fmooth defeription murmur ftill. 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 

And the fam'd river’s empty fhores admire, 

That deftitute of ftrength derives its courfe 

From thirfty urns, and an unfruitful fource; 

Yet fung fo often in poetic lays, . 

With {corn the Danube and the Nile furveys ; 

So high the deathlefs mufe exalts her theme ! 

Such was the Boyne, a poor inglorious ftream, 

That in Hibernian valesobfcurely ftray'd, 

And unobferv’d in wild meanders play’d ; 

Tili by your lines and Naffau’s {word renown’d, 

Its rifing billows through the world refound, © 

Where’er the hero’s godlike a&s can pierce. 

Or where-the fame of an immortal verfe. — 
Oh couhl the mufe my ravith’d breaft infpire 
With warmth like yours, and raife an equal fire, 
Uneumber’d beauties in my verfe fhould thine, 

And Virgil’s {taly thould yield to mine ! 

See how the golden groves around me fmile, 
‘That fhun the coaft of Britain’s ftormy ifte, 
Qs, when tranfplanted and prefery'd with care, 
Curfe the cold clime, and farve in northern air, 
Here kindly warmth their mountain juice fer- 

ments 
To nobler taftes, and ‘more exalted feents : 
Ev'n the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloom, 
And trodden weeds fend out a rich perfume. 
Bear me, fome god, to Baia’s gentle feate, 
Or cover mein Umbria’s green retreats; 
Where weftern gales eternally refide, 
And all the feafons favith all their pride + 
Bloffoms, and fri nd flowers together rife, 
And the whole year in gay confufion lies. 

Immortal glori; mind revive, 

And in my foul a thoutind paffions ftrive, 
When Rome's exalted beauties 1 defery 
Magoificert in piles of ruin Jie. 
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POEM &. 


An amphitheatre’s amazing height 


: Here fills my eye with terror and delight, | 


‘Fhat on its public fhows unpeopled Rome, 


> And held, uncrowded, nations in its womb : 


: Here pillars rongh with fculpture pierce the tkies, 


Aud here the proud triumphal arches rife, 


: Where the old Romans deathlefs adts difplay’d, 
* Their bafe degenerate progeny upbraid : 
. Whole rivers here forfake the fields below, 


And wondering at their height through airy chan- 
nels flow. 
Still to new feenes my wandering mufe retires, 
And the dumb thow of breathing rocks admires; 


* Where the (mooth chifel all its force ha» fhown, 


And foften'’d into fleth the rugged tone. 


+ Yn folemn filence, a majeftic band, * 


“How oft in fields of death thy prefence fought, 


Heroes, and gods, and Homan cunfuls ftand, 

Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 

And emperors in Parian marble frown ; 

While the bright dames, to whom they humbly 
fued, vos fdued. 

Still thow the charms that their proud hearts fub- 

Fain would { Raphsel’s godlike art rehearfe, 

And thow th’ immortal jabours in my verfe, 

Where from the mingled ftrength of thade and 
lighe 

A new creailan rifes to my fight, 

Such heavenly figures from his pencil flow, 

So warm with life his blended colours glow, 

From theme to theme with fecret pleafure toft, > 

Amidft the foft variety Um loft : 

Here pleafing airs my ravith’d foul confound 





With circling notes and labyritiths of found ; 
Here domes and temples rife in diftant views, 
And opening palaces invite my mufe.  _ 

How has kind heaven adorn’d the happy land, 
And featter’d bleflings with a wafteful hand! 
But what avail her uncxhauited ftores, 

Her blooming mountains, and her funny fhores, 
‘With all the gifts that heaven and earth impart, 
"The {miles of nature, and the charms of art, 
While proud oppreffion in her valleys reigns, 
And tyranny ufurps her happy plams ? 

The poor inhabitant beholds in vain 

‘The reddening orange and the {welling grain : 
Joylets he fees the growing oils and wines, 

And in the myrtle’s fragrant fhade repines : 
Starves, in the midft of nature’s bounty curft, 
And in the loaden vineyard dies fur thirft. 

Ob liberry, thou gaddefs beavenly brasht, 
Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight | 
Eternal pleatures in thy prefence reign, 

And {niling plenty leads thy wanton train; 
Eas'd of her Lad fubjection grows more light, 
And poverty looks cheerful in thy fight; . 

‘Thou mak’it the gloomy face of nature gay, 
Giv’ft beauty to the fun. and pleature to the day, 

‘Thee, goddefs, thee, Britanzia’s ile adores; 
Flow has the oft exhaufted all her ftores, 





Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought ! 
On forcign mountains may the fur’ refine 

"Lhe grape’s toft juice, and mellow it to wine, 
With citron groves adorn a diftant foil, 

And the fat clive fwell with Hoods of oil: 
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es : 
‘We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 
In ten degrees of mure indulgent ikies, 
Nor at the coarfenefs of our heaven repine, 
Though o’er our heads the frozen Pleiads thine : 
’Tis liberty that crowns Britannia’s ifle, 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak moun 
tains fmile. 
Others with towering piles may pleafe the fight, 
And in their proud afpiring domes delight 5 
A nicer touch to the ftretchr canvas give, 
Or teach their animated rocks to live : 
’Tis Britain’s care to watch o'er Europe’s fate, 
And hold in balance each contending ftate, 
Yo threaten bold prefumptuous kings with war, 
And aofwer her afflifed neighbour’s prayer 
The Dane an-1 Swede, rous’d up by fierce alarms, 
Biefs the wife condué of her pious arms: ~ 
Soon as her flees appear, their cerrore ceafe, _ 
And all the northern world lies hufh’d in peace. 
Th’ ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread 
Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head, 
And fain her godlike fons would difunite 
By foreign gold, or by domettic fpite : 
But ftrives in vain to conquer or divide, 
Whom Naffan’s arms defend and countels guide. , 
¥ir'd with the name, which { fo oft have found 
The diftant climes and different tongues refound, 
1 bridie-in my ftruggliog mufe with pain, 
That lon s to launch into a bolder ftrain, 
But I’ve already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare atrempt,a more adventurous fong. 
My hunuble verfe demands a fofter theme, 
A painted meadow, or a purling ftream; 
Unfit for heroes: whom immortal lays, 
And lines like Virgil’s, or like yours, fhould praifes’ 





MILTON'S STYLE IMITATED, 
, AN A TRANSLATION ‘OF 


A STORY OUT OF THE THIRD 4 NE!D, 


Lost in the gloomy horror of the night, 
We ftruck upon the coaft where Aitna ties, 
Horrid and wafte, its entrails fraugint with fire, 
‘That now catts out dark fumes and pitchy clouds, 
Vatt fhowers of afhies hovering in the fmoke ; 
New belches moiten ftones and ruddy fame 
Inceft, or tears up mountains by the roots, 
Or dlings a broken rock aloft in-aiz. 
‘Phe bottom works with fmother’d fire, involv’d 
In peftilential vapours, ftench and fmoke. 

’Tis faid, chat thunder-ftruck Enceladus 
Grovelling beneath, th’ incumbent mountain’ 

weight, : 
Lies ftretch’d fupine, eternal prey of flames; 
And when he heaves againft the burning load, 
Reluctant, to invert his broiling limbs, 
A fudden earthquake fhoots through all the ifle,- 
And /Etna thunders dreadiul under ground, .” 
Then pours ont fnicke in wreathing curls convolv'd, 
And fhadeg the fun’s bright orb, and blots out day. 
; M ity - 
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Here in the fhelter'of the woods we lodg'd, 
And frighted heard ftrange founds and difmal yells, 
Nor faw from whence they came; for all the night 
A murky ftorm deep louring o’er our heads 
Hung imminent, that ‘with impervious gloom 
Oppos’d itfelf to Cynthia’s filver ray, 

And fhaded all beneath. But now the fon 

‘With orient beams had chac'd the dewy night 
From earth and heaven ; all nature ftood difclos'd : 
When looking ‘on the’ neighbouring woods we 

"fa 
The ghaftly vifage of a man unknown, 

An uncouth feature, meagre, pale, and wilds 
AMiQion's foul and terrible difmay + 
Sat in his looks, his face impair’d and worn 
“With marks of famine, {peaking fore diftrefs; 
Nis locks were tangled, and his thaggy heard 
Matted with filth; in all things elfe 2 Greek. 

* He firft advanc'd in hatte ; but when he faw 
‘Trojans and Trojan arms, in mid career 

Stopt fhort, he back recoil’d as one furpris’d: 

Bat foon recovering fpeed, he ran, he flew 
Precipitant, and’ thus with piteous cries 

Our cars aflail’d : “ By heaven’s eternal fires, 
«By every god that fits enthron'd on high, 

“ By this good light, relieve a wretch forlorn, 

“ And bear me hence to any diflant hore, 

* Sot may fhun this favage ‘race accurft. 

“ "Tis truc I fought among the Greeks that late 
“ With (word aad fire o’erturn’d Neptunian T: Ys 
«And laid the labour of the gods in duit; 

For’ which, if fo the fail offence deferves, 
 Plung’d in the deép, for ever let me lie 

« Whelm’d under feae; if death mutt be my doom, 
Let man inflict it, and 1 dic well pleas’d.” 

* He ended here, and new profufe of teats, 
Jn fuppliant mood fell proftrate at our feet; 

We bade him fpeak frora whence, and what he was, 
And how by ftrefs of fortune funk thus low ; 
Anchifes too with friendly afpe@ mild 

Gave him his hand, fure pledge of amity, 

‘When, thus eneourag’d, he began his tale. 

I'm one; fays he, of poor defcent, my name 

Is Achamenides, my country Greece, 

Ulyfles’ fad compeer, who, whilft he fled 

The raging Cyclops, left me here behind 

Difconfolate, forlorn ; within the cave 

He left me, giant Polypheme’s dark cave; 

A dungeon wide and horrible, the walls 

On all fides furr’d with thouldy damps, and hung 

‘With clots of ropy gofe, and human limbs, * 

His dire repaft : himfelf of mighty fize, 

Hoarfe in his voice; and inv his vifage grim, 

Intractable, that riots on the flefh 

Of mortal men, and {wills the vital blood, 

Him did I fee fuatch up with horrid grafp 

‘Two f{prawling Grecks, in either hand a man: 

¥faw him when with huge tempeftuons {way ” 

‘He datht and broke them on the grundfil edge; 

The -pavemens fwam in blood, the walls around. 

‘Were fpatter’d’ o’er with brains, - He Japt the 
bleod, 

And chew'd the tender fiefh fill warm with life, 

‘That fwell'd and heav’d itfelf amidft bis teeth 

Asfentble of pain. Not lefs mean while 
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Our chief incens'd, and fludious of revenge, 

Plots his deftru@tion, which he thus effedts : 

The giant, gorg’d with ‘flelh, and wine, and 
blood,- 

Lay ftretcht ‘at length arid fnoring in his den, 

Belching raw gobbets from his maw, o’ercharg’d 

With purple wine and cruddled gore confus'd. 

We gather’d round, and to his fingle eye, 

‘The Gngle eye that in his forehead giat'd 

Likea En mison, or a broad burnifh’d fhield, 

A forky: faif we dextroufly apply’d, 

Which, in the fpacious focket turning round, 

Scoopt out the tig round jelly from ‘its orb, 

But lec me not thus interpofe delays : 

Fly, mortals, §; this curft detefted race: 

A hundred of he: fame ftupendous fize, 

A hundred Cyclops live among the hills, 

Gigantic brotherhood, that fakk along 

With horrid ftrides o’er the‘high mountains tops, 

Enormous in their gait; 1 oft have heard 

Their voice and tread ; oft feen them as they palt, 


| Sculking end fcouring down, half tebd with fear. 


Thrice has the moon wath'd all her orb in light, 

Thrice travell’d o’er in her obfcure fojburn, 

The realms of night inglorious, fince I've liv’d 

Amidft. thefe woods, leaning from thorns and 
fhrabs + : 


A wretched: faftenance. As thus he fpoke, 
We faw defcending from a neighbouring hill 
Blind Polypheme ; by weary fteps and flow 
The groping giant with a trank of pine 
Explor’d his way : around his woolly flocks 
Attended grazing : to the well-known’ thore 
He bent his courfe, and on the margin ftood, 
A hideous monfter, terrible, deform’d; 
Full in the midft of hif high front there gap’d 
The {pacious hollow where his eye-ball roll’d, 
A ghaftly orifice; -he rins’d the wound, 
And wath’d away the ftrings and clotted blood 
‘That cak’d within; ‘then ftalking through the decp 
He fords the ocean; ‘while the topmait wave 
Scarce reaches. up his middle fide: we ftood 
Amaz’d, be fure; a fudden horror chil} 
Ran through each nerve, and thrill’d in every vein, 
Till, ufing all the force of winds and oars, 
We {ped away; he heard us in our courfe, 
And with hié outftretch’d arms around him grop'd, 
But, finding nought within his reach, he rais’d 
Such hideous fhouts that all the ocean Shook. 
Ev'n Italy, though many a league remote, 
Jn diftant cchoes anfwer'd ; détna roar’d, 
‘Through all its inmoft- winding caverns roar’d, 
Rous’d with the found, the mighty family 
Of one-cyed brothers hafben to the fhere, 
And gather round the bellowing Polypheme, 
A dire aflembly : we with eager hafte 
Work every one, and from afar behold 
A hoft of giants covering all the fhore. 

So ftands a foreft tall of mountain oaks 





» Advane’d to mighty growth ; the traveller 


Hears from the humble valley where he rides 
The hollow murmurs of the winds that blow 
Amidtt the boughs, and at the diftance fees 
The thady tops of trees unnumber'c rife, 

A ftately profpeét, waving in the clouds. 
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The nation thanks them with a public veice; 

By fhowers of bleflings heaven approves their 

choice ; . 

Envy itfelf is dumb, in wonder loft, | A 

‘And factions ftrive who fhall applaud them moft.- 
Soon-as foft vernal breezes warm the fky, 

Britannia’s colours in the zeghyrs fly ; 

Her chief already has his march begun, 


“ Ordinibys; Letatur eques, plauditque fenator, Croffing the provinces himfelf had won, 


* Votaque patricio certant plebeia favori.” 
Cuavp. de Laud. Stilic. 


“ fuo labore ac. periculo, bella gerat pro Iiber- 
“ tate aliorum. Nec hoc finitimis, aut propin- 
© qua vicinitatis hominibus, aut terris continenti 
* jundtis preftet, Maria trajiciat: ne quod 
* toto orbe terrarum injuftum imperium fit, et 
® ubique jus, fas, lex, potentiffima fint.” 

Liv. Hift. lib. 33. 


‘Winter crowds of princes your deferts proclaim, 
Prond in their number to-enral your name ; 
While emperors to'you commit their caufe, 
And Anna’s praifes crown the vaft applaule ; 
Accept, great leader, what the mufe recites, 
That in ambitious verfe attempts your fights. 
Fir'd and tranfported with a theme fo new, 
‘Ten thoufand wonders opening to my view 
Shine forth at once; fieg¢s and ftorms appear, 
And wars and.conquefts fill th’ importapt year 
Rivers of blood § fee, and hills of lain, 

An Miad rifiog ot of one campaign. 

‘The haughty Gaul beheld, with towering pride, 
His ancient bounds enlarg’d on every fide ; 
Pyrene’s lofty harriers were {ubdued, 

And inthe midit of his wide empire flood ;. 

Aufonia’s ftates, the victor to reftrain, 

@ppos’d their Alps and Apennines in vain, 

Nor found theméelves, with ftrength of rocks im- 
mur’d, 

Behind their everlafting hills fecur’d; 

‘The rifing Danube its long race began, 

Aud half itq courfe through the new conquefts ran; 

Anaad and anxious for her fovereign’s fates, 

Germania trembled throagh. a hundred ftaces; 

Great Leopald himfelf was feiz’d with fear ; 

He gaz’d around, but faw no fuccour near; 

He gaz'd, and half-abandon'd to defpair 

Flis hopes on heaven, and confidence in prayer. 

‘Lo Britain’s queen the nations turn their eyes, 
On her refolves the weftern work relieny 
Confiding ftill, amidft its dire alarms, 

Yn Anna’s conncils, and in Churchill’s arms. 

Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms rent, 

‘To fit the guardian of the continent ! 

"That fees her braveft fon advane’d fo high, 

And flovrithing fo near her prince’s eye ; 

‘Thy favountes grow not up by fortune’s {port, 

Or from the crimes or follies of a courc; 

On the firm bafis of defert they rife, 

From long-tsy'd faith, and friendthip’s holy ties: 

‘Their fovereign’s well-diftinguith d {miles they 
fhare, 

“Jer ornaments in peace, her fvength in war; 








Till the Mofelle, appearing from afar, 
Retards the progrefs of the moving war. 
Delightful ftream, had nature bid her fall 


Efe aliquam in tereis. gentem que fud impenf, | 1) diftant climes far from the perjur'd Gauls 


But now a purchafe to the {word the lies, 

Her harvefts for uncercain owners rife, 

Each vineyard doubtful of its matter grows, 

And to the vidtor’s bowl! each vintage flows 3s 

The difcontented fhades of flaughter’d -hoits,. . 

‘Phat wander'd on her banks, her heroes ghoits 

Hop’d, when they faw Britannia’s arms appear, 

The vengeance duegto their great deaths was nears 
Our godlike leader, ere the flrcam he paft, 

The mighty {cheme of all his labours catt, 

Forming the wondrous year within his chought ; 

His bofom glew’d with battles yer unfought. 

The long isborious march he firft forveys, ' 

And joins the diftant Danube to.the Maefe, 

Between whofe floods fuch pathlefs forefts grow,” 

Such mountains rife, fo many rivers: Bow 2 

The toil looks lovely in the ages eyes, . 

And danger ferves but to enfatince the prizef” 
Big with the fate of Europe, he renews 

His dreadful courfe, and the proud foe purfues!- 

Infected by the burning fcorpion’s heat, 

‘The fultry galgs. round his chaf’d temples. beat, «~ 

Till on the borders of the Maine he finds. + 

Defenfive fhadows, and refrething winds, 

Qur Britith youth, with in-born freedom bold, 

Unnumber’d feenes of fervitude behald, 

Nations of flaves, with tyranny debas'd, 

(Their Maker’s image more than half defac’d) 

Hourly inftructed, as they urge their toil, 

To prize their queen, and love their native foil. 
Still to the rifing fun they take their way 

‘Through clouds of duft, and gain upon the day, 

When now the Neckar on its friendly coaft , 

With cooling ftreams revives the fainting halk, - 

That cheerfully his labours pait forgets,,...= 





| The mid-night watches, and the nogn-day Beats. 


O’er proftrate towns and palaces they pafs 
(Now cover’d o’er with waods, and hid in graft), 


| Breathing revenge; whilft anger and difdain 


Fire every breaft, aud boil in every vein : 
Here thatter’d walls, like broken rocks, from far” 
Rife up in hideous views, the guilt of war,+ 
Whilft kere the vine o’er hills of ruin climbs, 
Induftrious to conceat great Bourbon’s crimes. 

At length the fame of England’s hero drew 
Eugenio to the glorious interview. 
Great fouls by inftin@ to each ocher turn, - 
‘Demand alliance, and in fricndfhip burn; 
A fadden friendthip, while with ftretch’d-out rays 
They meet each other, mingling blaze with-blaze. 
Polifh'd in courts, and harden'd in the field, 
Regown'd for conqueft, and in council fkill'd, 
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‘Their courage dwells not in a troubled flood 
Of mounting fpirits, and fermenting blood ; 
Lodg’d in the foul, with virtue over-ral’d, 
Inflam’d by reafon, and by reafon cool'd, 
Jy hours of péace content to he unksown, 
And only in the field of battle fhown : 
To fouls like thefe, in mutual friendthip join’d, 
Heaven dares incruft the caufe of human-kind, 

'_ Britannia’s graceful fons appear in arms, 
Her barrafs'd troops the herve’s prefence warms, 
Whilft the high bills and rivers ail around 

“With thundering pea!s of Brituth fhouts refound : 
Doubling their fpecd, they march with frefh 

delight, 

Eager for glory, and pequire the fight. 
So the flanch houid the trembling deer purfues, 
And fmells his foottteps in the tairted dews, 
The tedious track unravelling by degrees: 
But when the icent comes warm.in ¢ breeze, 
Fir'd at the near wpproach he fhoors away 
On his full fretch, aud bears ypon bis prey. 
“ The march conéludes, the various realms are 





ft 5 
Th immortal Schellenberg appears at lait : 
Like hills th’ afpiring ramparts rife on high, 
Like valleys at their feet the trenches fie ; 
Batteries on batteries guard each faral pats, 
‘Threatening deftruction ; rows of hollow brafs, 
‘ube bebind tube, the dreadful entrance keep, 
‘Whilft in their wombs ten thoufaud thunders flegp : 
Great Churchill owns, charm’d with the glorious 
“fight, - 
His march o'er-paid by fuch a promis’d fight. 
The weftern fun now fhot a feeble ray, 
And faintiy fcatter"d che remains of day: 
Ev'ning approach’d ; but ob what how of foes 
: ‘Were never to bebyld that eve fe! 
‘Thickening their racks, and wedg d in frm array, 
‘The clole-compagted Britons win their way; 
An vain the cannon their throng’d war defac’d 
‘With trads of death, and laid the battle wake ; 
Still prefling forward to the fight, they broke 
Through flames of fulghur, and a night of fmoke, 
Till flaughecr'd legions fili'd the trench below, 
Asnd bore their fierce avengers to the for. 
High on the works the mingling hofts engage ; 
The battlc, kindled into tenfold rage, 
Wirk fhowers of bullets and with ftorms of fire 
Borns in full fury; heaps on heaps expire, 
Nations with hations mix'd confus’dly die, 
And loft in one promifcuous carnage lie. 
How many generous Britons meets their doom, 
New to'the field, asid heroes in the bloom ! 
‘Th’ ilidftrious youths, that left their native fhore 
Co march avhere Britons vever march’d before, 
(0 fatal love of fanie! O glorious heat, 
Only deftrudive to the brave and great ') 
Alter {uch roils o’ercome, fuch-cangers paft, 
Stretch’d on Bavarian ramparts br 
Byr hold; my a.ufe, may no compleints appear, 
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear: 
While Marlborough lives, Britaninia’s & 
# fricadiy light, end fine in innocence 
Plunging ihrough ‘feas of blood his fiery teed 
Whqse’er his friends retire,.or foes fucceed 
























difpenfe 








he their laf. | 


OF ADDISON. 
Thafe he fupports, thefe drives to fudden Sight, 
And turns the various fortune of the fight. 
Forbear, great man, zenown’d in arms, forbear 

Yo brave the thickeft terrors of the war, 

Nor hazard thus, confus’d in crowds of foes, 

Britannia’s fafety, and the world’s repofe ; 

Let nations anxious for thy life abate 

This feorn of danger, and contempt of fate 

‘Thou liv’ not fur thyielf; thy queen demands 

Conqneft and peace from thy vidlorious hands ; 

Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join, 

And Europe’s deftiny depends on thine. 

At length the long ditputed pafs they. gain, 

By crowded armies fortify’d in vains 

The war breaks ia, the ficrce Bavarians yield, - 

Ard fee their camp with Britith legions fll’d. 
So Hcigian mounds bear on their fhatter’d fides 

The fea’s whole weight increas’d with {welling 

tides ; 5 

But if the ruthing wave a paffage finds, 

Enrag’d by watery moons, and warring winds, 
The trembling peafaut fees his country round 
Cover’d with tempefts, and in oceans drown’d. 

‘The few farviving focs diipertt in flight, 
(Refule of fwords, and yleanings of a fight) 
In every ruftling wind the victor hear,’ 
And Marlborough’s form ia eyery fhadow fear, 
‘Till the dark copé of nighs with kind embrace 
Betriends the rout, and covers their difgrace. 
To Donavert, with unrefifted force, 
The-gay viGorious army bends its courfe. 
‘The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields, 
Whatever fpoils Bavaria’s fummer yields 
(The Danube’s great increafe), Britansiia fhares, 
The food of arusies and fupport of wars;_ 
With magazines of death, deftructive balls, 
And cannon deom’d to batter Laudau’s walls, 
Vhe victor finds each hidden cavern ftor’d, 
And turns their fury on their guilty Lord. 
Deluded prince ! how is thy greatnefs croft, 
And all the gaudy dream of empire loft, 
‘That proudly fet thee on a fancy’d throne, 
And made imaginary realms thy own! 

‘Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join, 
Shall fhortly feek for fheltcr from the Rhine, 
Nor find it there! Surrounded with alarms, 

‘Thou hop’ft the affiftance of the Gallic arms; 

The Gallic arms in fafety fhall advance, 

Aud crowd thy flandards with the power of France, 

While, to exalt thy doom, th’ afpiring Gaul 

Shares thy defirudtion, and adorns thy fail. 
Unboundsd courage and compaffion join’d, 

Tempering cach other in the victor’s mind, 

Alternately proclaim him good.and great, 

| And make the hero and the man complete. 

Long did he ftrive th’ obdurate foe to gain 
By proffer’d grace, but long he itrove in vain; 

“Pill, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to {pare 
; His rifing wrath, and gives a loofe to war. 

{In vengeance rous'd, the foldicr fills his hand 
| With tword and fire, ard ravages the land, 
| A thoufand villages to afhes turns, 

In crackiing Aames a thouiand harvetts burns, 

“To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat, 

} Ane mat wih bellowing herd. confus‘dly bleat ; 





POEM 6& 


Their trembling lords the common fhade partake, 
id cries of infants found in every brake: 

"Vhe liftening foldier fixt in forrow ftands, 

Loth to obey his leader’s juft commands; 

‘The leader grieves, by generous pity fway’d, 

To fee his jut commands fo well obey’d. 

But now the trumpet tertible from far 
4n dhriller clangors animates the war ; 
Confedirate drums in fuller concert beat, 

‘And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat : 
Gallui'’s proud ttandards, to Bavaria’s join'd, 
Unfurl their gilded lilies in the wind ; 

The daring prince his blafted hopes renews, 
And, while the thick embattled hoft he views 
Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadful k:ngth, 
His heart dilates, and glories in his ftrength. 

The fatal day its mighty courfe began, 

‘That the griev'd world had long defir’d in vain; 

States that their mew captivity bemoan’d, 

Annies of martyrs that in eaile groan’d, 

Sighs froma che depth of gloomy dungeons heard, 

And prayers in bitternefs of foul preferr’d, 

Europe’s loud cries, that Providence affail’d, 

And Anna’s ardent vows at length prevail’d ; 

he day was ‘come when heaven defign’d to 
fhow 

His care and conduct of the world below. 

Behold in-awful march and dread array 
"The long extended fquadrons shape their way ! 
Death, in approaching terrible, imparts 
An anxious horror to the brave(t hearts; 

Yet do their beating breafts demand the ftrife, 

Aud thirft of glory quells the fove of life. 

‘No vulgar fears can Britifh minds control : 

Heat of revenge, and noble pride of fout, 

O'crlouk the fee, advantag’d by his poft, 

Leffen his numbers, and contragt his hoft ; 

"Though fers and floods poffeft the middle fpace, 

‘That unprovok’d they would have fear’d to pais; 

Nor fens nor floods can ftop Britannia’s bands, 

When ber proud foe rang’d on their borders 
fiands. 

But O, my mufe, what nuntbers wilt thou find 
'To firig the furious troops in battle join’d! 
Methinks I hear the drums tumultuous found 
"the victors fhouts and dying groahs confownd, 
‘Phe dreadful burft of cannon rend the fkies, 
all the thunder of the battle rife. 

*Ywas then great Marlborough’s mighty foul was 

prov’d, 
That, in the thock of charging hofts unmov'd, 
aAmidit confufion, horrer, and defpair, 

Yxamin'd all the dreadful feenes of war: 

In peacelul thought the field of death furvey’d, 

‘l'o fainting {quadrons fent the timely aid, 

lnfpir'd repuls’d battalions to engage, 

And tavght the doubtful battle where to rage. 
So when an-angel by divine command 
‘With rifing tempetts dhakes a guilty land, 

Such as of late o’er pale Britannia paft, 

and ferene he drives the furious blaft ; 

, pleas’d th’ Almighty’s orders to perform, 

in the whirlwind, and direéts the form. 
Bur fee the haughty houfchold troops advance ! 
dread of Evrope, and the pride of France. 
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was 
The war's whole art each private foldier knows, 
And with a general’s love of conqucft glows; 
Proudly he marches cn, and void of fear 
Laughs at the thaking of the Britifh fpear ¢ 
Vain infolence ! with native freedom biave, 
‘The meaneft Briton fcorns the higheft flave ; 
Contempt and fury. fire their fouls by turns, 
Each nation’s glory in each warrior burns; 
Each fights, a5 in his arm th’ important day 
Aud all the fate of his great monarch lay: 
A thoufand glorious aélions, that might claim 
‘Triumphant laurels, and immortal fume, 
Confus’d in crowds of glorious actions lie, 
And troops of heroes ui.diftinguifh’d die, - 
O Dormer, how can I behold thy fate, 
And not the wonders of thy youth relate ! 
How can I fee the gay, the brave, the young, 
Fall in the cloud of war, and lie unfung ! 
In joys of conqueft he refigns his breath, 
Ard, fill’d with England’s plury, fmilesin death. 
The rout begins, the Gallic f{quadrons run, 
CompelFd in crowds to meet the fate they fhun; 
Thonfands of fiery feeds with wounds transfix'd, 
Floating in gore, with their dead matters mixt, 
> Midft heaps of {pears and ftandards driven around, 
Lie in the Danube’s bloody whirlpools drown’d, 
‘Troops of bold youths, borne on thé diftant Soane, 
Or founding borders of the rapid Rhéne, _ ag 
Or where the Seine her Rowery fields divides, 
Or where the Doire through winding vineyards 
glides, - 
In heaps the rolling billows fweep away, 
And into’Scythian seas their bloated corps convey, 
From Blenheim’s towers the Gaul, with wild 
affright, . i 
Beholds the various havock of the fight; ~ 
His waving banners, that fo oft had food 
Planted in fields of death and ftreams of blood, * 
So wont the guarded enemy to reach, 
Aad rife triumphant in the fatal breach, 
Or pierce the broken foc’s remoteft lines, 
‘The hardy veteran with tears refigns. 
Unfortunate Vallard ! Oh, who can‘name 
The pangs of rage, of forrow, and of fhame, 
That with mixt tumult in thy bofom fwell’d, 
When firft thou faw’ft thy braveft troops re- 
peli’d, : 
Thine only fon pierc’d with a deadly wound, 
Chok'd in his blood, and gafping on the ground, 
Thyfelf in bondage by the victor kept!" - 
‘The chief, the father, and the captive, wept. 
An Englith mufe i8 rouch’d with generous woe, 
And in th’ unhappy man forgets the foe ! 
Greatly diftreft! they loud complaints forbear, 
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war; 
Give thy brave foes their due, nor bluth to own 
The fatal field by fuch great leaders won, 
‘The field whence fam’d Eugenio bore away 
Quly the fecond honours of the day. : 
With floods of gore that from the vanquith’d fell 
‘The marfhes ftagnate, and the rivers fwell, 
Mountains of flain lie heap’d upon the ground, 
Or "midi the roarings of the Danube drowa'd; 
Whole captive hofts the conqueror detains ~ 
In painful bencage, and inglorious chains; 





“36 : 
«| Ev’n thofe whe fcapé the fetters and- the fword, 
Nor feck the fortunes of 2 happier lord, 
‘Their ragitig king difhonours, to complete 
Marlborough’s great work, and finifh the defeat, 
From Memminghen’s Righ domes, and Augf- 
burg’s walls, ane 
‘The diftant battle drives th’ infaiting Gauls; 
Freed by the terror of the vidtor’s name 
The refcu’d fates his great proteétion claim; 
‘Whilf Ulme th’ approach of her deliverer waits, 
‘And longa to open her obfeqnions gates. 
The hero’s breatt ftill {wells with great defigns, 
Tn every thought the towering genius fhines : 
4€ to the foe his dreadful courfe he bends, 
O’er the wide continent his march extends; 
If fieges in his labouring thoughts are form’d, 
Camps are aifual:ed, and an army ftorm’d ; * 
1 to the fight his ative fol is bent,’ 
‘The fate of Europe turns on its event. 
What diftant land, what regton, can afford 
An adtion worthy his victorious {word ? 
Where will he next che fiying Gaul defeat, 
‘To make the feries of his toils complete? — [force 
Where thé fwoln Rhine rufhing with all its 
Dyvides the hoftile nations in its courfe, 
While‘each contradts its bounds. or wider graws, 
Enlarg'd or ftraiten'd as the river flows, 
On Gallia’s fid3'a mizhty bulwark ftands, 
‘That all the wide extended plain commands; 
‘Twice, fince the war was kindled, has it ery'd 
‘The vidor's rage, and twice has chang'd its Gide; 
As oft whole arinje ith the priz¢ v’erjoy’d, 
Have the lotig fahmer ‘on its walls employ'd. 
Hither our mighty chief his arms directs, 
Hence future triumphs from the war expects ; 
And thongh the dog-flar had its courfe begua, 
Carries his arms itill’nearer to the fun: 
Fixt on the glorious action, he forgets 
‘The‘changesof feafons, and increafe of heats; 
No toils aré painful rhat can danger fhow, 
No climes unlovely, that contain a foe. 
‘The roving Gapt, to his awn bounds reftrain’d, 
Learns to incamp within his native land, 
Bat foon a3 the victorious hoft he fpies, ° 
From hill to hill, from ftream to Qream he flies : 
Such dire imprefftone in his heart remain [plain : 
OF Mariborcugh’s fword, and Hochitet’s fatal 
In vain Britannia’s mighty chief befets : 
‘Their thady coverts,and obfenre retreats; 
‘They fly the conquerer’s approaching fame, 
‘Thar bears the force of armies in his name, 
Atfiria’s young monarch, whofe imperial fway 
Sceptres and thrones are deftin’d to obey, ‘ 
Wiofe boatted anéeftry fo high exrends 
‘That in the pagan gods his Hucage ends, 
Comes from afar, in gratitude to own 
The great fupporter of } ser’s throne; 
What tides of glory to his bof ran, 
Chup’ in th embraces of the gocbke man! 
How were his eyes with pleatin, wonder fixe 
"Lo fee fuch fire whh fo much iectnefs mixt, 
Such ealy grcarefs, fuck o gra 
"od und finifh'd tor the ¢: 
thus was form'd with every grace, 
3 fhone but in the fecond place; 
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Thus the great father of almighty Rome 
(Divinely Rufht with an immortal bloom, 
‘That Cytherea’s fragrant breath beftow'd) 

In all the charms of his bright.mother glow’d. 

‘The royal youth by Marlborough’s prefence 

charm’d, ee) 
Taught by his counfels, by his aGtions warm’d, 
On Landau with redoubled fury falls, 
Difcharges all -his thunder on its walls, 
O'er mines and caves of death provokes the fight, 
And learns to conquer in the hero’s fight. 

The Britith chie!, for mighty toils renown’d, 
Increas'd in titles, and with conquefts crown’d, 
To Belgian coaits his tedious march renews, * 
And the long windings of the Rhine purfues, 
Clearing its borders from ufurping focs, 
And bleft by refcued nations as he goes, 
Treves fears no more, freed from its dire alarms; 
And Tracrbach feels the terror of his arms: 
Seated on rocks her proud foundations fhake, 
While Marlborough prefles to the bold attack. 
Plants all his batteries, bids his cannon roar, 
And thows:how Landau might have fall’n before. 
Scac’d at his near approach, great Louis fears 
Vengeance reféry’d for his declining years, 
Forgets his thirftof-poiverfal fway, : 
And fcagce.can teach his fubjedts to obey ; 
His arms he finds on vain attempts employ’ 
Th’ ambiticus projeds for his race deftroy'd, 
‘Ehe works of ages Junk in one campaign, 
And lives of millions facrifie’d in vain, 

Such are th’ effects of Anna’s royal cares: 


| By her, Britannia, great in foreign ware, 


Ranges through nations, wherefoe'er disjoin’d, 
Without the wonted aid of fea and wind. ‘ 
By her th’ unfetter’d Ier’s itutes are free, 
And tafte the fweets of .Englifh liberty: * 
And who can tell the joys ef thofe that lie 
Beneath the con/tant influence of her eye ! 
Whilft in diffofive fhowerg her bounties fall 
Like heaven’s indulgence, and defcend on all, 
Secure the happy, fuccour the difireft, 
Make every fubject glad, and a whole people bleft. 
. Thus would { fain Britannia’s wars rehearfe, 
In the {mooth records of a faithful verfe ; 
‘That, if fuch numbers can o’cr time prevail, 
May tell pofterity the wondrous tale, 
When adticns, anadorn’d, are faint and weak, 
Cities and countries muft be taught to fpeak ; 
Gods may defcend in fadtions from the fics, 
And rivers from their oozy beds arife ; 
Fiion may deck the truth with fpurious rays, 
And round the hero caft a borrow’d blaze: 
Marlborough’s exploits appear divincly bright, 
And proud'y thine in their own native light ; 
Rais’'d of themfejves, their genuine charms the: 
boat, [moft 
Aad thofe who paint them truck praife then 





COWLEY'S EPITAFH ON HIMSELF, 
TRANSLATED BY MR, ADDISON, 


From life’s foperBuons tares enlarg’d, 
His debt ef human toil difcharg'd, ~ 


POEMS 


Tere Cowley lies! beneath this fhed, 
‘To every worldly intereft dead ; 
‘With decent poverty content, 
His hours of cafe not idly fpént; 
To fortune’s goods a foe profeft, 
And hating wealth by all careft. 
Tis true he’s dead; for oh! how fmail 
A Spot of earth is now his all: 
Oh! with that earth may lightly lay, 
And every care be far away ; 
Bring flowers; the short-liv’d rofes bring, 
To lie deceas’d, fit offering : 
And f{weets around the poet ftrow, 
Whilf yet with life his afhes glow. 

‘ 


——————— 
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“POEMAT A. 


INAUGURATIO REGIS GULIELMY®, 1689. 


Tityrs, Hie inter corylos, umbrofa cacumina, 
denfas, ? 
Nos cantare pares quoniam convenizous ambo, 
Dicamus laudes heroum (ut, Mopfe, folenyus) 
‘Tempora trapfibunt fic leta canentibus, et nunc 
Dic age, quos uoftro celebrari carmine fumes. 
Mopfus. Tityre, nunc reddantur eis pia munera 
Jaudum, ‘ = 
Otia qui dederint nobis placidamque quictem ; 
Scilicet illorum refedent encomia fyiva, 
Qui dignabantur-ragni fulcire rainas. [cicutae; 
T. ‘Lanta -haud conveniunt humili tenuique 
Sed quoniam if magnis, dicunt, voluiffe fat effe; 
Ipfe tuas, Gulielme, canam laudefque Mariz ; 
Nam, quos junxit amor, nemo fejungere debet. 
M. ‘unc mihi Phoebe fave, Mufeque favete 
canenti, 
‘Ne culpa ingenii iliorum minuantur honores. 
YT. Alt ego nec Phoebum curo, Pheebive forores, 
Carmina namque mihi cedit nunc lemma canenti. 
Mz. Sint licet iluftri proavorum ftemmate clari, 
Sunt magis ornati propriis virtutibus ambo. 
T. Si Rex eft regit immanes qui pectoris zftu 
‘Tum quot Regna tenet Gulielmus ! quotque Maria! 
M4. Inclytus hic Mavors, fapiens hee altera 
Pallas, . : 
‘Vulnerat ile armis, forma fed-valnerat illa. 
T. Quando vias Pelagi tentarunt; mole foperbum 
Suftulit ad nubew mare fe, faftuqne tumebat. 
4M. Quando tellurem tetigerant, Arcades omnes. 
Fani Do Arcadia tenerum madtavimus agnum. 
T. Tunc iterum -totus refonat modulamine 
campus, : 
Mifcent pactores iterum nympheque choreas. 
» Af. Lactus graminevis lufit tunc agnus in agris, 
Floribus atque novis heedi infiluere petulci. 
T. Quantes crat vier Gulielmus, quando popelli 
Vicit corda, hoftes vicit, vicitque feipfom ! 
* M, Participat fponfi virtuzem et regoa Maria, 
Digna tribus Kegmis, et tanto digna Marito. 





* Thefe vi 


. fes occationed Mr, Addifon’s being cleéted 
into May 
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T. Primus hic imperio, nulli eft virtute fecundus, 
Sic fol, quam ftella, majori luce refulget. : 
M. Sed qualis ftellas micat inter luna minores, 
Talis, cum cindta eft fociis, Regina videtur. 
T. At quz nosillis nunc, Tityre, digna precemur, 
Ludere qui pecori, pecorifque dedere magiftris? 
MM, Aternam inveniam, quam donavere, qui- 
etem | 
T. Et fero ceelos exernet fidus utrumque ! 


Jossruus Anpison, Commentfalis é Col/. Ree 





ON THE 


RETURN OF KING WILLIAM FROM 
IRELAND, ; . 


AFTER THE BATTLE OF THE BOYNE * 


Cum Domini impatiens excuffit Jerna catenas, - 
‘Tota reuns in Martem, inteftinofque lahores, 
Integri quicunque graves vidére tumultus 
(Conftitit heu! tanti virtus} in vincula miffi, 
Exofam ludtuque trahunt et carcere vitam. 
Laté agri dumis horrefcunt, afpera rura . 
Louxuriant fegete fpinarum, autumaus Ierne 
Nullus adeft, cultorque deeft querentibus arvie. 
Paffim turba dolis inftat peregrina fecundis, 
Nativamque premit:-lafciva potentia plebems 
In lacrymas Gens omnis abit, manifettat ubiqae 
Communes ludtus, vuleuque laborat in uno, 
Praceps in tardas fic crevit Hibernia ponaa, 
Et fic venture maturuit illa ruinz + etre 
Facta effet tanto nequaquam vindice dignay 
Si minor horrendas Gulielmi fenferat iras, 
Anglia in ignavam dudum refolata quietent, 
Imperiis rediviva tuis, Naffove, veternum 
Excutit, et longum fopitos fascitat ignes. 
‘Te duce quas fecis ftrages! qua prielia movit! 
Dum fervet cedes, et campo fanguis inundat, 
Affidux fudant peragendo penfa forores, 
Et ftipata gemit fub pondere cymba Charontis. 
Terga premens Czfar fugicntia corripit hoftes ' 
Vindex, atque trahit partem fua quamque ruina § 
Plumbea tempeftas hanc obruit, eminns ills 
Glande cadit, fruftraque evitat miffile ferrom, 
Altera dum panas differt fugiendo fequaces, 
Infide fefe credit moritura paludi. 5 
His gradibus longo fe foivit Hibernia luau, = 
Imperium expulfi tandem indignata tyranoi 
Nobiliora petit vincla, aptatafque catenas 
Induit, atque jugo Guliclmi ornata fuperbit. 
Gens numium dile@a.Deo! nimiumque Bri- 
tanni 
Felices | hac fi exundantia gandia nullus 
Frenaffet dolor, et Ducis + haud ignebile fatum 
Latitiz nimios non‘caftigaverat witus, 
Ile triumphato toties fecurus ab hofte, 
Exulibus Dis ille, ille aris fidus avitis 





* From the “ Academiae Oxonienfis Gratolatio pra 
cxoptato ferenifimi Regis Gulielmi ex Hibernia reditu, 
uxoniac, € Theatro Sheldoniano, Ana, Dom: 2690." 

} Duke Scomberg- 
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Agmina, Naffovique latus focialibus armis 

Circumfufa tegunt, fremitufque et murmura mif- 
“cent, 

Tam vario disjun@a fitu, tot diffona linguis. 

‘Te tamen e mediis. * Ductor Fortiffime, turmis 
Exere. Tu vitam (fi quid mea carmina poffunt) 
Accipies, populique encomia fera faturi, 

Quem varias edotunt artes, ftudiifqnue Minerva 

Omnibus ornatum, Marti Rhedycina farenti 

Credidit invita, et tanto fe ja@tat alumno. 

Hunc nempe ardorem, atque immenfos pectoris 
zeftus 

Non jubar Arctoiim, aut noftri penuria ceeli, 

Sed plaga torridior, qua fo] intentius omnes 

Effundit radies, totique obnoxia Phebo 

India progenuit, tenerifque incoxit ab annis 

Virturem immodicam, et generof incendia mentis. 

Jam quogue torpentem qui infelix fufpicit Arc- 

ton, 

Brumamque zternam frigufque perambulat, urfe 

Horridus exuviis, Gulielmi ingentia facta 

Defcribit fociis, pugnataque in ordine bella 

Artentusnumerat, nequebrumam aut frigora curat, 

En! vaftos nivium tractus et pallida regna 

Deferit, imperio extremum f qui fubjicit orbem, 

Indigenafque hyemes, Britonumque Heroa pe- 
rerrat 

Luminibus tacitis; fabeunt nunc fafa Namuree 

Meenia, nunc tardo qu fanguine plurima fluxit 

Boinia, nunc dubii palma indifcreta Senefi. 

uz facies, et quanta viri: quo vertice in auras 
Adlurgit! quali firmat veftigia geeffu, 

Majeftate rudi, et torvo {petabilis ore ! 

Sic olim Alcides, immania membra Leonis 
Inftratus fpoliis, vafta fe mole ferebat, 

Evandri amplexus dextramque adjungere dextrz 
Cum peteret, tedtifque ingens fucelMeret hofpes. 

Dum pugnas, Gulielme, tuas, campofque cruentos 
Accipit, in venis ebullit vividus humor, (dor. 
Cordo micant crebro, et mentem ferit zmulus ar= 
Non jam Riphwos hoftis populabitur agros 
Inpune, aut agitabit inultas Sarmata pradas. 

Quis tamen ille procul fremitus! Qua murmura 

vulgi 

Naffovium ingeminant! video cava littora circum 
Fervere remigibus, fubitifque albefcere velis, 
Anglia folve metus, et inanes mitte querelas, 
Nuflovi fecura tui, defifte tumentes 
Profpicere in fluétus animo fufpenfa, trucefque 
Objugare notos, tardamque requirere puppim : 
Optatus tibi Czfar adeft, nec ut ante videbis 
Sollicitom belli ftudiis, fatalia Gallo 
Concitia ct tacitas verfantem in peCtore pugnas. 
O}li grata quies et pax tranquilla verendum 
Compofuit vultum, tetofque afflavic honores. 

Ut denfo ciscum fe plurimus agmine miles 





Pm G@EM S 
j Veltigar faciem ; trepida formidine profes 








Aggiomerat lateri: ut patriam veterefque penates 


Reipicit exultans! juvat oftentare recentes 

Ore cicatrices, et valnera cruda, notafque 
Mucronum infignes, afllateque falphuce membra, 
Chara ftupet conjux, reducifque incerta mariti 


. Dom Chriftoph. Codrington, unus ex Regii Sa- 
ve lis, 


+ Mufcoviae Lin perator. 
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tat procul, et patrios horrefcit nefcia vultus, 
Hie graves cafus, duri et difcrimina belli 
Enumerat, tumidifque inftaurat przlia verbis. 
Sic, poftquam in patriam focunda heroibus Arges 
Phryxeam attulerat pellem, lanamque rigenteat 
Expofuit Gratis, et tortile velleris aurum, 
Navita terrificis infamia littora monftris 
Defcribit, mixto fpirantem incendia fumo 
Serpentem, vigilefque feras, plauftraque gementes* 
{nfolito tauros, et anhelos igne juvencos. ins 

Te tamen, O quantis Guliclmi erepte periclis, * 
Accipimus reducem : tibi Diva Britannia fundit 
Plebemque et proceres; medias quacunque per 

urbes 
Ingrederis, crebra confurgunt undique pompz, 
Gaudiaque et plaufus: mixto ordine vulgus cum 
tem 7 
Circumiftat fremitu denfo: Tibi Jupiter annom 
Serius invercit, luces mirata ferenas {pho. 
Ridet Hyems, feftoque vacat coelum omne trium. 
Jamque * Nepos tibi parvus adeft, latoque jue 
vente 
Inceffu, et blando teftatur gaudia rifa. = 
Ut patrius vigor atque elati gratia vultus 
Czxfareum fpirant, majeftatemque verendam 
Infundunt puero! ut mater formofa ferenat 
Auguftam frontem, et fublimia temperat ora! 
Agnofco facitm ambiguam, mixtofque parenten. 
Mle tuas, Guliclme, acies, et triftia bella, 
Pagnafque innocua dudum fub imagine Iufit. 
Nunc indignant fimilis fugitiva pufilla 
Terga premit turmz, et falfis terroribus implety 
Sternitque exiguum ficto cognomine Gallum. 
Nunc fimulat turres, et propugnacula parva 
Nominibos fignat variis; fubitogue tcumultu 
Sedulus infirmas arces, humilemque Namurcam 
Dirnit : intérea generofe im‘pe@ore flammz 
Affurgunt fenfim juveni, notat ignis honeftas 
Purpureo fervore genas, et amabilis horror. 
Quis tamen Auguftz immenfas in carmine 
pompas 
Inftruet, in luteos ubi vulgo effufa canales 
Vina rubent, variatque infe&tas purpura fordes ? 
Quis lapfus referet ftellarum, et fictile coclum, 
Qua laceram oftendunt redolentia compita chase 
tam, 4 
Sulphuris exuvias, tubulofque bitumine caffos ?- 

En procul attonitam video clarefcere no@um 
Fulgore infolito ! ruit undique lucides imber, 
Flagrantefque hyemes; crepitantia fidera paffin, 
Se.ntillant, totoque pluunt incendia coelo. 

Nec minus id terris.Vulcanus mille figuras 

Induit, ignivomafiuc feras, et fulgida m-nftra, 

Terribiles vifu formas . hic membra Leonis 

Hifpida mectitur, tor:ifque comantia flammis 

C lia guatit, rucila:que jubas; hic iubricus An« 
guem 

Ladit, fubfiliens, et multo fibilat igne. [vis 

Letitiam ingentem atque effvia hee gaudia civ 
Jam tandem fecurus agit, p. froque timore 
dxercet ven os, clailemque per ulima mundt 
Impune ecucit, pelagoque licenties exrat : 


* Celiiflimus Princeps Dux Glocefreufis, 
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Seu conftri@a gelu, mediifque horrentia Cancri 
‘Menfibus arva videt ; -feu turgida malit olenti 
‘Tendere vela noto, qua thurea famina mifcet 
Bolus, et placidis parfundit odoribus auras. 

Vos auimg illuftres heroum, umbraque recentes, 
Quarum trunca jacent et adhuc ftillantia crudis 
Corpora vulneribus, quibus hac optabilis orbi 
Parta-quies, nondum Naffovo abducite veftro 
Fida fatellitia, at folitis ftipate catervis 
Puorem, ct tenues circum diffundite turmas. 
‘Tuque Maria, tuos non unquam oblita Britannoa, 
O Diva, O patiens magnum expeare maritum, 
Ne terris Dominum invideas, quanquam amplius 

illum est 
Betinesnr, longamque agitent fub vindice pacem. 


ee en SeeOeS 
BAROMETRI DESCRIPTIO. 


Qwa penctrat fofler terre cxca antra, metallo 
Feecunda infyrmi, rudibufque nitentia venis; 
Duna ftupet occuleas gazas, nummofque futuros, 
Eruit argenti latices, nitidamque liquorem ; 
Qui nullo effufus prodit veftigia tractu, 
Nee terram figno revolubilis imprimit udo, 
Sed fradtus fparfim in globulos formam ufque ro- 
tundam, 
Servat, et in teretes lapfans fe colligit orbes, 
Incertum qua fit natura, an negligat ulera 
Perficier, jubar et maturus inutile temnat ; 
An potius folis vis imperfecta relinquat 
Argentum male coum, divitiafque fluentes ; 
Quicquid erit, magno fe jactat nobilis fu; 
Nec Deus effulfit magis afpectabilis olim, 
‘Cum Danacn flavo circum pretiofus amiatu 
* Ambiic, et gratam fuadente libidine formam, 
Depluit irriguo liquefagum Numen in Auro. 
Quin age, fume tubum fragilem, cui denfior aér 
Exclulus; funde vitri fubfidat in imo 
Argenti tagnum ; ut pluvia impendente metallum 
Mobili defcendat, vel contra, ubi poftulat xftas, 
Prodeat hinc liquor emergens, et rurfus inane 
Occupet afcenfu, tubulumque excurrat in omnem. 
Jam ceeli faciem tempeftatefque futuras 
Confcia lympha monet, brumamque et frigora 
natrat. 
‘Nam quoties liquor infurgit, vitreoque canali 
Sublatum nequeunt ripx cohibere priores; 
‘Tum latos fperare dies licet, arva fatentur 
fiftatem, et large diffufo lumine rident. 
Sin fele immodicum attollens argenteus humor, 
Et nimium opprcffus, contendat ad ardua vitri, 
Jam fitiunt herb, jam ficcos flamma feraces 
Excoquit, et languent confumto prata virore. 
Cum vero tenues nebulas {piracula terrx 
Fudunt, et madidi fluitant fuper aquora fumi, 
Pabuila venture pluviz ; tum fufite pondus 
Anferiora peti: ; nec certior ardea carlos 
indicat humentes, medias quando ztheris oras 
‘Tranando, craffa fruitur fublimias aura, 
Difcutit et madidis rorantia nubila pennis, 
Nunc guttze dgglomerant; difperfas frigora fipant 
Particulas, recvique in piggbum sogitur humor : 
i ee bergen 
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THE WORKS OF ADDISON. 


Prata virent, fegetem feecundis imbribus xther 
Irrigat, et bibule radici alimenta miniftrat. 

Quin ubi plus zquo defcendens uda metalli ‘ 
Fundum amat, impatiens pluvia, metuenfque pro+ 


Agricole caveant; non hoc impune colonus 
Afpicit; oftendet mox feta vaporibus aura - 
ColleG@tas hyemes, tempeftatemque fonoram. 
At licee argentum mole incumbente Jevatum 
Subfidat, penitafque imo fe condat in alveo, 
Catera queque tunfens; everfis lumina ripis 
Expatiata ruunt, fpumantibus xftaat undis 
Diluvium, rapidique effula licentia ponti. 

Nolla tacet fecreta polt mirabile vitrum, 
Quin varios cceli vultus et tempora prodit, 
Ante refert, quando tenui vélamine tutus, 

Incedes, quando {perabis frigidys ignem.. 

Augurio hoc fretus, quangum atzi npbila celi 
Dirumpunt obfcura diem, pluviafque minantur ; 
Machina fi neget, et fudem promittat apertum, 
Audax carpat iter nimbo pendente viator ; 

Nec metuens imbrem, pofcentes meffor ariftas 

Profternat : terre jam bruma incumbit inermis, 

Frigoraque haud nocitara cadunt, feriuntque pax 
ratos, 
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TITTMAIO-FEPANOMAXIA, 
* SIVE 
" PRAILIUM INTER PYGMOS 
ET GRUES COMMISSUM. 


Pennaras acies, et lamentabile bellum : 
Pygmzadum rgfero: parvas tu, mufa, cohortes 
Inftruc; tu gladios, mortemque minantia rottra, 
Offcrfofque Grues, indignantefque pufillam 
Militiam celebra; volucrumque hominumaue tur 
multus. _ 

Heroum ingetites animos et-triftia bella 
Pieridum labor exhaufit, verfuque fonoro 
Juflit et eterna numerorum affurgere pompa : 
Quis leétos Grajtim juvenes, et torva tuentem 
‘Thefea, quis pedibus velocem ignorat Achillem ? 
Quem dura nex certamina, quem Gulielmi 
Gcfta latent? Fratres Thebani, et flebile fatunt 
Pompeii quem non delaffavere legentem ? 
Primus ego intaQas acies, gracilemque tubarunt 
Carmine depingam fonitum, nova caftra fecutus; 
Exiguofque canam pogiles, Greibufque malignos 
Heroas, nigrifque roentem @ nubibus hoitem, 
Qua folis tepet ort, primitiifque dici 
India lzta rubet, medium inter inhofpita faxa 
(Per placidam vallem, et paucis acceffa vircta)} 
Pygmaum quondam fteterat, dum fata finebant, 
Imperium. Hine varids vitam excoluere per artes 
Seduli, et affiduo fervebant arva popello. 
Nune fi quis dura evador per faxa viator, 
Defeitofque lares, et valles offibus albas 
Exiguis videt, ct veftigia parva ftupefcit. 
Defolata tenet viGrix impuce volucris 
Regna, et {ecuro crepitat grus improba nido: 
Non fic, dum multos fetic infuperabilis annos 
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“Parvula progenies; tum, fi quis cominus ales 
Congredi, et immixte auderet fe credere pugnz, 
Miles atrox aderat, famptifque feroculus armis 
Wienit humi volucrem moribundam, humerifque 
7 reportat 
Ingentem pradam ; czfoque epulatur in hofte. 
Sxepe improvifas ma@abat, fepe juvabat 
Diripere aut nidum, aut ulcifei in prole parentem, 
Wempe larem quoties muita conftrexerat arte, — 
Aut uteri pofuiffet onus, volacremque futuram ; 
Continuo vultu fpirans immane minaci 
Omnia vaftaret miles, fatufque necaret 
Imancritos, vitamque abrumperet imperfedtam, 
Cum tepido nondum maturuit hoftis in ovo. 
Hinc caufz irarum, bella hinc, fatalia bella, 
Atque acies letho intents, volucrumque virimque 
Commiffa ftrages, cdafulaque mortis imago. 
, Non tantos taotas; nec tam memiorabile bellum, 
Mazonius quosdam fublimi carmine vates 
* Lufit; wbi totam firepituque armifque paludem 
Mifcuit’: hic (vife miferebile !) corpora murum 
Sparfa jacent juncis transfixa, hic gutture rauco, 
Rana dolet, pedibufque abfciffo poplite ternis 
Reptat humi, folitis nec fefe faltibus effert. 
Jamque dies Pygmzo aderat, quo tempore cxfi 
Poenituit foetus, intactaque maluir ova, 
Nam fuper his accen‘a graves exarfit in iras 
, Grus ftumachans; omnefque fimul, quas Strymonis 
unda, 
Ant ftagnum Mareotidis, imi aut uda Cayftri 
Prata tenent, adfunt ; Scythicaque excita palude, | 
Et conjurato volucris defcendit ab Iftro. _ 
Stragefque immenfas et vulnera cogitat abfens, 
Exacuitque ungues idtum theditata futurum, 
Et rofteam parat acre, fugzeque accommodat alas. 
‘Tantus amor belli, et vindiéte arre@a cupido. 
Ergo ubi ver nactus proprium, fufpegfus in alto 
Aére concuflis exercitus obftrepit alis, 
‘Terreque immenfos tractus, femotaque longe 
4Equora gefpiciunt, Boreamque et nubila tranant 
Ynnumeri: crebro circum ingens fluctuat ather 
Flaming, ct afliduus mifcet corlum onine tumultus. 
Nec minor in terris motus, dum bella faceflic 
Impiger, infituitque agmen, firmatque phalangas, 
Et furit arreptis animofus homuncio telis + 
Donec turma duas compofta excurrat in alas, 
Ordinibufque frequens, et marte infrudta perito, 
Jamque acies inter medias fefe arduus infert 
Pygmadum ductor, qui majeftace verendus 
Yncefluque gravis reliquos fupereminet omnes 
Mole gigantea, mediamque affurgit in ulnam. 
‘Porvior afpectu (hoftilis nam infculpferat unguis 
Ore cicatrices) vultuque oftentat honefta 
Roftrorum figna, et crudos in pe@ore morfus, 
Fmmortali odio, wternifque exercuit iris 
Alituum gentem, non illum impure volucris 
Aut ore, aut pedibus peteret confifus adancis, 
Fatalem quoties Gruibus diftrinxerat enfem, 
“Trancavitque alas, celerique fugam abitulit hoi: 
Quot fecit itrages! qua nudis funera pullis 
fntuhic, hen! quoties implevit Strymona fletu! 
Jamque procul funus auditur, piceamgue volan- 
unt 
Profpedtant pubem bellumaue hoftefque ferentem. 
Crebrefeit tandem, atgue vculie fe plurimus effzrt | 








9 
Ordinibus ftrutus variis exercitus ingens 

Alituum, motifque eventilat aéra pennis. Py 
Turba polum replet, fpecieque immanis obumbrat, 


| Agmina Pygmzorum, et denfa jn nubibus haret 3 -, 


Nunc denfa, at patriis mox reddita rarior oris. - 
Belli ardent ftudio Pygmzi, et‘lumine favo : 
unt hoftem; nec longum tempus, et ingeng’, 
‘Turba Graum herrifico fefe fuper agmina kpfa 
Precipitat gravis, et bellum fperantibus infert : 


Fit fragor; avulfe volitant circum aéra plumz. 


“Mox defeffa iterum levibus fefe eripit alis, 


Et vires reparata iterum petit inmpete terras, 
Armorum pendet fortunaz hic fiza volucris 
Cufpide, fanguineo fefe furibunda rotaru [tem 
Torquet agens circum, roftrumque intendit in ho , 
Imbelle, et curvos in morte recolligit ungues. 
Pygmazi hic ftiilat lentus de vulnere fanguis, 
Singultufque ciet crebros, pedibufque pufillis 
Tundit humum, et moriens unguem execratur ae. 
cutum. ‘ 
ZEQuat omae folam ftrepitu, tepidoque rubefcit 
Sanguine, {parguntur gladii, fparguntur.et ale, ‘ ~ 
Unguefque et digiti, commiftaque roftra Jacertis, 
Pygmzadum fzvit, mediifque in millibus ardet 
Dudior, quem late hinc atque hinc pereuntia cin- 
gunt 
Corpora fufa Gruum; mediaque in morte vagatur, 
Nec plaufu alarum, nec roftri concidit iQu, . 
Hle Graum terror, illum denfiffima circum . 
Mifcetur pugno, et bellum omne taborat in uno: 
Cum, fubito appulfus (fic Di voluere) tumultu 
Ex inopino ingens et formidabilis ales 
Comprendit:pedibus pugnantem ; ct (trifte relatu) + 
Suftulit in coelom ; bellater ab unguibus haret © * 
Pondulus, agglomerat ftrepitu globus undique dens.’ 
fas . .* : 


Alituum; fruftra Pygmzi lwmine mofo 
Regem inter nubes lugent, folitoque minorem 
Heroem afpiciunt gruibus plaudentibus efcam. _ 
Jam+que recrudefcit bellum, grus defuper urget 
Pygmzum roftro, atque hoftem petit ardua morfug 
Tum fugit alta volans; is furfum brachia ja@tat — 
Vuincris impatiens, ct inanes favit in auras. 
‘Talis erat belli facies, cum Pelion ingens 
Mitteret in coelum Briareus, folioque tonantem 
Pracipitem excuteret ; {fparguntur in xthere toto 
Fulminaque fcopulique : flagrantia tela deorfum 
Torquentur Jovis acta manu, dum vafta gigantum 
Corpora fufa jacent, femiuftaqne fulphure fumant. 
Viribus abfumptis penitus ¥ygmeia tandem 
Agmina languefeunt; ergo pars vertere, terga 
Hornbili perculfa metu, pars tollere. vocem. 
Exiguam; late populus cubitalis oberrat. 
lnftant a terge volucres, lacerantque trahuntque 
Imiites, cert gentem extirpare nefandain, i 
Sic Pygmaa domus multes dominata per annos, * 
Tot beilis defunda, gruum: tot lata triumphis, 
Funditus interiit ; nempe exitus omnia tandem 
Certus regna manet, fant certi denique fines, 
uos ultra tranfire nefas: fic corruit olim 
Ailyriz imperium, fic magn Perfidis imis’ : 
Sedibus everfunneit, et majus utroque Latinum, © | 
Aiyfii valles nunc agmine infrat iaani, 
Et veterum Heroum mi!cetur grandibus umbris 
Picbs parva; aut, & quid Gdci mereatur anilig 


és 
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‘Fubula,paftores per noclis opaca pufilias 

‘Sape vident umbras, Pygmmos c-rpore caffos. 
cum fecura gruum, e' veteres ebliza labores, 

Latitie penitus vacat, induletque choreis, 

sAngittofque terit calles, viridefque per erhes 

Turba levis falit, et lemurum. cognominc gaudet, 





RESURRECTIO 


DELINEATA 
rs 


. J AD ALTARE GPL. MAGD. OXON. 


Eerroros fuci tractus, calamique labores, 
Surgentefque hominum formas, ardentiaque ord . 
Judicis, et fimulachra modis pallentia miris, 
Werrihilem vilu pompam, tu carmine Mula 
Pande novo, vatique facros accende furores, | 
* Qlim planitiem (quam nune foeunda colorusi 
Anfignie piura) inhonefto et fimplice cultu - 
Vetiit albedo, fed ne rim ulla priorem 
Agnofcat faciem, mox fundamenta futur ‘ 
Subftravit pictor tabulz, humoremque fequacem 
Per muros traxit; velamine mania craffo 
Squallent obduca, et rudioribus illita fucis, 

Utque (polo nondum ftetlis fulgentibus apto) 
Ne fpatio moles immenfa dehifcat inani, 

Per cava coelorum, et convexa patientia late 
Hine atque hinc interfufus fluitaverat ether; 
‘Mox radiante novum torrebat lumine mupdum 
Titan, et pallens alienos mitius ignes 

Cynthia vibrabat ; erebris nunc confitus aftris 
Scintillare polus, nunc fulgor Lagteus omne 
Diflluere in coelum, fongoque albefcere traétu. 

Sic, operis poftquam lufit primordia pier, 
Dum fordet paries, nullumque fateryr Apellem, 
CautifS exercet calamog, atque arte tenacem 
Confundit vifcum, fuccofque attemperat, omnes 
inducit tandem formas; apparet ubique 
Muta cohors, et pidturarum vutgus inane. 

Aligeris muri vacat ora fuprema miniitris, - 
Sparfaque per totam ceelettis, turba tabellam 
Raucos infpirat lituos, buccafque tumentes 
Jaflat, et attonitunr replete clangoribus orbem. 
Defunctis fonus auditur, tabulamque per imam 
Pia gravelcit humus, terris emergit apertis 
Progenies rediviva, et plurima furgit imazo. 

Sic, dum feccundis Cadmus dat femina fulcis, 
‘Terra tumet pregnans, animataque gleba laborat, 
Lururiatur ager fegete {pirante, calefeit 
eOnine folum, crefcitque virorum p-odiga meffis, 

Jam pulvis varias terra difperfa per oras, 

Sive inter venas teneri concreta metalli, 
Senfim diriguit, feu fefe immifcuit herbie, 
Explicita eft; molem rurfus coalefcit ia unam + 
Divifum funus, fparfos prior ailigat artes 
Junctura, aptanturgue iterum ccéuntia membra. 
Hic nondum fpecie perfedta refurgit image, 
Vultum truncata, atque-inhoneito vulncre nares 
"Manca, et adhuc deeft informi de corpore mul« 
tum, 
Paylatim in rigidum hie vita infincata cadaver 
Moty 2gro vis duna redivives erigit artum 











Inficit his horror vultus, et imagine tota ” 
Fafa per attonitam pallet formido figurani. 

_ Detrahe quin oculos fpectatar, et, ora nitenters 
Si poterint perferre diem, medium infpice murum, 
Qua fedet orta Deo proles, Deus ipfe, fereno 
Lumine perfufus, radii(que infperfus acutis. 
Circum tranquill fanduntur tempora flamma, _ 
Regius ore vigor fpirat, nitet ignis ocellis, 
Flurimaque effulget majeftas numine toto. 
Quancum diflimilis, quantam o | mutatug ab illo, 
Qui peccata Juit cruciatus non fua, vitant 
Quindo lu@antem cun@ata morte trahebat f 
Sed frufira voluit defunctum Golgotha numen ~ 
Condere, dum viéta fatorum lege triumphans 
Nativum petiit ccelum, et fuper zthera vedtus 
Defpexit junam exiguam, folemque minorem, 

Jam latus effoffum, et palmas oftendit utrafquey 
Vuloufque infixnm pede, clavorumque recepta 
Signa, et eranfa@ti quondam vettigia ferri. 2 
Umbrz huc felices tendunt, iumerofaque ceelos: ” 
Turba petunt, atque immortalia dona capeffunt. 
Matres, et longx nunc reddita corpota vita 
Infantum, juvenes, pueri, innupteque puella 
Stant circum, atque avidos jubar immortale bie 

. bentes ; a Sty 
Affigant oculos in nuniiné: laudibus ether 
Intonat, et lato ridet coclum omne triumpho, 

His amor impatiens conceptaque gaudia mentett 
Funditus exagitant, imoque in peGtore fervent. 
Non aque exultat flagranti corde Sibylla, + 
Hofpite cum tamet inclufo, et pracordia feritit 
Mota Dei fimulis, nimioque calentia Phaebo, 

Quis tamen ile novus perftringit lumina fulgo#? 
Quam Mitra efligiem diflinxit picor, honefto 





Surgentem é tumulo, alatoque fatellite fultam ? v 


Agnofco faciem, vultu latet alter in illo 

* Wainfletus, fic ille oculos, fic ora ferebats 
Eheu quando animi par invenietur imago! 
Quando alium fimilem virtus habitura !— 

Irati innocuas fecurus numinis iras : A 
Afpicic, impavidofque in judice figit ocellos. 

Quin age, et horrentem comumiztis igné tenebris 
Jem videas fcenam ; multo hic ftagnantia fuco 
Mornia flagrautem liquefacto felph-ire rivum 
Fingunt, et falfustanta arte accenditur ignis, 

Uy toti metuas tabula, ne flamma per omne 
Livida ferpat opus, tenucfque abfumpta recedat: 
Piura in cineres, propriis peritura favillis. 

Huc turba infelix agitur, turpifque videri< ‘ 
Infrendet dentes, et rugis contrahit ora. . 
Vindex a tergo implacabile dzvit, et hoe, 
Fulmineum vibrans acie flagrante fceleitos 

Jom Paradifeis iterum depeilit ab oris, 

Hen! quid agat triftis? Quo fe caleftibis iris 
Subtrahat? O ! quantum vellet nunc xthere in alte 
Virtutem colere ! at tandem fufpiria ducit 
Nequicquam, et fero in lacrymas effunditer ; obfané 
Sortes non revocands, et inexorable numen, 

Quam varias aperit véneres pigtura! periti 
Quot calami legimus veftigia! quanta colorur¥ 
Gratia fe profert! tales non difcolor Eris 
Oftendat, vario cum lumine floridus imber 
Rore nitet toto, et gutta fcintillat in omnis 
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G faci nitor, O pulchrt duraté colores! - Si tamen in duros, obftruda faiellite miulto, 
Rec, picura, tuz languefcat gloria forme, Thhpingat focios, confundatque arbibus orbes 3 - 
Duni licen videas, quate exprimis ipfa, fiipre- | Tuma fervet bilis, fortunam damiiat acetbamy-+ ¢ 

* man, Atque deos atque aftra vocat crdelia—— 


7 , Si vero incarfus faciles, adkumqgue patentem , 
Inveniat, parteque hoftis fpolietur honor 











Sie 7 + | -Purba fremiit conifuta, fonifyie fréquehtibus, euge, 
‘ as Exclamant focii; plaufic flrepit amueviretum.. 
SPHARISTERIUM: “Tavera fells inimico Sirius aftro * + |” 
* ‘t Corripit, et falfas exudant corpora guttas ; 
Pie ubi praminea in latum fefe explicat equor Lenia jam Zepbyri fpirantes frigora; ut untbre 
Planities, vacuoque ingens patet arca campo, (Captanturs vuktaque ‘fluens abitergitur hutuor.., 
Cum folem nondum fumantia prata fatenter “= - Tas Wy gat 


-Exortum, et tuntide pendent in gramine gutte, ‘ 
improba falx noctis parva incrementa prioris | 

Defecat, exiguam radens a cefpite’ meffem + ap 

‘Tam motu affiduo faxum verfatile terram ee 
Deprimit extantem, et furgentes atterit herbasy — ~ 
Lignea percurrunt vernantemrturba paleftram ~ 
Undta, nitens aleo, forma qnibus effe rotunda 
Artilicis ferrem dederat, facilifque moveri. 
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Ne tamen offendane incautt errore globorum, O qut caaoro blandius Orphea 
Gurave fais incifa notis flat fphera; fed unus Wocale ducis carmen, et cxitu 
ane vult, que infufo multum inclinata metallo Felicigre lu@tuolis : 
Vertitur in gyros, et iniquo tramite currit 5 Swxpe animiam révocas ab umbrisg, ° 
Quin alii diverfa placet, quam parcius urget i Jam feu folutos in nimeraum pedes 
Plumbca vis, motuque finit procedere recto. [quas Cogis, vel egrum et vix anima tenax ’ 
~ Poftquam ideo in partes turbam diftinxerat x- Corpus tueris, feu cadaver 
Confiliam, aut fors; quifque fuis accingitur armis. Luminibus penetras acutis; . * 
Bvolat otbiculus, qua carfum meta futuram Opus rclinquens eripe te mora, . 
Defignat ; jactique lerens veigia, primam, — - Frontemque curis folicitam.explica, 
Qni certamen init, fpharam demittit, at illa r Scyphunrque jacunlua require 
Lenitor effula, exiguum quod ducit in orbem, Purpureo gravidum Lyxo. 
Radit iter, donee fenlim primo impete feflo , Nunc plena magni pocula poltules | 
Subfittat: fabito globus emicat alter et alter. ~ Memor Wilhelmi, nun¢ moveat fitim 
Moz ubi funduatur iate agmina crebra minorem Minitter ingens, imperiqua _ 
Bparfa per obiculum, ftipantque frequentia metam, Praefidium band leve, Montacutug, 
Atque negant faciles aditus; jam cautius.exic, Omitte tandem crite negotium 
Ex leviter fle infianat revolubile lignum. oad Gravefqne curas, heu nimium pius! 
At fi forte globum, qui mifit, fpe@at inertem + Nec eieteros cautris niedeéri 
Serpete, et impreffum fubito langucicere mictum, , _Tpfe tuam minuas falutem, 
Pane urget fphrera veltigiz, et anxius inftat, Fruftra cruorem pulfibws inicitis 
‘Objurgatque nioras, currentique im ‘set orbi. _. Ebullicsitem police comprimis, 
Atque ut fegnis honos dextre fervetur, 11am ¢  Attentus explorare Venam 
Incufat, terram, ac fargentem in marmore nodum. Que febris exagitet tumentem ¥ 
_Nec rifus tactiere, globus cum volvitur actus Fruftra liquores.quot chensica‘expedit 
Tnfami jactu, aut nimivm veftigia plumbum Fornax, et error fauguinis, et vigor 
Ablcit, et fpheram 2 recto trahit infita virtus. Jonatus herbis te fatigant: 5 * 
Tum qui projecit, ftrepitus effundit inanes, Serius aut citius fepulchro 
Ft, variam in fpectem diftorto corpore, falfoa Debenwr omnes, vitague deferet 
lncrepat errores, et dat convitia ligno. Expulfa merbis corpus inkefPitum, ” 
Sphera fed, irarum temmeus ludibria, ceptum Lentamque deficbunt nepotes © 
Pergit iter, nullifque movetur furda querelis. (Relliquias anime) cadavers 
ila tamen laudes fummumgque meretur hond- [ Manes videbis tu quoque fabules, 
rem, Quos pauciores fecerit ars tua 
Qu non dirumpit curfum, abfiftitque moveri, Suumque vidlerem viciffoit 
Ponce turbam inter crebram dilapfa fapremum % Subjicet libitina vidtris. 
Perferit ftadium, et nists inclinata recumbit.  ~ Decurrit illi vita beatior 





Fioftis at lerentem orbiculo detrudere fpberam 


ungue lucem non nimisanxins 
Certat, laminibufque viam fignantibus omnes { 


Reddit molcftam, urgerqne curag | 





Intendit vires, et miflile fortiter urget : fe * Sponte fua facis isgruentes; 
Evolay adducto non tegnis fphara lacerto. . ~ Et quem dierum leve fluentiuat~ 
Haud ita profilicns Eléo carcere pernix. ~ Delc@at ordo, vitaque mutuis 





Auriga invehitur, cum raptus ab axe citato Felix amicis, goudiifque 
Currentefque domes vider, et iugientia teCtas ~ bene termeratay 
Vou. VL Sie 
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MACHINE GESTICULANTES, 
ANGLICE 


‘A PUPPET-SHOW. 


ADMIRANDA cano levium fpedacula rerum, 
Exiguam gentem, et vacuum fine mente popellum; 
Quem, non farreptis cali de fornice flammis, 
Innocua melior fabricaverat arte Prometheus. 

Compita qua rifu fervent, glomeratque tumul- 

tum 
Hiftrio, delectarque inhiantem feommate turbam; 
Quotqu’ Jatitiz ttudio aut novitate tenentur, 
Undique congrefli pernfiffa fedilia complent, 
Nec confufus honos; nummo fubfellia cedunt 
Diverfo, et varii ad pretium fkat copia feanini. 
Tandem ubi fubtrahitur velamen, lumina paffim 
Anguttos penetrant aditus, qva plurima vifum 
Fila fecant, ne, culm vacuo datur ore feneltra, 
Pervia fraus pateat: mox ftridu!a turda penates 
Ingreditur pidtos, et moenia fquallido fuco. 
Hic humites inter fcenas, anguftaque clauftra, 
Quitquid agunt homines, concurfus, bella, triam- 

08, 

Ludit in exiguo plebeenla parva theatro, 

Sed procter reliquos incidit Humuncio rauca 
“Voce ftrepens; major fubnettit fibula veitem, 

Et referunt vivos errantia lamina motus; 
In ventrem tumet immodicum; pone emin 
A tergo gibbus; Pygmecum territat agmen 
Major, et immanen: miratur turba gigantem. 
Hic magna fretus mole, imparibufque Jacertis 
Confilus, gracili jactat convitia vulgo, 

Ec crebro folvit, lepidum caput, ora cachinno, 
Quanquam.rcs agitur folenni feria ponvpa, 
SperniPfollicitum intra@abilis ille eemultum, 

Et rifu importunus adeft, atque omnia turbat. 
Nec raro invadit molles, piétamque protervo 

Ore petit nympham, invitaque dat ofcula ligno. 

Sed comitunt vulgus diverfis mengbra fatigant 
‘Ludis, et vario Iafcivit mobile faleu. 

Szpe etiam gemmmis rutila, et {pectabilis auro, 
Lignea gens prodit, nitidifque fuperbit in oftris. 
Nam, quoties feftam celebrat fub imagine lucem, 
Ordine compofito nympharum incedit hone‘tum 
Agmen, et exigai proceres, parvique quirites. 
Pygmivos credas pofitis mitefcere beilis, 

Jamque, infenfa gruum temnentes praia, tuto 
Indilgere jocis. teneri{que vacare choreis, 

Tales, cum medio labuntur fidcra czlo, 

Parvi fubfiliunt lemures, populufque puiillus 
Feftivos, rediens {ua per veftigia, gyros 

Ducit, et anguftum crebro pede puifitat orbem. 
Mane patent greffus ; bic fuccos terra feraces 
Concipit, in multam pubentia gransina furgunt 
Luzuriem, tenerifque virefcit circuius herbis, 

At non tranquiflas nulla abdunt oubila luces, 

" Spe gravi furgunt belia, horrida belia tumultn. 
Arma cient truculenta cohors, plucidamque quice 
tem 
Dirumpunt pugna ; wf{qve adg:: infincera voluptas 
Omnibus, ct mite cafigant gacdia curz. 
Jam gladii, tubuligue ingefo fulphure foti 











ingens 
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Protenfxque haftz, fulyentiaque arma, minzque 
Telorum ingeates fubeunt; dane clauftra frago- 

rem. : 
Horrendum, rupta ftridente bitumine chariz 
Confufos reddunt grepiens, et fibila mifcent. 
ternitur omne fobattt perecntibas; undique cafe 
Apparent turma, civilis crimina belli. 

Sed poftquam infenus-pugnes deferbuit zftus, 
Exuerintque truces animes, jam marte fugato, 
Diverfas repetunt.artes, curafque priores. 

Nec raro prifei heroes, quos pagina facra 


‘Suggerit, atque olim peperit felicior xtas, 


Aic parva redeunt fpecie. Cano ordine cernas 

Antiquos prodire, agmen venerabile, prtres. 

Rugis fulcantur vultus, prolixaque bar 

Canities mento pendet : fic tarda fenectus 

‘Tithonum minuit, cum moles tora cicadam 

Induit, in gracilem fenfim collecia figuram. 

Nunc tamen unde genus ducat, qua dextra la 
tentes 

Suppeditet vires, quem pofcat turba moventem, 

Expediam. Teenecs opifex et inutile lignum 

Cogit in humanas ipecies, et rebore naram 

Progeniem telo effurmat, nexuque tenaci 

Crura liyat pedibus, humerifque accommodat ar- 
mos, 

Et men:bris membra aptat, ct artubus infuit artus, 

Tene habiles addit trochicas, quibus arce pufillum 

Verfat onus, moliqne manu famulatus inerti 

Sufficit occultos motus, voces que miniftrat. 

His ftrudta auxiliis jam machina tora peritos 

Oftcndit fulcos, duri et veltizia ferri: 

Hine falit, acque agili fe fubievat incita motu, 

Vocefque emittit tenues, et non fua verba. 











AD INSIGNISSIMUM VIRUM . 
D. THO. BURNETTUM, ™~ 


SACRA THEORIZE TELLURIS AUCTOREM, 


Non ufitatum carminis alitem, 
Burnette. polcis, nun humiles modos : 
Vulgare pledtrum, languidaque 
Refpuis efficium camanac. 
Tu mixta rerum femina conicins, 
Molemque cernis diffuciabilem, 
Tetramque concretam, et latentem 
Oceanum gremio capaci : 
Dum veritatenr querere pertinax 
Ignota pandis, follicitus param 
Ucunque ftet commune vulgi 
Arbériumi et popularis error. 
Aaditur ingent continuo fragor, 
lilapfa tellus fubrica deferit 
Fundamina, et compage fracta 
Suppofitas gravis urget undas, 
Impulfus eremdit med‘us liquor, 
Verras aqnarum ¢ffufa licentia 
Claudit viciffim ; hes inter orbe. 
Relliquix fuzant prioris. 
None et reclafo carcere lucidam, 
Bawena fpeciat iis imaginem, 


Steliaue thiratur nutartes, 

Et tremula finulacra hunt. 
Que pampa vecum non imitabilis! 
QUulis calefcit {piritus ingen’ | 

Ut collis undas’ ut frementem 

Deluvii reprimis tumultum + 
Quis tam valenti pe@ore ferreus 
Ul uon trereifcens et timide pede 

Incedat, orbis dum doloft 

Detegis inftabiles ruinas ? 

Quin hac cadentum fragmina montiws 
Natura vultum fumere fimplicem 
Coget refingens, in pricrem 

Mox iterum redirura formam. 
Mimbis rubencem (ulphurcis Jovem 
Cernas; ut udis favit atrox hyems 

lacendiis, commune mundo 
T 
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Ex popalis meditata buftom! 
Nuduy hquentes plorat Athos nives, | 
Ec mox hquefcens ipfe adamantinum, 

Fundit cacamen, cum per imas 

Saxa fuunt refoluta valles. 
Jamque alta cali meenia corznunt, 

Kt veitra tandem pagina (proh nefas!) 
Burnette, veltra augebit ignes, 

Heu focio perituro mundo. 

Mox zequa tellus, mox fubitas viror 
Ubique rident . en teretem globum! 
En leta vernantes Favoni 
Flamina, perpetaofque Hares! 
O pectus ingens! © animum graven . 
Mundi capacem ! fi bonus auguror, 
Te, noft:a quo tellus fuperbit, 
Accipigt renovata civem, 
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HORACE, BOOK Ill, ODE Ill. 


Auguttus had a defign to rebuild Troy, and make 
it the metropolis of the Roman empire, having 
clofeted feveral fenatora on the project: Ho- 
race is fuppofed to have writtcn the following 
ode.on this occafior, 


Tire man refolv'd and ttondy to his trutt, 
Inflexible to ill, and obftinarely juft, 
May the rude rabble’s infolence defpife, 
"Their fenfelefs clamours and tumultuous cries; 
‘The tyrant’s ficrcenefs he beguiles, 
And the ftern brow, and the harth voice defies, 
And with fuperior greatnefs {miles. 
Not the rough whirlwind, that deforms 
Adria’s black gulf, and vexes it with ftorms, 
"Fhe Nubborn virtue of his foul can mpve; . 
Nor the sed arm of angry Jove, 
“That flings the*thuoder from the fxy, 
And gives it rage to roar, and flrength to fly, 
Should the whole frame of nature round him 
break, 
Fp ruin and confufion hurl'd, 
Fie, unconcern’d, would hear the mighty crack, 
And ftand fecure amidft a failing werld. 
Such were the godlike arts that led 
Bright Pollux to the bleft abodes; 
Sach did for great Alcides plead, 
And gain’d a place among the gods; 
Where naw Auguftus, mixt with heroes, jics, 
And to his lips the nectar bow! applies : 
His ruddy lips the purple tinGure fhow, 
And with immortal ftains divinely glow. 
By arts like thefe did young Lyaus rile: 
His tigers drew him to the fkies ; 
‘Wild from the defert and unbroke, 
In vain they foam’d, in vain they ftar'd, 
Jn vain their eyes with fury glar'd; [yoke. 
He tam’d them to the Isfi, and bent them to the 
Such were the paths that Romie’s great foun- 
der trod, £ . 
When in a whirlwind fnatch’d on high, 
He fhook of dull mortality, 
Aad lof the monarch in the_god, . i 
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Bright Juno then her awful filence broke, 
And thus th’ affembled deities befpoke. 

Troy, fays the goddefs, perjur’d Troy has felt 
The dire effects of her proud tyranc’s guilt ; 
The towering pile, and foft abodes, 

Wall'd by the hand of fervile gods, 

Now {preads its ruins all around, 

And lies inglorious on the ground. 

An umpire partial and unjuft, 

And a lewd woman’s impious lutt, aun 
Lay heavy on her head, and funk her to the 

Since falfe Laomedon’s tyrannic fway, 
“That durft defraud th’ immortals of their pay, 
Her guardian gods renounc’d their patronage, 
Nor would the fierce invading fo¢ repel; 
To my refentment, and Minerva’s rage, 
The guilty hing and the whole people fell. 
And now the long- protracted wars are o’er, 
The {oft adulterer fhincs no more; Z 
No more does Hector’s force the Trojan fhield, 
‘That drove whole armies back, and fingly clear ¢ 

the field, ; 

« My vengeance fated, I at length refign 
To Mars his offspribg of the Trojan linc: 
Advane’d to godhead let him rife, 
And take his ftation in the ikies ; 
There entertain his ravifh’d fight 
With fcenes of glory, fields of light; 
Quaff with the gods immortal wine, 
And fee adoring nagjens crowd his fhrine. 

The thin rennaid of Troy’s affliGed holt, 
In diftant realms may feats unenvy'd find, 
Aud flourith on a foreign coat ; 
But far be Rome from Troy disjoin’d, 
Remov'd by feas, from the difaftrous fhors, 
May endicfs billows rife between, and florms ur.- 

number’d roar. 

Stil] Jet the curl detefted place 
Where Priam lies, and Priam’s faithlefs race, 
Be cover’d o’er with weeds, and hid in grafs. 
‘There let the wanton flocks unguarded fray ; 





-Or, while the lonely thepherd fings, 


Amidft the mighty ruins play, 
‘And frifk upon tlic tombs of kings. 

May tigers there, arid all the lavage kind, 
Sad felitary haunts and Gileat deferts find; 
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in gloomy vaults, and neoke of palaces, 
M@ th’ onmolefted Liunefs 
Her brinded whelps focurely Jay, 
Or, coucht, in dreadtud flumbers wafte the day. 
While Troy in heaps of rains lies, 
Rome and the Roman capitol fhall rife 5 
Th’ ilfufirious exiles unconfin’d 
Shall triumph far and near, and rule mankind. 
Tn vain the fea’s intruding tide 
from Africa fhall divide, 
‘And part the fever’d world in two t [fpread, 
Through Afric’s fands their triumphs they fhall 
And the long train of viddHes purfue 
‘Lo Nile’s yet undifcover’d head. 
+ Riches the hardy foliiers thalt defpife, 
And look on gold with undefiring eyes, 
Nor the difbowel’d earth explore 
i Yn tearch of the forbidden ore; 
Thofe glittering ills, conceal’d within the mine, 
Shall tie untouch’d, aud innocently fhine. 
bounds that nature fets, | 
ng colds and fultry heate, 
"Phe godlike race thall fpread their arms, 
Now fill the polar circle with aJarms, 
Till Rorms and tempefts their purfuits confine; 
Now fweat for congueh waiter b the Hue. 
This only taw the vitor flull reftrain, 
* On thefe conditions fhall he reign; 
If none bie guilty hand employ 
‘Y'o build again a fecond roy, 
I nove the rath defign purfuey 
Nor tempt the vengeance of the gods anew. 
A curle there cleaves to the devoted place, 
"That hall the new foundations raze 5, 
! Greece fall in mutual leagues canfpire 
‘Vo ficrm the rifing town with fire, 
And at their armies head myfelf will thow 
‘What Juno, urg’d to all her rage, can do, 
Thrice thould Apotlo’s felf the city raife 
And line it round with walls of brafs, 
"Phriee fhould my favourite Greeks his works 
confound, 
Lhew the thining fabric to the ground = 
"thr: heuld her eaptive dames to Greece return, 
Aud their deed fons and flaughter’d hufbands 
mourn, 
But hold, my mute, forbear thy towering flight, 
Nor bring the fecrets of the gods te light : 
jn vain would thy prefemptuous verfe 
"Ch? immortal rhetoric rehearfe ; 
Th’ mighty ftrains, in Jyric numbers bound, 
Forget their majefty, and lofe thzir found, 
























THE VESTAL, 
FROM 


OVID .DE FASTIS, Lis. Ul En. 1. 


© Blanda quies vidtis furtim fubrepit acellis, Ke." 


As the fair veftal to the fountain came, 

(Let none be ftartled-&t a veital’s name) 

Tir'd with the walk, fhe laid her down to ret, 
Aud two che windy expos’d her glowing breaft, 
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To take the frefhinefs of the morning air, 

And gather'd in a knot her flowing hair? 

While thus the refted, on her arm recli 

The hoary willows waving with the w 

And feather’d choirs that warbled in the fade, 

And purling Greams that through “the meadow 
fray’d, ‘ 

In drowfy murmurs Inll'd the gentle maid, 

The god of war beheld the virgin lie, 

The god heheld her with a lover’s eye} 

And, by fo tempting an occafion prefs'd, g 

"The beauteous maid, whom he beheld, poffefs'd : 

Conceiving as fhe Slept, her fruitful womb 

Sweli’d with the founder of immrtal Rome. 














OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. 


BOOK I. 





THE STORY OF PHAETON. 


Tue fun’s bright palace, on high columns rais’d, 

With burnith’d gold, and flaming jewels blaz’ds 

The folding gates diffus'd a filver fighe, 3 

Aud with a milder gleam refreth'd the fight} 

Of polith'd ivory was the covering wrought 

"Lhe matter vied not with the fculptor’s thought, 

For ‘in the portal was difplay'd on high 

(the work of Vulcan) a fiStitious tky ; 

A waving fea th’ inferior earth embrac’d, 

And gdds and goddeffes the waters grac’d. 

ZEgecn here a mighty whale beftrode: 

Triton, and Proteus (the deceiving gad), 

With Doris here were ¢arv’d, and all her train, 

Some loofely {wimming in the fighr’d main, 

While fome on rocks their drooping hair divide, 

And fome on fishes through the waters glide: 

‘Though various features did the fifters grace, 

A fifter’s likencfs Was in every face. 

On earth a different landfeape courts the eyes, 

Men, towns, and beats, in diftant profpecte rife, 

And nymphs, and ftreams, and woods, and ru- 

ral deities, : 

O’cr all, the heaven's tefulgent image fhines ; 

On either gate were fix engraven figns, wie 
Here Phaeton, ftill gaining on th’ afcent, 

To his fufpected father’s palace went, 

Till prefling forward through the bright abede, 

He faw at diftance the illuftrions god : 

He faw at diftance, or the dazzling light 

Had flath’d too ftrongly on his aching fight. 
‘The.god fits high, exalted.on a throne , 

Of blazing gems, with purple garments on 3" 

The hours in drder rang’d on either hand,” 

And days, and months, and years, and ages, fai. 

Here {pring appears with flowery chaplets béand;. 

Here fummer ii her wheaten garland crown’d; —* 

Here autumn the rich trodden grapes befmear 5 

And hoary winter fhivers in the rear, Paes 
Vheebus beheld the youth from off his throne; 

That eye, which leeks on all, was fix'd on one. 
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He {aw the boy's confufion in his face, 
Surpris'd at alt the wonders of the place; 

And cries aloud, “ What wants my fon? For 

.  *-know, 

* My fon thon art, and { mvt call thee fo.” 
“ Light .of the world,” the trembling youth 
* replies, 
* Nluftrious parent! fines you don’: de(pife 
“* ‘The parent's name, fome certain token give, 
“ "Phat I may Clymené’s proud boat believe, ¢ 
{ Nor longer ander falfe reproaches grieve.” 

‘The tendcr fire was touch’d with what he faid, 
And flung the blaze of glories from his head, 
And bid the yourb advance: “* My fon (faid he) 
“© Come to thy father’s arms! for Clymené 
“ Has told thee true; a parent’s name I own, 

* And deem thee worthy to be call’d my fon. 
* Asa fure proof, make fome reqneft, and 1, 

Whiate'er it be, with that requeft comply ; 

By Styx ifwear, whofe waves are hid in night, 

And salh impervious to my piercing fight.” 

‘The youth, tranfported, afks without delay, 

To, guide the fon’s bright chariot for a day. 
“The god repented of the oath he took, 

For anguifh thrice his radiant head he thook : 
“ My fon (fays he) fome other proof require ; 
‘€ Rath was my promife, rath is thy defire.- 

* Td fain deny this with which thou haft made, 
“ Or, what'l can’e dény, would fain diffvade, 
‘Too yaft and hazardous the tafk appears. 

Nor fuited to thy ftrength, ner to thy years. 
% Thy lot issmertgl, but thy wifhes fly 
Beyond the province of mortality : 

“ There is not one of all the gods that dares 
{* (However fkill'd in other great affairs) 

“ #o mount the burning axle-tree, but F; 

“ Not Jove himfclf, the ruler of the ky, 

.@ ‘Phar hurls the three-fork’d thunder trom above, 
“ Dares: try his Rrength; yet who fo flrong as 
: 1% Jove? 

The fteeds climb up the firft afcont with pain; 

And when the middle firmament they gain, 

If downwards from the heavens’ my head } bow, 

Adid fee the earth and ocean hang be'ow, 

Ev'n Tam feiz’d with horror and affright, 

And-my own heart milgives me at the fighe. 

A mighty downfall fteeps the e ening ftage, 

And teddy reins muft curb the horfes’ rage. 

% ‘Tethys herfelf has fear’d to fee me driven, 

. © Down headlong from the precipice of heaven. 
* Befides, confider what impetuous force 
“ Turhs ftars and planets in a differevt courfe : 

* | ficer againft their motions; nor am I 

“ Borne back by all che current of the fky. 

© But how could you refilt the orbs that ral} 

& UWidverfe whirls, and ftem the rapid pole ? 

But you perhaps may hope for pleafing woods, 
And ately: domes, and cities Gll’d with gods; 
© While theeugh a choufand fnares your progrefa 
ae Hey, ak 

Where fortos of-farry meniters ftork the skies: 

For, Should you hirthe doubtful way aright, 

‘The bull with fo: plyg hagns ftands oppatites 

Next him thé bright henehnian bow is flrurg; 

& And gest, the lion’s grinning vifage hung + 
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“ The fcorpion’s claws here clafp a wide extent, 

“ And here the crab’s in leffer clafps are bent. 

Nor would you find it eafy to compofe 

The mettled fleeds, when from their noftrils 
«© flows 

‘The fccrching fire, that in their entrails glows. 

Ev'n I their headftrong fury fearce reftrain, 

When they grow warm and reftiff to the rein. 

Let not my fon a fatal gift require, 

But, O! in time, recal your cath defire; 

You atk a gift that may your parent tell, 

Let thefe my fears your parentage reveal ; 

And learn a father from a father’s care; 

Lock on my face: or, if my heart lay bare, 

Could you but look, you'd read the father 
« there, 

Choofe out a gift from feas, or earth, or fkies, 

For open to your. with all nature lics, 

Only decline this one unequal tatk, 

For ’tis a mifchief, not a gift, you afic 3 

You afk a real mifchief, Phaeton: 

Nay hang not thus about my neck, my fon: 

I grant your wifh, and Styx has heard my voicc, 

Choofe what you will, but make a wifer choice," 

Thus did the god th’ unwary youth advife ; 

But he {till longs to travel through the fiies. 

‘When the fond father (for in vain he pleads) 

At length to the vulcanian chariot leads, 

A golden axle did the work uphold, [gold. 

Gold was the beam. the wheels were orb’d with 

‘Fhe fpokes in rows of filver pleas'd the fight, 

The feat with party-colour’d gems was bright ; 

Apotto fhin’d amid the glare of light. 

The youth with fecret joy the work furveye; 

When now the morn difclos'd her purple rayg ; 

The ftars were fled; for Lucifer had chac’d 

The @ars away, and fied himfelf at laf. 

Soon as the father faw the rofy morn, 

And the moon fhining with a blunter horn, 

He hid the nimbie hours withont delay 

Bring forth the fteeds; the nimbl¢ hours obey : 

From their fuli racks the gencrous fteeds retire, 

Dropping ambrofial foams, and fuorting fire. 

Still auyious for his fon, the god of day, 

To make him proof againit the burning ray, 

His temples with celeftial ointment wet, 

Of fevercign virtue to repel the heat, 

Then fix’d the beamy circle on his head, 

And ferch’d a deep fore-boding figh, and faid, 

“ Take this-at leaft, this laft advice, my fon; 

Keep a tiff rein, and move but geutly on: 

The courfers of themfelves will run too fait, 

Your art muft be to moderate their hafte. 

Drive them not on directly through the fkies, 

But where the Zodiac's winding circle lies, 

Along the midmoft zone ; but fally forth 

Nor to the diftant fourh, nor ftormy north. 

The horfes” hoofs a beaten track will thow, .-. 

* But ceither mount too high, nor fink too low, 

‘Phat na new fires or heaven or earth infeft ; 

Keep the mid-way, the middle way is beft, 

Nor, where in radiant folds the ferpent twines, 

Diredt your courfe, nor. whgte the altar thines, 

Shue both extremes; the refe det foreune guide, 

snd becter for thee than tbyfelf provide : 
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See, while I fpeak, the thades difperfe away, 

Aurora gives the promife of a day ; 

I'm call'd, nor can I make a Jonger ftay. 

Snatch up the reine; or ftill th’ attempt forfake: 

And not my chariot, but my counfel take, 

White yet fecurely on the carth you ftand 

Nor teach the horfes with ioo rafh a hand. 

Let me alone to light the world, while you 

Enjoy thofe beams which you may fafely view.” 

He {poke in vain; the youth with ative heat 

And {prightly vigour vaults into the feat 

And joys to hold the reins, and fondly gives 

Thofe tharks his father with remorfe receives. 
Mean while the refticls horfes neigh’d aloud, 

Breathing out fire, and pawing where they ftood. 

‘Tethys, not knowing what bad paft, gave way, 

‘And all the waite of heaven before them lay. 

They {pring together ozt, anc fwiftly bear 

‘The flying youth through cy touds and yielding air; 

‘With wingy fpeed cutttrip the eaftern wind, 

And leave the breezes of the morn behind. 

"The youth was light, nor could he fil the feat, 

Or poife the chariot with its wonted weight > 

But as at fea th’ unballaft veffel rides, 

Caft to and fro, the fport of wir ss and tides 5 

Sa in the bounding charict tefs'a on high, 

‘Che youth is hurry’d headiong through the iky. 

Soon as the fteeds perceive it, they forfake 


« 
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"Their ftated courfe, and leave the beaten track, 
‘The youth wag in a maze, nor did he know 
‘Which way to turn the reins, or where to go 
Nor would the horfes, had be known, obey, 
cen flars firfe felt Apotlo’s ray, 
And with’ d to dip in the forbidden fea. 
‘The folded ferpent next the frozen pole, 
Stiff and benumb'd before, began to roll. 
And rag’d with inward heat, and threaten’d war, 
And fhot a redder tight from every ftar 5 
Nay, and tis faid, Boutes too, that fain 
Thou would have fled, thovg zh cumber’d with 
thy wain. 
Th’ unhappy youth then, bending down his head, 
Saw earth and atean far beneath him fpread ¢ 
His colour chang’d, he ftactled at the fight, 
And bis eyes dat rken’d by too great a Hight. 
Now could he with the fiery fkeeds untry’d, 
His birth obfcure, and his requeft deny’d : 
‘Now would he Merops for his father own, 
And quit his boafted kindred to the fun. 
So fares the pilot, when his fhip is coft 
Jn troubled feas, and all its fteerage lof ; 
He gives her to the winds, and in de/pair 
Seeks bis laf refuge in the gods and prayer. 
What c.uld he do? Elis eyes, if backward caft, 
Find a long path he had already patt ; 
Tf forward, fill a longer path they find : 
Borh he compares, and meafores in his mind 5 
And fometimes caits an eye upon the caft, 
Aré fomctimes looks on the ferbidden weft. 
"The horfes’ names he ki.cw rot in the fright + 
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Nor would he loofe the reins, ner could he hold 
them fight. 
Now all the horrors of the heavens he {pies, 
i 

















Ard mont rous thadows of prodigion: fize, 


‘That, deck'd with flars, lic [eatter'd o'er nf 
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‘There is a place above, where Scorpio bent 
In tail and arms furrounds a-vait extents 
Jn a wide circuit of the heavens he fhines, 
And fills the fpace of two celeftial figns. 
Soon asthe youth beheid him, vex’d with heat, 
Brandith his fling, and in his poifon fweat, 
Half dead with-fudden fear he dropr the reins; 
The horfes felt them loofe upon their manes, 
And, flying.out through all the plains above, 
Ran uncontrol’d where’er their fury drove; ” 
Rufb’d on the ftars, and through a pathlefe way 
Of unknown regions hurry’d on the day.. 
And now above, and now below they flew, 
And near the earth the burning chariot drew. 
The clouds difperfe in fomes, the wondering 
monn im 
Beholds her brother’s fteeds beneath her own; 
‘The highlands fmoke, cleft by the piercing rays, 
Or, clad with woods, in their own fuel blaze.’ | 
Next o'er the plains, where ripen’d harveits grow, 
‘The running conflagration fpreads below. "" * 
But thefe are trivial ijls: whole-cities burn, 
And peopled kingdoms into afhes turn. 
The mountains kindle as the car draws near, 
Athos and Tmolus red with fires appear ; 
Ocgrian Hemus (then a fingle name) 
And virgin Helicon inereafe the flame ; : 
Taurus and Qete glare amid the fky, 
And Ida, fpite of all her fountains, dry. 
Eryx, and Othrys, and Citheron, Blow 5 : 
And Rhodope, no longer cloth’d in faow ; 
High Pindus, Mimas, and Parnaflus, fweat, 
And Z£tna rages with redoubled heat. et 
| Ev'n Sey thio, through her heary regions warm’d, 
In vain with all her native froft was arm’d. 
Cover'd with flames, the towering Appennine, 
And Caucafus, and proud Olympus, fhines © 
And, where the long-extended Alps afpire, © 
Now ftandsa huge continued range of fire. 
‘Th’ aftonifh'd youth, wheréer hia eyes could 
turn, 
Beheld the univerfe around bim burn : 
“Vhe world was in a blaze; nor could he bear 
‘The fultry vapours and the feorching air, 
Which from below, as from a farnace, flow'd 5 
And now the axle-tree beneath him glow'd : 
Loft in the whirling clouds, that round ‘hima 
broke, ‘ 
And white with afhes, hovering in the finoke, 
He flew wherver the horfes drove, nor knew 
Whither the horfes drove, or where he flew, 
’ Twas then, they fay, the fwarthy. Moor begun 
To change his hue, and blacken in the fun. 
Then Libya firh, of all her moi@ure drain’d, 
Became a barren "wate, a wild of fand. . 
‘The water-nymphs lament their empty urns ¢ 
Ewotia, rcbb’d of filver Dirce, mourns ; 
Corinth Pyrene’s wafted fpring bewailes : 
And Arzos grieves whilft Amymon? fails, . 
The ficods are drain’é from every diftant coal: 
Ev'n Tavais, though fix'd in ice, was loft ; 
Enrag’d Caicysand Lycormas roar, 
And Xanthus, fated to. be burnt once more. 
‘The farh’d Maarcer, that unweary’d ftrays - 
eet Toazy windings, fmokes in every maze, 
N iil 
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From his lov'd Babylon Euphrates flies 5 
‘Vhe big-fwoln Ganges and the Danube rife i 
In thickening fumes, and darken half the ikies, 
Jn flames Hmenos and the Phafis roll’d, 
And Tagus floating in his melted gold, 
‘The {wans, that on Ciyfter often try’d 
Their tuneful fongs, now fung their laft, and dy'd. | 
The frighted Nile ran off, and ander ground 
Conces!’d his bead, nor can it yet be found: 
His feven divided currents are al! dry, a 
And where they roll'd, feven gaping trenches lie. 
No more the Rhine or Rhone their courfe maiatain, 
Nor Tiber, of his promis'd empire vain. 
The ground, deep cleft, admits the dazzling ray, 
And flartles Pluto with the flath ef day. 
‘The feas thrink in, and ta the fight difclofe 
Wide naked plains, whare once their billows rote; 
Theic rocks are ali difcover’d, and increafe * 
‘Che number’d of the teatter’d Cyclades. 
The fith in fholes about the bottom crtep, 
Nor longer dares the crooked dolphin leap: 
Gafping for breath, th’ unfhapen Phocz dic, 
And an the boiling wave extevded lie. 
Nereus, and Doris with her virgin train, 
Seek out the laft recefles of the main; 
Beneath unfathomable depths they faint, 
And fecret in their gloomy caverns pant. 
Stern Neptune thrice ahove the waves upheld 
Hiss face, and thrice was by the Lames repell’d, 
‘The earib at length, on every fide embrac’d 
With fcalding fvas, that floated round her watte, 
When now the felt the fprings and rivers come, 
And crowd within the hollow of her womb, 
Uplifted to the heavens her blaed head, 
And clapt her hands upon her. brows, and fai ‘: 
(But firtt, impatient of the fultry hear, 
Sunk deeper down, and fought 4 cooler {vat :) 
* H you, great King of Gods, my death approve, 
“ And I deforve it, Jet me die by Joye; 
“ MT mutt perith by the force of fire, 
“ Let me trapsfix’d with thanderbolts expire. 
* See, whilft I fpeale, my. breath the vapours choke, 
(For now her face lay wrapt in clouds of fmoke) 
“ See my flug’dhair, behold my faded eye, 
** And does the plongb for th | 
‘This the rewa riuts | bear, 
i 
“ Aud food for man, and frankincenfe for you? | 
“ But grant me guilty; what has Neptune done ? 
“ Why does it waite, and further’ thrink from 
. “heaven ? 











“ And wither'd face, where heaps of cinders lie! 
his my body tear? 

“ ‘Torsur'd with iakes, and harafs'd ail the a: 

erbs for cattle daily 1 renew, 

“\ Why are his waters boiling in the fun? 

“The wavy empire, which by tot was given, 

TET nor he your pity can proyoke, [{moke ! 

“ See your, own heavens, the heavens begin to 

Should once thefparkles catch thefe brightabodes, | 

# Dettrugtion {ciges on the heavens and gods; 

** Atlas becomes unegual co bis freight, 

* And almoit faints beneath the glowing weight. 

* If heaven, and earth, and fea, together burn, 

* all muft again to their chaos turn. 


Apply fome 4 cure, prevent our fate, 
fF Abd uccour nuvre, eve ik be tou Late,”” 




















HZ WORKS OF ADDISON. 


She ceas’d; for, chok’d with vapours round hee 
{pread, 
Down to the deepeft fhades the funk her head. 

Jove cali’d to wirnets every power above, 

And ev'n the god, whofe fon the chariot drove, 

That what he aéts he is compell’d to do, 

Or wuiverfal ruin maft enfue. 

Straight he afcends the high ethereal threne, 

From whence he us’d to dart his thunder down, 

From whence his fhowers aud ftorms he us'd ta 
peur, a oe 

Bur now could meet with neither ftorm nor thawer. 

Then, aiming at the youth, with lifted hand, 

Foll at his head he hurl'd the forky brand, 

In dreadful thunderings. Thus th’ Almighty fire 

Supprefs'd the raging of the fires with fire. 

At once from life and from the chariot driven, 
Th’ ambitious boy fell thunder-ftruck from heaven, 
The horfes ftarted with 2 fudden bound, 

And flang the reins and chariot to the ground :. 
The ftudded harnefs from their necks they broke; 
Here fell a wheel, and here a filver fpoke, 

Here were the beam and axle torn away; flay. 
And, {catter’d o'er the carth, the flining fragments 
The breathlefs Phaeton, with flaming hair, 

Shot from the chariot, like a falling ftar, 

That in a furcmer’s evening from the top 

Of heaven drops down, or feems at leat to drop; 
“Till on the Po hig blafted corpfe was harl’d, 

Far from his country, in the weftern world, 


—_— 


PHAETON’S SISTERS TRANSFORMED 
INTO TREES, 


Tue Latian nymphs came round him, and amaz’, 
On the dead youth, transfix’d with thunder, gaz'd $ 
And, whilft yet {mokigg from the bolt he lay, 
+His thatter’d bedy.toa tomb: convey, 
And o’er the tomb an epitaph devife : 
‘* Here he who draye the fyn’s bright chariot lies: 
“ His father’s fiery fleeds he could not guide, * 
“ But iu the glorious enterprize he dy’d.”” 

Apollo hid his face, and pin'd for gricf, 
And, if the tory may deferve belief, 
‘The ipace of one whole day is faid to run, 
From morn to wonted eve, without a fun: 
The burping rnjns, with a fainter ray, 
Supply the fun, and counterfeit a day, 
A day, that {till did hature’s face difclofe : 
This comfort from the mighty mifchief rofe, 

But Clymené, enrag’d with grief, laments, 
And, as her grief infpires, her paffion vents: 
Wiid for her fon, frantic in her woes, 
With hair difbevel’d, round the world fhe Zoes, 
To feek where’er his body might be cait 3 
Till, op the borders of the Pa, at Jaft 
‘The name inferib’d on the new tomh appears, 
The dear dear name the bathes in flowing tears; 
Hangs o’er the tomb, unable ¢o depart, 
And hugs the marble to her throbbing heart. 


Hes daughters too lament, and figh, and mouray 


{A froitlefs tribute to their brother's urn a 


at 


TRANSLATIONS. 


Aad beat their naked bofoms, and complain, 
‘And call aloud for Phacton in vain: 


Aljthe long night their mournful watch they keep, 
Jy and weep. 

on return’d 5 

So long the mother and the danghters mourn’d; 





‘And all the day ftand round the 
Four times, revolving, the full mv 





When now the eldeft, Phaethafa, rove 
"To reft her weary timbs, but could pet move 5 
Lamipetia would have help’d her, but fhe found 
Hoerfeif withheld, and roeted to the ground : 
A third in wild # he orl 
Would rend her hair, but Al 
leaves; 4 

One fees her thighs transform’d, ariot 
Her arms fhot out, and branchitig’? 
‘And now their legs, atid-breatts, and be 
Crafted with bark, aad Hardening into woods 
ut fill ahove were Female heads difplay'd, 
And mouths, that call'd the mother to their aid. 
‘What could, alas! the weeping mother do? 
From this to that with eager hatte the flew, 
‘And kifs'd her Sprouting daughters as they grew. 
She tears the bark ‘that to each body cleaves, 

+ ‘And from the verdant fingers {trips the leaves: 
The blood came trickling, where the tore away 













"Phe leaves and bark : the maids were heard to fay, 





% Forbear, miftaken parent, oh! furbear 5 
‘<A wounded daughter in each tree you tear; 


“Farewell for ever.” Here the bark increas’d, 


Clos'd on their faces, and their werds fupprefs'd. 


‘The new-made trees in tears of amber run, 
Which, harden’d into value by the fun, 
iil for ever on the ftreams below : 
‘Vhe limpid ftreams their radiant treafure fhow, 


Mix’d inthe fand ; whence the rich drops convey'’d 


Shine in the drefs of the bright Latian maid. 





THE TRANSFORMATION OF CYCNUS 
INTO A SWAN. 


Crenns beheld the nymphs transform’d, ally’d 
‘Vo their dead brother, on the mortal fide, 

In frientthip and affection vearer bound; 

He leds the cities and the realms he own’d, 


Through pathlefs fields and lonely shores to range, 


Ard woods, made thicker by the fifters’ change. 
Whiltt here, within the difmal gloom, alone, - 
‘Fhe melancholy monarch made his moan, 

‘fis voice was leffen’d, as he try'd to fpeak, 
‘And iffued through a long-extended neck 5 

Mi. hair transforms to down, his fingers mect 
In dkinny films, and thape his oary fost ; 

Fro! 
‘And from his mouth proceeds @ blunted beak + 
‘Ail Cyenus now inte a fwan was turn'd, 









pools and lekes reures, 

the waters a$ oppos'd to fires. 
Mean-while Apollo in a gloomy fhade 

(ihe native lultre of his brows decay'd) 

indelying forrow, fickens at the fight 

of his own funt d abhers the lights 












poth his fides the wings and feathers break ; 


Hill remembering how his kiufman burn’d, 





org 


The hidden griefs, that in kis bofom rife, 
Sadden his looks, and overcaft his eyes, 
“As when fome dufky orb obftradts his ray, 
‘Afid fullier, in a dim eclipfe, the day. 
Now fecretly with inward griefs he pi Ras 
Now warm refentments to his griefs he jein’d, 
‘And-now renounc’é his office te mankind. 
« Eter fince the birth of time,” faid he, ePig 
borne 
« & long ungrateful toil without return ; 
« Jet now fome other manage, if he dare, 
« Vhe fiery feeds, and mount the burning car, 
« Or, if noné eife, let Jove his fortune try, 
« And tearn to lay‘fis murdering thunder by; 
« ‘Then will he own, perhaps, but own too late, 
« My fon defere’d not £6 fevere a fate.” 
‘Phe gods ftand round him, as he mourns, ang 
ray 


He would refume the conduét of the day, 








| Nor let the world be loft in endlefs night? 


Jove too himfelf, defcending from his height, 

Exeufes what had happen’d, and entréats, 
jateftically mixing prayers and threats. 

Prevail’d upon at length, again he took , 

The harnefs'd fteeds, that fil! with horror fhook, 

And plics them with the Jafh, and whips them on, , 

And, as be whips, upbraids them with his fon, 








THE STORY OF CALISTO, 


Tre day was fettled in its courfe; and Jove 

Walk'd the wide circuit of the heavens above, 

‘Yo fearch if any cracks or flawe:were made; 

But all was fafe; the earth he then furvey’d, 

‘And caft an-eye on every different coatt, 

‘And every land ; but on Arcadia moft. 

Here fields he cloth’d, and cheer’d her blafted 
face 

With running fountains, end with fpringing grafs, 

No trads of heaven’s deitrudive fire remain ; 

The fields and woods revive, and nature fmiles 
again. 

But, as the’god walk’d to and fro the earth, 
And tais’d the plants, and gave the fpring its birth, 
By chance a fair Arcadian nymph he view’d, 

‘And felt the lovely charmer in bis blood, 

"Vhe nymph nor fpun, nor drefs’d with artful pride} 
Her veft was gather’d up, her hair was ty’; 
Now in her hand a flender fpear flre bore, 

Now a light quiver on her fhoulders wore; 

‘fo chafte Diana from her youth inclin’d, 

‘The fprightly warriors of the wood fhe join’d. 
Diana too the gentle huntrefe lov’d, ” 

Nor was there one of all che nymphs that rov’d 
O’er Manalus, amid the maiden throng, 

More tavour’d once; but favour lafts not long. 

The fun now fhone in all its ftrength, and‘drove 
‘The heated virgin panting to a grove; 

‘The grove around a grateful fhadow caft + 
She dropt her arrows, and her bow unbrac'd; 
she flung herfelf on the cool grafly bed ; 

And on the painted quiver rais’d her head, 


THE WORKS 


Jov faw the charming huntrefs enprepar’4 

Stretch'd on the verdanc turf. without a gnard, 

“ Here Tam fafe,”” he cries, “ from Juno's cyes 

“ Or thould my jealoys gueen the theft defcry, 

© Yee would L venture on a theft like this, 5 

* And ftand her rage for fuch, for fuch a blifs:” 

Diana’s fhape and habit frraight he tnok, 

Spften’d:- his brows, and fmaoth’d his awful ie, 

And mildly io.a female accent fpoke. 

* How-fares my gitl? How went the moming 
“ ghace?” 

To whom the virgin, ftarting from the graf, 

& All hail, bright deity, wham I prefer 

Tq Jove himfelf, though Jove himfelf were 
“ here.” 

‘The god was nearer than fhe thought, and heard 

Well-pleas'd himfelf before himfelf preferr’d. 

He then falutes her with a warm embrace; 
And, ere the half had told the morning chace, 
With Jove inflam’d, and eager on his bt'fs, 
Smother’d her wads, and flop’d her with a kifs; 
His kiffes with unwonted ardour glow’d, 

Nor could Diana's fhape conceal the god. 

The virgin did whate’er a virgin cou’d 

(Sure Juno muft have par.ion’d, had the view’d); 
‘With all her might againf his force the tirove + 
But how can mortal maids contend with Jove! 

Poffeft at length of what his heart defir‘d, 

Back to his heavens th’ infulting god retir’d. 
‘The fovely huptrefs, rifing from the grafs. 
‘With downe-caft cyes, and with a blufhing face, 
By fhame confounded, and by fear Jifmay’d, 
Flew from: the cavert of the guilty thade, 

' And almoft, ia the tutmule of her mjnd, 
Left her forgerten how and thafts behind. 

But now Diana, with a fprightly train 
Of quiver’d virgins, bounding o’er the plain, 
Cail’d to the nymph: The nymph began to fear 
A fecond fraud, aJove difguis'd in her; 

But, when. the faw the filer nymphs, fopprefe'd 
Her rifing fears,and mingled with the rett. 

How in the look docs con{cious guilt appear! 

Slowly fhe mov'd, and loiter’d in the rear; 

Nor lightly tripp’d, nor by the goddefs ran, 

As once fhe us'd, the foremoft of the train. 

Her looks were flufh’d, and fulien was her ee 


As. 


‘That fure the virgin goddefs (had the been 
Aught but a virgin) muft the guilt have feen. 
*Tis faid the nymphs saw all, and guets’d aright : 
40d now the moon had nine times Joft her light, 
“When Dian fainting, in the mid-day heams, 
Found a cool covert, and refssfhing ftreams, 
That in fof murmurs throygh the foreft fow'd, 
And a smooth, bed of thining gravel thow'd. 

A covert fo ebicure, and ftreams fo clear, 
The goddefs prais’d : “ And now no fpies are near, 
* Letts ftrip, my gentle maids, and wath,” the 

cries, 

Fleas’d with the motion, every raaid complies; 
Only tke bluthing huncrefs ftoad confue’d, 
And form’d delays, and her, delays exeus’d : . 
Th vain ezcus'd; her fellows round her prefs’d, 
And the relu&ant pymph by, forte undrefs'd. 
"The naked hun‘refs all’ber thame reveal'd, 
Ta vain her hands the pregnant womb cenceal'd; 


OF ADDISON. 


“ Begone.” the goddefs cries with flern dif- 
“ dain; : [ftain ;” 
ne! nor dare the haljow'd ftream to 
She fled. for ever banith’d from the train. 
This Juno heard, who long had watch’d her time 
To pur.ifh the detefted rival's crime; 
The time was come ; for, to enrage her more, 
A lovely boy the teeming rival bore. : 
The goddef cat a furious look, and cry’d, 
It is eneugh! I'm fully fatisfy’d ! 
* This boy fhall ftand a living mark, to prove 
«« My bufband’s bafenefs, and the flrumpet’s love : 
« But vengeance fhall awake thofe guilty charms, 
“ That drew the thunderer from Juno’s arms, 
* No longer thall their wonted force retain, 
“ Nor pleafe the god, nor make the mortal vain.” 
This faid, her hand within her hair the wound, 
Swung her to earth, and dragg’d ber on the 
ground; 
The proftrate wretch Hifi. p ber arms in prayer, 
Her arms grow thaggy, atid deform'd with hair, 


« 


Her nails are tharpen’d into pointed claws, 

Her hands bear half her weightgapd tarn to paws 5 
Her lips; that once could tempt.a god, begin 

To grow diftortetl in an ugly grin, 4°"? 

And. left the fupplitating brute might reach 

The cars of Jove, fhe was depriv’d of fpeech + 
Her furly setce through a hoarfe paflage came 

In favgge jounds: her mind was {till the fame, 
The furry monfter fix'd her eyes above, 

Aad heay'd her new unweildy paws to Jove, 
And begg’d his aid with inward groans, andthough 
She couid not call him falfe, fhe thought him {o, 

How did the fear to lodge igs woods alone, 

And haunt the ficids and meadows once ber own ! 
How often would the dcep-moyth'd dogs purfue, 
Whilft from her hounds the frighted huntrefs few 
How did the fear her fellow -brotes, and thun 
The thaggy bear, though now herfelf was one { 
How from the fight of rugged wolves retire, 
Although the grim Lycaon was her fire | 

But now her fon had fiftcen fumnmers told, 

Fierce at the chace, and in the foreft bold ; 

When, as he heat the woods in queft of prey, 

He chanc’d tp roufe hig: mother where fhe lay. 
She knew her fon,.and Kept. him ia her fight, 
And fondly gaz’d: the boy.wgs in a fright, 

And aim’d a pointed artow at her breatt ; 

And would have ilain his mother in the beat; 
Bur Jove forbad, and {natch’d them through the ait 
In whirlwinds up to heayen, and §x'd them there: 
Where the new .conftgliations nightly rife, 

Acd add a lure to the northern tkies, 

When Juno faw the rival in ber height, 
Sparg'ed with ftars, and circled round with light, 
She fought old Ocean ia his deep abodes, 

And Tethys; -hoth reves’d among the gods, [thr, 

They afk what brings her there,“ Ne’er afk," fays 

“© What brings me here; heaven is no place for me, 

“ You'll fee, when night has cover’d all thiugs 
“ oles, 

* Jove’s flarry baftard and triumphant whore 

“ Uiucp the heavens; you’li fee them proudly 
“ roll : : 

“In their new orbs, and brighten all the pole. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


# And who fail nqw on Juno’s altar wait, 

When thofe fhe hates grow greater hy her hate? 
Ton the nymph a brutal form imprefs'd, 

Jove to a goddefs has transform’d the beaft : 
"This, this was all my weak revenze coutd do = 

» But let the god his chafte amours purfue, 

‘And, as he ated after 10’s rape, 

Reftore th’ adulterefs to her former fhape; 
‘Then may he cait his Juno off, and lead 

‘The great Lycaon’s offspring to his bed. 

Buz you, ye venerable powers, be kind ; 

‘And, if my wrongs a due refentment find, 
Receive not in your waves their fetting beame. 
Nor let the glaring frompet taint your ftreams.” 
‘The goddefs ended, and her with was given, 
Back fhe return’d in triumph up to heaven; 
Her gaudy peacacks drew her through the fkies, 
"Their tails were {potted with a thoufand eyes; 
"The eyce of Argus on their tails were rang’d, 

At the fame time the raven’s colour chang’d. 


t 


« 


es 


YHE STORY OF CORONIS, AND BIRTH 
OF ASCULAPIUS. 


Tue raven once in faowy plumes was Ireft, 
White as the whiteft dove’s unfully’d 
Fair as the guardian of the capitol, 
Soft as the fwan; @ large and lovely fowl ; 
His tongue, his prating tongue, had chang’d him 
quite 
To footy blacknefs from the pureft white. 
‘The ftory of his change fhall here be told; 
In Theffaly there liv’d a nymph of old, 
Coronis nam'd; a peerlefs maid fhe fhin’d, 
Conteft the faireft of the fairer kind. 
Apollo lov’d her, till her guilt he knew; 


» 


While tree fhe was, or whiltt he thought her true. 


But his own bird the raven chanc’d to find 

The faife-one with a fecret rival joio’d. 

Corems begg'’d him to fupprefs the tale, 

But could vot with repeated prayers prevail, 

His milk-white pinions to the ged he ply’d; 

"The bufy daw flew with him fide by fide, 

And by a thoufand teazing queftions drew 

Th’ important fecret from him as they flew. 

The daw gave honeft countel, though defpis'd, 

Acd, tedious in her tattle, thus advis’d. 

Stay, filly bird, th’ ill-natur'd tafk refufe, 
Nor be the bearer of nnwelcome news. 

Be warn'd by my example: you difcern 

What now I am, and what I was thail learn, 

My foolifh honefty was ali my crime; 

Then hear my ftory. Once upon a time, 

‘The two-fhap’d EriGhenius had his birth 

(Without a mother) from the teeming earth; 

Minerva nurs’d him, and the infant laid 

Within a cheft, of twining ofiers made. 

The daughters of king Cecrops undertook 

Yo guard the cheft, commanded not to look 

* On what was hid within. { ftood to fce 

%& The charge gbcy'd, perca’d on a neighbouring 

tree, 


wag 

& The fifters Pandrofosand Hersé keep 

“ The ftri@ command; Aglauros needs weuld 
“ peePs 

« And faw the monftrous infant in a fright, 

« And call'dher filters to the hideous fight : 

“ A boy's foft thape did to the wAk prevail, 

But the bey ended in a dragaw’s tail. 

{told the flern Minerva all hat pafs’d, 

« But, for my pains, difcarded and difgrac’d, 

« The frowning goddefs drove me from her fight, 

« And for her favourite chofe the bird of night. 

« Be then-no tell-tale; for | think my wrong 

“ Enough to teach « bird to hold her tongue. 

“ But you, perhaps, may think I was remov’d, 

© As never by the heayenly maid heloy'’d; 

« But] was lov'd; afk Pallasif ¥ lies 

‘Though Pallas hate me now, fhe wan't deny 5 
For l, whom in a feather’d shape yeu view, 
© Was once a maid (by heaven the ftory's erate), 

A blooming maid, and a king's daughter to 
A croud of lovers own'd my heauty’s charthe; 
My beauty was the caufe of all my harms; 
Neptune, as on his fhores I went to rove, 

* Ohferv’d me in my walks, and fell in love, 

He made his courtship, he confefs’d his pain, 

And offer’d force when all his arts were vain 3 

* Swift he purfued : I ran along the ftrand, 

+ ‘Till, (pent and weary'd on the inking fand, 

« J fhrick’d aloud, with cries } fill’d the air. 

To gods and men; nor god ‘nor man was 
“ there: 

A virgin guddefs heard a virgin’s prayer, 

“ For, as my arms I lifted to the fies, : 

« J faw black feathers from my fingers rife; | 

1 {trove to fing my garment on the ground; 

“ My garmeyt tara'd to plunies, and girt me 
© sound. 
My hands to beat my naked bofom try; 

Nor naked bofom now nor hands fad t. 
Lightly I tript, nor weary as before 
Sunk in the fand, but fkimm’d along the fhore; 
TH, rifing on my wings, | was prefer’d 
To be the chafte Minerva’s virgin bird: 
Prefer'd in vain’ 1 now am in Jifgtaces 
Ny@imene the owl enjoysiny c. 

On her inccftuous life I need not dwell 
(In Lefbos itil! the horrid tale they tell); 

And of her dire amours you muft have heasd, , 
For which fhe now does penance in a bird, 
‘Thar, confcious of her fhame, avoids the light, 
And loves the gloomy covering cf the night ; 
The birds, where’er fhe flutters, fcare away 
‘The hooting wretch, and drive her from the 

we 
‘The raven, urg’d by fuch impertinence, 
Grew paffionate, it feems, and tnok offence, 
And curft the harmleis daw; the daw withdrew: 
The raven to her injur'd patron flew, 
And found him ont, and told the fatal truth 
Of falfe Coronis and the favour’d youth. 

‘The god was wroth; the colour left hits fanin 
‘The wreath his head, the harp his hand Testvokii! 0 ‘4 
His filver bow and feather’ fhafis he. todl : 
Aad lodg’d an arrow in the tender bres 
‘That had fo often to his own been mae 















= gg 
*” Down-feil the woimded rymph, and fudly groan‘d, 
‘And pull'd his arrow. seeking from-the wound; 
: And, weltering in her blood, thus faintly cry’d, 
“ Ah cruel god! though T have july dy’d,» © 
& What haa, alas! my unborn infant done, 
& ‘That he fhould fall, and two-expireia one?” 
This faid, in agonies fhe fetch’d-her breath. 
The god diflolves in. pityt her death ; 
He hates the bird that wade her falfchood known, 
And hates himfelf for what himfelf had done ; 
‘The feather'd thaft, that fent her to the fates, 
And his own aad, that fent the fhaft, he hates, 
Fain woukthe heal the wound, and cafe her pain, 
And tries the compafs of his art in vain. 
Soon as.he faw the fovely nymph expire, 
‘The pile made ready, and the kindling fire, 
With fighs and greans her obfequies he kept, 
And, ifa god could weep, the god had wept. 
Her corpfe he kife’d, aud heavenly incenfe brought, 
And folemniz’d the death himfelf had wrought. 
Bot, left his offspring thould her fate partake, 
Spite of th’ immortal mixture in his make, 
He ript her womb, and fet the child at large, 
And gave him to the centaur Chiron’s charge: 
‘Then in his fury black'd the raven over, 
And bid him pratein his white plumes no more, 
Fay eee ear Oe 


OCYRRHOE TRANSFORMED TO A” 
4 MARE, 


Ov Chiron took the babe with fecret joy, 

Proud of the charge of the celeftial boy, 

His daughter too, whom on the fandy fhore, 

‘Nhenymph Chariclo to the centaur bore, 

‘With hair dithevel'd on her fhoulders, came 

‘Yo fee the child, Ocyrrhoy was her name ; 

-« She knew her father’s art, and could rehearfe 

‘Lhe depths of prophecy in founding verfe. 
~ Once, as the sacred infant the furvey’d, 
~ "Phe god was kindled in the raving’ maid, 

And thus the utter’d her prophetic tale ; 

“ Hail, great phyfician of the world, all bail¥ 
Wail, mighty infane, who in years to come 
Shall heal the vations, and defraud the tomb; 
Swift be thy growth! thy triumphs uncor- 

“ fin'd! : 
Make kingdoms thicker, and increafe mankind. 
Thy daring art thal! animate the dead, 
And draw the thander on thy guilty head : 
Then fheit thau div: bur from the dark abode 
Rile up victorious, and he twice a god. 
And thon, my fire, not deftin’d by thy birth 
Fo turn to duit, and nix with common earth, 
How wilt thou rols, and rave, and long to die, 
‘And quit thy claim to immortality ; 
When thes thait fecl, enrag’d with inward 
‘The Hydra’s venom rankling in thy veins ? 
The gods in pity fhall contract thy date; 
And give thee over to the power cf fate.” 
‘Vhus, entering into deffiny, the maid 
‘The fecrets of offended Jove betray’d ; 


‘| © Through every limb my 





: 


THE WORKS OF ADDISON. 


More had the fillto fay; but now Sppears 

Opprefs'd with fobs and fighs, and drown’d in 
tears. 

My-voice,” fays the, * is gone, my language 
“ fails; 


kindred fhape prevails ; 
Why did the god this fatal gift impart, 

And with prophetic raptures {well my heart ? 
What new defires are thefe? Plong to pace 
O’cr flowery meadows, and to feed on grals; 

J haften to a brute, maid no more; 

But why, alas! am I transform’d all o'er ? 
My fire does half a human fhape retain, 

And in his upper parts preferves the man.”” 
Her tongue no more diftiné& complaints affords, 
But in thrill accents and mit -fhapen words 

Pours forth fach hideous wailings, as declare 
The human form cofifoimded in the mare ; 

Till by degrees, accomplifh’d in the heaft, 

She neigh’d outright, and all the fleed expreft. 
Her ftooping body on her hands is borne, 

Her hands are turn’d to hoofs, and fhod in horn; 
Her yellow treffes ruffle ina mane, 

And in her flowing: tail fre fritks her train. 

The mare was finifh’d in her voice and look, 
And 2 new name from the new figure took, 


“ 








THE TRANSFORMATION OF BATTUS TO 
A TOUCHSTONE, 


Sore wept the centaur, and to Phoebus pray’d; 

But how could Phoebus give the centaur aid ? 

Degraded of his power by angry Jove, 

In Elis then a herd of beeves he drove ; . 

And wielded in his hand a ftaff of oak, 

And o’er his fhoulders threw the fhepherd’s cloak; 

On feven compacted reeds he us’d to play, 

And cn his rural pipe to -wafte the day,” 
«As once, attentive to his pipe, he play’d, 

The crafty Hermes from the god convey’d 

A drove that feparate from their fellows firay’d, 

The theft an old infidious peafant view’d 

(hey call’d kim Battus in the neighbourhood) ; 

Hir’d by a wealthy Pylian prince to feed 

His favourite mares, and watch the generous breed, 

The thievith god fulpedted him, and took 

The hind afide, and thus in whifpers fpoke : 

“* Difcover not the theft, whoe’er than be, 

* And take that milk-white heifer for thy fee, 

“ Go, firanger,” cries the clown, * fecureiy on, 

“ That ttone thall fooner tell 7"\and fhow'd a ftone, 
‘The god withdrew, but (traight return’d again, 

In Speech and habit like a country fwain ; 

And cried out, “ Neighbour, haft thou feen a flray 

“* Of bullocks and of heifers pafs this way? 

“ In the recovery of my cattle join, 

“ A builock and a heifer Shall be thine.” 

The peafant quick replies, “ You'll find them 
: there a 


* In yon dark vale :” and in the vale they were, 
The douple bribe had his falfe heart beguil’d ; 
The god, fuccedstul in the trial, fmil’d; - 

. ~ 
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t And doft chou thas betray myfelf to me+ 
* Me to mylelf doft thou betray 2” fays he: 
‘Then to a Touch-flone turns the faithlefs fpy, 
And in his name records his infamy. 





THE STORY OF AGLAUROS, TRANS- 
FORMED INTO A SPATUE. 


Tats done, the god flew upon high, and gafs'd | 


O’'er lofty Athens, by Minerva gtac’d, 
And wide Munichia, whilft bis eyes furvey 
‘All the vaft region that beneath'him lay.» 
“Pwas naw the feais when edch Athenian maid 
Her yeatly homagkto Minerva paid ; ~ 
In canifters, with garlands cover’d o'er, - 
High om their heads their myitic gifts they bore ; 
Aud now, returning in 2 folemn traia, « 
‘The troop of thining virgins filr'd the-phin. 
The god weil-pleas’d beheld theipompous fhow, 
And faw the bright proceffion pate below ; 
Then veer'd about, and. took a wheeling flight, 
‘And hovet'd o'er them ; .as the fpreading kite, 
‘Phat imells the flaughter’d victims from on 
high, 
Flies at a dillance, if the priefts are nigh, 
‘Aud fails around, and keeps it in her eye: 
So kept the got the virgin choir in view, 
And in flose winding <trelee round them flew. 
As Lucifer exter the neeaneft far, . 
Or, as the full-orb’& Phoebe ‘Lecifer ; 
So much did Hersé-ail the reft outvy, 
And gave a grice to the folemnity. 
Hermes: eat b ,ae.in the clouds he hung : 
So the cold ballet; that. with fry: flung 
From Balearic engines mounts‘en high, % 
Gjows in the whirl, and burns-along the ky. 
At length he pitch’d upon the grognd, and thew'd 
“he form divine, the features of a god. 
Jc knew the virtue o’er a female heart, 
And yet he ftrives to better then: by art. 
He hengs his mantle loofe, and [ets to fhow 
"The golden edging on the feam below; 
Adjuits his flowing curls, and in his hand 
‘Waves with an air the Deep-procuring wand : 
The plittering fandals to his feet applics, 
And to each heel the well-trim'd pinion ties. 
His ornaments with niceft art difpley’d,  ~ 
He feeks th’ apartment of the royal maid. 
‘The rocf was all with polith’d ivory lin’d, 
‘That, richly mix'd, in clouds of tostoife fhin'd, 
‘Three rooms contiguons in'a range were plac'd 5 
“ihe midmoft by the beanteous Hersé-grac’d; 
Her virgin filters lodg'd on either Gde. 
Aulauros firft th’ approaching god defery’d, 
And, as he crofs’d her ehamber, afk'd his name, 
And what his bufinels was, and whence he came. 
© j come,” reply’d the god, “ from heaven to woo 
Your fifter, and to ntake an aunt of you; 
“® [am the fon and meflenger of Jove, 
© My name is Mercury, my bufineis love ; 
* Do you, kind damfel, take a lover’s part, 
© And gaia admittance to your filker’s heart.” 
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She ftar’d him in the face with looks amaz’d. 
As when fhe on Minerva’s fecret gaz'd, 

And afks a mighty treafure for her hire, 

‘And till he brings it, makes the gods retire. 
Minerva griev'd to fee the nymph fucceed 5 
‘And now remembering the late impious deed, 
When, difobedient to her ftri& command, 
$otouch’d the cheft with an anballow’d hand; 
In big fwoln fighs her inward fighs exprefa’d, 
‘That heav’d the rifing Algis on her breaft; 
Then foughz out envy in her dark abode, 
Defil’d with ropy gore and clots of blood: 
Shut from the winds, and fromthewholefome fies, 
In a Gcep vale the gloomy dungeon lies, 
Difmal and cold, where not a beam of fight 
Invades the winter, or difturbs the night. 

Direétly to the cave her courfe the fteer'd; 
Againtt the gates her martial lance fhe rear’d; 
‘The gates flew open, and the fiend appear’d. 

A poifonous morfel in her teeth the chew'd, 

And gorg’d the fleth of vipers for her food. 

Minerva, loathing, turn’d away her eye; 

‘The hideous montter, rifing heavily, 

Came ftalking forward with a fallen pace, 

‘And left her mangled offals on the place. 

Soon as fhe faw the goddefs gay and bright, . 

She fetch’d'a groan at fuch a cheerful fight. 

Livid and meagre were her looks, her eye. 

In foul diftorted glances turo’d awry 3°" 

A hoard of gall her inward parts poikefa'd, =: 

‘And fpread a greennefs o'er hitr'canker’d breaft's 

Her teeth were brown with rut; and fromr her 
tongue, 

Jn dangling drops, the ftringy poifgn hung, 

She'never finiles but when the wretched weeps 

Nor lulls her mralice-with a.moment's fleep. =. “* 

Reftlefs in fpite: while, watchful to deftroy, 

She pines with ficknefs at another's joy; : 

Foe to hertelf, diftrefling and diftrett, 

She bears her own tormentor in her bresft, 

The gaddefs gave. (for the abhorr’'d her fight) 

‘A fhort command: “ To Athens {peed thy flight: 

“ Qn curft Aglauros try thy utmott art, 

“ And fix thy rankeft venoms in her beart.”" > 

This fad, ber fpear the puih'd again the ground, 

And, mounting from it with an active bounid,." 

Flew of to heaven: The hag with efes atkew? 

Look’d up, and mutter‘d curfes as the flaw #. 

For fore the fretted, and began to grieve: 

At the fuccels which fhe herfelf mui give. 

"Sheu takes her ftafi, hung round with wreaths of 
thora, 

And fails along, in a black whirl 

Over fields and flowery meadow: 
fteers 

Her bancful courfe, a mighty blaft appears, 

Mildews and blights; the micadows are defac’é, - 

The fields, the flowers, and the whole ycar, laid 
waile + 7 

On mortals next, and peopied towns fhe falls, 

And breathes a burning plague among their wally. 

When Athetts fhe beb d 


‘or arts refown’d, | 
With peace made happy, and with plenty crown'd, 
Scarce could the 


ous liend from tears forbear, 
| ‘Yo find ous wi: 
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‘Th’ apattnient now the enter’d, where at reit 
Agiaures lay, with gentle fleep oppreft. 
‘To execute-Minerva's dire command, 

She Strok'd the virgin with her canker'd hand, 
‘Then prickly thorns into her breaft convey'd, 
t fixing to madnefs the devored maid : 

‘Her fabtle venem ftitl improves the {mart, 
.Feetsin the blood, and fefters in the heart. 

To make the work more fure, a fcene the drew, 
And plac'd before the dreaming virgin’s view 
Her fifter’s marriage, and her glorious fate; 
‘Th’ imaginary bride appears in fate; 

“The bridegroom with unwonted beauty glows; 
For envy magnifies whate’er the thows. 

Full of the dream, Aglauros pin’d away 
In tears all night, in darknefe ail the day; 
Confum’d like ice, that juft begins to nin, 
“When feebly fmitten by the dikane fun ; 

Or like unwholefome weeds, that fet on fire 
Are lowly wafted, and in fmoke expire. 

Given up to envy (for in every thought 

‘The thotas, the vénom, and the vifion wrought) 
Oft did the calf on death, as oft decreed, 

Rather than fee her fifter’s with fuccecd, 

‘Fo tell her awful father what had paft : 
Atclength before the door herfelf the cat; 

And, fitting on the ground with fullen pride, 

A pailage to the love-fick god deoy’d. 

‘The god carefs’d, and for admiffton pray'd, 

And footh’d in.fofteft words th’ envenom’d maid, 

In vain he footh'd, “ Be gone!” the maid re- 

plies, 

“ Or here I keep my feat, and never rife.” 

“ Then keep thy feat for ever,” cries the god, 
And touch’d the door, wide opening to his rod: 
Fain would fhe rife,and ftop him, but the found 
Her trunk too heavy to forfake the ground ; 
Her joints are ali benumb’d, her hands are pale, 
And marbic now appears in every nail, 

As when a cancer in the body feeds, 

And gtadual death from mb to limb procceds ; 
So deesthe chilinefs to each vital part 

Spread by degrees, and creeps into her heart ; 
Till hardening every where, and {peechlefs grown, 
She fits unmov’'d, and freezes to a ftone. 

But fill her envious hue and fullen mien 

~Are in the fedentary figure feen, 





EUROPA’S RAPE. 


‘Wuew now the god his fury had allay’d, 
And taken vengeance of the tiubborn maid, 
From where the bright Athenian turrets rife 
He mounts aloft, and reafcenda the fkies. 
Jove faw him enter the fublime abodes, 
And, as he mix’d among the crowd of gods, 
Beckon’d him out, aud drew him from the reft, 
And in foft whifpers thus his will expreft : 

“ My trofly Hermes, by whofe ready aid 
“ Thy Sire’s commands are through the world 

** convey"d, 

“ Refume thy wings, exert their vt -oft force, 
% And te che walls of Sidon fpeed thy courfe; 
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“ There find a herd of heifers wandering o'er 
“ The neighbouring hill, and drive them to the 
*¢ fhore.” 
Thus fpoke the god, concealing his intent. 

‘The trufty Hermes on his meffage went, 

And found the herd of heifers wandering ocr 

A nvighbouring hill, and drove them to the 

Ore 


Where the king’s dangiter with a lovely train 


‘| Of fellow-nymphs, was fporting on the plain. 


‘The dignity of empire laid afide 
(For love but if agrees with kingly pride) ; 
The ruler of the tkies, the thundering gad, 
Who thakes the world’s foundations with a nod, 
Among a‘hetd of lowing heifers ran, 
Fritk'd in a bull; and bellow’d o'er the plain. 
Large rolls of fat about his shoulders clung, 
And from his neck the double dewlap hung, 
His fkin was whiter than the fiiow thar lies 
Unfully'd by the breath of fouthern thies; 
Small fhining hortison his curl’d forehead ftand, 
As turn’d and poltth’d by the workman’s hand; 
His cye-batls rofi'd, not fotmidably bright, 
But gez’d and tanguiflyd with a gentle light. 
His every look wis péacefal; and exprett 
The foftnefs of the lover in the beaft. 

Agenor’s royal daughter, as the play’d 
Among the ficlés the mitk- white bull farvey’d, 
And view'd his {potfefs body with delight, 
And at a diftance kept him in her fight. 
At length the pluck’d the rifing flowers, and. fed 
The gentle beaft, and fndly rok’d his head, 
He flood well pleat’d totoueh the’ charming fair, 
But hardly could confine his pteafure there. 
And now he wantons o’er the neighbouring ftrand, 
Now rolls his body on the yellow fand 5 
And now, perceiving all her fears decay’d, 
Comes tofling forward to the royal maid; 
Gives her his breaft to firoke, and downward 

tums 

His grifly brow; smd-gently fteops his harns, 


+| In flowery wreaths thevoyal virgin dreft 


His bending borts, nd kindly clapr his breaft. 
Till now grows wanton, and devoid of fear, 
Not knowing that he preft the thunderer, 

She plac’d herfelf upon his back, and rode 
O’er fields and meadows, feated on the god. 

He gently march'd atong, and by degrees 
Left the dry meadow, and appreach’d the feas3 
Where now he dips his h-ufs, and wets his thighs, 
Now plunges in, arid carries off the prize. 

‘The frighted aymph looks backward on the fhore, 
And hears the tembling billows round her roar; 
But Milt the holds hiny faft one hand is borne 
Upon his back, the other grafpsahern : 

Her tray of ruffing garment flies behi:-d, 

Swells in the air, and hovers in the wind. 

Through ftorms aad rempefts he *he-virgin bore, 

And lands her fafe on the Di@can fhore; 
Where now, in his divineft form array'd, 

I+ his true frape he captivates the maid : 
Who gazes on him, and with wondering eycs 
Beholas the new majeftic figure rife, 

His glowing features, and celeftial light, 

And all the God difcover’d to her fights, 


TRANSLATIONS. 


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES, 
BOOK We 


THE STORY OF CADMUS. 


‘Wurn now Agencr had his daughter loft, 
He (ent hisfon to tvarch on every coal 
‘And fternly bid him to his arngs reftore 
The dariing maid, or fee his face no. more. 
But live vo exile in a foreign chitme 
Thus wee the father piows tos crime. 

The reftlefs youth fearch'd ali the world dteund: | 
But how can Jove a bis amiours be found? 





When,‘ tis'd at ketigth with unfuccefsful toil, 

To thun bisangty. fire and native foil, 

He goes « fuppliant to the Delphic dome; 

There afks the gad what new-appointed home 

Should. end his wanderings, and his toils relieve. 

The Delphic oracles this anfwer give : 
“ Behold among the fields a lonely cow, 

“ Unwarn with yokes, unbroken to the plough ; 

* Mark well the place where fir the lays her 

* down, town, 

There meafure out thy walls, and build thy ; 

And from thy guide Beeotia call the land, 

In which the ‘d¢itin’d walls and town fhall 

« fland.” 

No fooner had he lefe the dark abode, 

Big with the promife of the Delphic god, 

Whan in the ficlds the fatal cow he view'd, 

Nor yall'd with yokes, nor worn with fervi- 

tude; 

Her ganily at a diftance he purfa’d ; 

Aud, a he waia'd aloof, in filence pray’d 

To tne great power whofe counfels he obey’d. 

Her way through flowery Panop2 the tock, 

Atl uow, Cepnilts, crofs the filver brook ; 

When t» the heaven her fpacious front fhe rais’d, 

And beuov ’d brice, then backward turning gaz’d 

On thofe behind, rill on the deftin’d place 

She Moop'd, eid couch’d amid the rifing grals. 
Cadmus faiutes the foil, and gladly hails 

The new-found mor and the namelefs vules, 

Aud thanks che gods, and turns ahout his eye 

‘To fee bis new du:uinions rowud him lie : 

‘Vhon rends nis f?-vants to 4 neighbouring grove 

For uiving flreams. a facrifice to Jove. 

O'er the wide p'ain there rea fhady wood 

Of aged trees; in its dark b. fos ftsed 

A bulhy thicket, parhiefs and unworn, 

©'.r-cun with brambles, aod perpiex'd with thorn. 

Amidf the prake a hellow den was found, 

Weh rocke and ihetving arches eanlted round. 
Deep in the drary den, coueval's from day, 

Sacred to Mars, a mighty dragen lay. 

Bloatec w.th peifon te a monitrous fize; 

Fire broxe m flashes when le glanc’d his eyes ¢ 

His towering creft was glorious to behold, 

His thoutdes: and his fides were feal’d with gold ; 

Three tonge.> he brandifh’d when he charg’d 

his fies: 

His tecth flood jaggy im three dreadful rows, 































abe. 
‘The Tyriane in the den for water fought, 

And with their urns explur'd the hollow vanltgz.. 
From fide to fide their empty urns rebound,~ --* 
And route the fleepy ferpent with the found, 
Straight he beftirs him, and is feen to rife ; 2 


“And sow with dreadful hiffitigs fills the tkies, (7 


And darts hie forky tongue, and rolls his glar- 
ing eyes. ; 
The ‘Tyrians drop their veffels in the fright, 
All pale and trembling at the hideous fight. 
Spire above fpire uprear’d in air he tlood, 
And, gazing round him, averlook'd the wood : 
Then floating on the ground, in circles roil'd; 
‘Then leap’d upon them in a mighty fold, 
Of fuch a bulk, and fach g monttrows fize, 
The ferpent in the polar circke lies. . 
‘That ftretches over half the northern fkies, 


“In vain the Tyrians on their arms rely, a nee 





In vain attempt to fight, in vain to Ay: * 
All their endeavours and their hopes are vain . 

Some dic entangled in, the winding train; we 
Some are devour’d; or feel a loathfome death, . * ” 
Swoln up with blatts of peftilential breath, % 


And now the feorching fun was mounted hight 
In all its luftre co the noon-day ficy + . S 
When, atixious for his friends, and fill’d with. 

ch the woods th ict peogaee,- 
To fearch the woods th’.impatient chi a 
A lion's hide around his loins he wore, 
The well-peis'd javelin to the field he bore 
Inur'd to blood; the far-deftroying dart, 
And, the beft weapon, an undaunted heart. 
Snon as the youth approach’d the fatal piace, 
He faw his fervants breathlefs on the grafs; “ *” 
‘The fcaly foe amid their corpfe he view’d, 
Bafking at cafe, and feafting in their bloud. ‘ 
“ Such ftiends,” he cries, “ deterv'd a: longer” 
“6 dates : 2 
“ But Cadmus will revenge, or fhare their fate." 
Then heav’d a ftone. «nd rifing to the throw, 7 
He fent it in a whirlwind at the foe : : 
A tower, affaulted by fo rude a ftroke, 
‘With all its lofty battlements had fhook ; 
But nothing here th’ unwieldy rock avails, 
Rebounded harmiefs from the plaited fcales, 
That, firmly j-in'd, preferv’d him from a wound, 
With native armour crufted al] around. ae 
With more fuccefs the dart unerring flew, 
Which at his back the raging warrior threw3 
Amid the plaiced fiales it took its courfe, 
And in the fpinal marrow fpent its force. 
The monfter hifs'd aioud, and rag'd in vain, 
And writh'd his body to and fro with pain ; 
And bit the fprar, and wrench’d the wood away t- 
The point ftill buried in the marrow lay. ~ 
And now his rage, increafing with his pain, 
Reddens his eyes, and bdats in every vein; 
Churn'd in his teeth the foamy venom rofe, 
Whilft from his mouth a blaft of vapours flows, 
Such as th’ infernal Stygian waters caft: 
Vhe plants arqugd bim wither in the blaft. 
Now in a maze of rings he lies enroli’d, ae 
Now all unravel’d, and without a fold; 
Now, lke a torr.n:, with a mighty force 
Bears down the foreft ia his Soifterous courfe. 
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Cadimus gave badk,and on the lion’s fpoil 
Suftain’d the ftrdde; then forc’d him to recoil; 
<The pointed Javafin warded off his rage: 

Mad with his, pains, and futious ta engage, 

‘The ferpent champs the’ Reel, and bites the {pear, 

‘Till beod and venom all the point befmear. 

Bue filfthe hurt he yet receiv'd was flight; 

For, whilft the champion with redoubled might 

Btrikea- home. the javeliu, his retiring foe 

Shrinks from the wound, and difappoints the blow. 
The dauntlefs herg Mill purfues his ftroke, 

And preffes forward, till a knotty oak 

Retards his foe, and ftope him in the rear; 

Full in his throat he plung’d the fatal fpear, 

"That in th’ extended neck a paflage found, 

‘And pierc’d the folid ttmber through the wound. 

Fix’d to the reeling trunk, with many a flroke 

Of his huge tail, he lath’ the Murdy oak ; 

‘TU, {pent with tH}, and labouring hard for 


A 
He now#lag twifting in the pangs of death, 

“oc Cadtdis beheld him wallow in a flood 
Ot fwimming poifon, intermix'd with blood ; 
When faddenly a {peech was heard from high, 

+ (The (peech waa heard, nor was the fpeaker nigh) 

‘Why daft toa thns with fecret pleafure fee, 

4" Infalting man! what thou thyfelf fhalt be?” 
Aftonifh’d at the voice, he ftood amaz'd, 

And all around with inward horror gaz’ : 
‘When Pallas fwift defcending from the fkics, 
Pallas, the guardian of the bold and wife, 

) Bids hinv plow up the field, and featter round 
‘"Thg dragon’s teeth o’er all the furrow'd ground ; 
"Then tells the youth how ro his wondering eyes 
Embattled armies from the field fhould rife. 

He fows the teethvat Pallas's command, 

And flings the future people from his hand. 

"The clods grow warm, and tremble where he fows: 
And now the pointed {pears advance in rows: 
Now’ nodding plumes appear, and fhining crefts, 
Now the broad thoulders and the rifing breafts : 
‘O’er all the field the breathing harveft fwarms, 

A growing hoft,'a crop of men and arms. 

So through she parting flage a igure rears 
Tts body up, and limb by limb appears 
By jult degrees; til all the mau arife, 

‘And in his full proportion firikes the eyes, 

Cadmus. furpris’d, and ftartled at the fight 
Of his uew foes, prepar’d himfelf for fight : 
‘When one cry’d out,  Forbear, fond man, forbear 
& ‘To mingle it a blind promifcuous war.” 
"Thisfaid, he truck his brother to the groand, 
Himfelf expiring by another’s wound ; 

Nor did the third his conquett long furvive, 
Dying ere fcarce he had begun to five. 

"The dite example ran through afl the ficld, 
"Till heaps of brothers werc by brothers kill’d ; 
‘The furrows fwam in blood; and only five 
Of all the vat increafe were left alive. 
¥chion ne, at Pallas’s command, 

Let fall the guiltlefs weapon from his hand 5 

And with the reft a peacefal treaty makes, 
‘Whom Cadmus as his friends and partners takes ; 
So founds a city on the promis’d earth, 

And gives bis new Baotian empire: birth, 
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a ‘\ 
| Here Cadmus reign’d; and now one would have 


guef'd . 

The reyal founder in his exile bleft 
Long did he live within his new abodes, 
{ Ally’d by marriage to the deathlefs gods 5 
{ And, in a fruitful wife's embraces old, 

Along increafe of children’s children told : 
But no frail man, however great or high, 
Can be conclude: bleft befure he die. 

Aceon was the firit of all his race, 
{ who griev'd his grandGre in his borrow’d Lace} 
Condemn’d by fern Diana to bemoan 
The branching horns, and vifage not his own 
To thun his once-lov'd dogs, to bound away, 
And from their hentfman to become their prey. 
And yet confider why the change was wrought, 
You'll find it his misfortune, not his fault; 
Or if a fault, it was the fanle of chance + 
For how can guilt proeced from ignorance ? 
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THE TRANSFORMATION OF ACTON 
‘INTO A STAG. 


Iw a fair chace a fhady mountain flood, 
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Well ftor’d with game, and mark’d with trails of 
Here did the huntfmen till the heat of day 
Purfue the ag, and load thenifelves with prey; 
“ My friends,” fays he, © our fpore is at the belt. 
“© The fan is high advane’d, and downward ficds, 
“ Then by confent abftain from furcher fpoils, 
“ Call off the dogs, and gather up the toils; 
Take the cool morning to renew the chace.”” 
‘They all confent, and in a cheerful train 
Retura in triumph from the fultry plain, ‘ 5 
Down in a vale with wine and cyprefs clad, 
The chafte Diana’s private haunt, there flood 
Full in the centre of the darkfome wood 
With hoary mofs, and arch’d with pumice fone : 
From out its rocky clefts the waiers flow, 
Nature bad every where fo play’d her part, 
‘That every where the feem’d to vie with art, 
heat, 
Was wont to bathe her ia the cool retreat. 
Panting with heat, and breathlf: from the ig 
Her armour-bearer laid her bow 
Each bufy nymph her prope: part undreft ; 
White Crocalé, more. handy than the 
Bound it together, whilit her own bung 
Five of the more ignoble fore by turns 


blood. 
When thus Actomealling to the reft : 
“ Bis burning beams direétly on our heads ; 
And ere to-morrow’s fun begins his race, 
‘The jolly huntfaen, loaden with the flain, 
Refredh'd with gentle winds, and brown with ihade. 
A fpacious grotto, all around o’er-grown 
And trickling fwell into’a lake below. 
Here the bright goddefs, toil’d and ch 
Here did the now with a!l her train refurt, 
Some loos’d her fandals, fume | 
Gather'd her Rowing hair, and in a ni 
Fetch up the water, and unede their urns, 





TRANSLATIONS. 


Now all undreft the fhining goddefs ftood, 
When young Aétzon, wilder'd in the wood, 
To the cool grot by his hard fate betray’d, 
‘The fountains fill'd with naked nymphs furvey’d, 
‘The frighted virgins fhrick’d a’ the furprilfe 
{The foreft echo’d with their piercing cries). 
‘Then in a huddle reund their zoddefs pred: 
She, proudly eminent above the reft, 
‘With bluthes glow’d ; fuch bluthes as adorn 
‘The ruddy welkin, or the purple mora: 
And though the crowdiug nymph: her body hide, 
Half backward fhrunk, and view'd him from afide. 
Surpris’d, at firft fhe would have fnatch'd her bow, 
But fees the circling waters round her flow ; 
Thefe in the hollow of her hand fhe took, 
And dafh’d them in his face, white thus the {poke : 
© Tell, if thou canft, the wondrous fight difclos’d; 
“ A goddefs naked to thy view expor'd’” 
This faid, the man begun to ditappear 
By flow degrees, and ended in a deer. 
A rifing horn on either brow he wears, 
And ftretches out his neck, and pricks his ears ; 
Rough is his fkin, with fudden hairs o’er-grown, 
His bofom pants with fears hefore unknown, 
‘Transform’d at length, he flies away in hafte, 
And wonders why he flies a say fo falt 
But as by chance, within a neighbouring brook, 
He faw his branching horns and alter’d look, 
“Wretched Agtzon ! in a doleful tone 
He try’d to fpeak, but only gave a groan; 
And as he wept, within the watery glafs 
He faw the big round dropg, with filent pace, 
Run trickling down a favage hairy face. 
‘What fhould he do? Or feek his old abodes, 
Or herd among the deer, and feulk in woods? 
Here thame diffuades him, there his fear prevails, 
And each by turns his aching heart affuils. 
As he thus ponders, he behind him {pies 
His opening hounds, and now he hears their cries: 
A generous pack, or to maintain the chace, 
Gr {nuff the vapour from the feented grafs 
He bounded off with fear, and fwiftly ran 
O'er craggy moutitains, and the Awery plains 
Through brakes aud thickets fore’d his way and 
flew 
‘Through many a ring, where once he did purfue. 
In vain he oft end-avour’d to proclain 
His new misfortune, and to tell his name; 
Nor veice nor words the brutal rongue fupplies: 
From fhouting men, and horns, and dogs, he flies, 
Deafen’d ana tlunn’d with their promifcuous 
cries, 
When now the flectcft of the pack, that preft 
C.ofe at his heels, anu fprung before the rett, 
Had faften’d on him, fiaight another pair 
Hung on his wounded haunch, and held him there, 
"Fill all the pack came up, and every hound 
‘Tore thy fad huntfinan grovelling on the ground ‘ 
Who now appear'd but one continued wound, 
With dropping tears his bitter late he moans, 
And fils the mouprain with his dying groans. 
Hhs fervants with a pireous volt he fpics, 
4nd turns about his fupplicating eyes. 
be lervants, ignorant of what had chane’d, 
Fink caver hulle and joyful fhouts advanc’d, 








Vou. Vi, 





And call'd theic lord A@zon to the games” 
He fhook his head in anfwer to the name; 
He heard, but wilh'd he had indeed been gone, 
Or only to have ftood a looker-on, $i 
Bur, to his grief, he finds himfelf z-0 near, 
And feels his ravenous dogs with fury tear 
Their wretched mafter panting in a dece. 











THE BIRTH OF BACCHUS. 


Actmon’s fufferings, and Diana's rage, 
id all the thoughts of men and gods engage ; 
Some call’d the evils, which Diana wrought, 
Too great, and difproportion’d to the faule; : 
Others again efteem'’d Actsxon’s woes: 
Fit fora virgin goddels to impofe. 
The hearers into different parts divide, 
And reafons are produc’d-on either fide, 
Juno.alone, of all that heard the news, 
Nor would condemn the goddefs, nor excufe ¢ 
She heeded not the juftice of the deed, = 
Bur jvy'd to fee the race of Cadmus bleed 5. 
For fill fhe kept Europa in her mind, 
And, for her fake, detefted all her kind. 
Befides, to aggravate her hate, fhe heard 
How Semele, to Jove’s embrace preferr’d, 
Was now grown big with an immortal load, 
And carry'd in her womb a future god. 
‘Thus terribly incens’d, the goddefs broke 
To fudden fury, and abruptly fpoke 
“ Are myreproaches of fo {mall a force? 
“ * fis time f then purfue another courfe ¢ 
“ It is decreed the guilty wretch fhall die, 
“ Tf Um indeed the miftrefs of the tky ; 
“ tf rightly ftyl'd among the powers above 
“ The wife and fifter of the thundering Jove 
“ (And none can fure a fifter’s right deny) ; 
“ Ie is decreed the guilty wretch fhall dis. 
“ She boaits an honour E can hardly clarm ; 
“ Pregnant fhe rifes to a inother’s name; 
“ While proud and vain fhe triumphs in her Jove, 
“ And thows the glorious tokens of his love: : 
“ But if I'm itil che miftrefs of the tkies, 
* By her own-lover the fund beauty dies. 
This faid, defeending in a yellow cloud, 
Before the gates of Semele the ftood. 
Old Beroé’s decrepit fhape the wears, 
Her wrinkled vifage, and her hoary haires 
Whilft in her trembling gait fhe torters on, 
And learns to tactle in the nurfé’s tone. 
The goddefs, thus difguis’d in age, begui 
With pleafi: g flovies her falfe fotter-child. 
Much did fhe talk of love, and when fhe came 
‘To mentivn to the nymph her lover's name, 
Fetching a figh, and holding down her head; 
“* Tis well,” fays the, “ if all be true that’s faid. 
“ But truft me, child, Pm much inclin’d ta fear 
“* Some counterfeit in thig your Jupiter. 













“© Many an honeft well defigning maid 


“* Has been by thefe pretended gods betray’d. 

“ But if he,be indeed the thundering Jove, 

“ Bad him, when next he courts the sites of love, 
° 


ere 

~* Defcend trinrrphant from th’ ethereal iky, 

In all the pomp of his divinity ; 

Lncompafs’d round by thofe celeftial charms, 

“ With which he fills th’ immortal Juno's arms.’ 

* & Th’ unwarynymph, enfnar'd with what the 
faid, 

Delir’d uf Jove, when nest he fought her bed, 

‘To granta ek in’ gift which fhe would choofe ; 

© Pear notg? replied the god, © that Vl refute 

 Whate'er you afk: may Styx confirm my voice, 

* Choofe whet you wi il, anid you dhall have your 
choice. [my arms 

« “Then, fays the nymph, “ when next you feek 

(May you defcend in thofe celeftial charms 

“With which your Juno’s befom you inflame, 

“ Aad fill with tranfport heaven's immortal 
« dame.” {voice 

The god furpris'd would fain have ftopp'd her 

But he had {woro, and fhe had made her choice. 

To keep his prontife, he afeends, and throuds 

His awful brow in whirlwiods and in cloads; - 

‘Whilft all around, in terrible arr: 

‘His chundcrs rattle, and his lightnings play. 
“GAnd yet, the dazzling luftre to abate, 
Pe fet.not out in’all his pomp and ftate, 
(Cladsin the mildett lightning of the 
“And arm’d with thunder of the sm 

“Not thole howe bolts, by which the giants flain 

_ Lay overthrown on the Phiegrean p 

v7 Twas of a leffcr mold, ard lighter weight; 

+ "They call it thurider of a fecond rate, 

.. For the rough Cyclops, who by Jove’s command 

Temper’ 'd the bolt, and turn’d it to his hand, 

ork’d'up lefs flame and fury in ite make, 
“And qnench'd it fooner in the ftanding lake. 

Thus dreadfutly adern’d, with horror bright, 
"Ch’ ifrious god, defcenci ing from his height, 

- Came rufhing ‘on her ina ftorm of light. 

The mortal dame, toofceble to engage 
‘The hgheniug’s flafies and the thunder’s rage, 
Confum’d amish the gicries fhe defir'd, 

‘And in the terrible embrace expir’d. 

Bur, to prelerve his ofpring from the temb, 
Jove took him fmoking from the blaited womb 
And, if on ancient tales we may rely, : 
Joclos'd th’ abortive infant in his thigh, 

Herc, when the babe had ail his time fulfill’d, 
Ino firfe to: 1 for her lofter-child ; 
: s, in their dark abode, 

with milk, the thriving god. 


“ 
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THE TRANSFORM? ATION OF ‘TIRESIAS, 


“Twas now, while thete tra anfaction s paft on earth 
And Bacchus thus procar’d a fecond birth, 

When Jove, difpos'd to lay afide the weight 

OF public empire, andthe cares of Rat 
wAs to his queen in nectar bowls he quaff'd, 

Jn croth,” fays he, (and as he {poke he laugh’d,) 
“ The fenfe of pleafure i in the male is far 

* More dell ond dead, than what you females 
voy... % fhare 


> 








THE WORKS OF ADDISON. 


Jono the truth of what was faid deny'd 3 
‘Tirefias therefore muft the caufe decide ; 
For he the pleafure of each fex had try’d. 
It happen’d once, within a fhady wood, 
Two twifted foakes he in conjandtion view'd ; 
When with his ftaff their flimy folds he broke, 
And Joft his manhood at the fatal ftrcke. 
But, alter feven revolving years, he view'd 
The feli-fame ferpents in the felf-fame wood; 
© And if,” fays he, “ fech virtue in you lie, 
“ ‘That he whe dares your flimy folds untie 
«© Matt change his ‘kind, a fecond ftroke I'll 
“try. ) 
Again he flruck the fnakes, and flood again 
New-fex'd, and ftraight recover'd into man:, 
Him therefore both the Deities create 
‘The fovereign unspire in their grand debate : 
And he declar’d for Jove : when Juno, fir’d, 
More than fo trividl.an affair requir’d, 
Depriv’d him, in her furry, of his Sight, 
And Icft him groping:round in fudden night. 
But Jove (fpr fo it is in heaven decreed, 
That no one god repeal another’s deed) 
frradiates all his foul with inward hght, 
And with the prophet’s art relieves the want of 


figh te 





THE TRANSFORMATION OF ECHO. 


Fam' far and pear for knowing things to come, 
From him th’ inquiring nations fought theie 
doom; 

The fair Liriope his anfwers try’d, 

And firft th’ unerring ptophet juftify’d; 

‘Uhis nymph the god Cephifus had abus'd, 

With all his winding waters circtimfus’d, 

And on the Nereid gota lovely boy, 

Whom the foft maids ev’n then beheld with j joy. 
‘The tender dame, folicitous to know * 

Whether her child fhould reach old age or no, 

Corfults the fage Tirefias, who replies, 

“ If e’er he knows himfelf, he furely dies.” 

Lony-liv’d the dubious mother in lufpenfe, 

Till time unriddled alt the prophet’s fenfe, 
Narciffus now his fixteenth year began, 

Jett turn’d of boy, and on the verge of man; 

Many a friend-the blooming youth carefs'd, 

Many a lovefick maid her flame cynfels’d. - 

Such was his pride, in vain'the friend carefs'd, 

The lovefick maid iv vain her flame confefs'd. 
Once, in the woods, as he purfu’d the chace, 

The babbling Echo had defery’d hiseface ; 

She, who in others’ words her fiience breaks, 

Nor fpeaks herfelf but when another {peaks, 

Echo.was then a maid, of fpeech berefr, 

Of wonted fpeech; for though her voice was left, 

Juno a curfe did on her tongue impofe, 

‘Vo fport with every fentence in the clofe. 

Full often, when the goddefs might have caught 

Jove and her rivals in the very fault, 

‘This nymph with fubtle ftories would delay 

Her coming, till the levers Aye away. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


‘The goddefs found cut the deceit in time, 
And then fhe cry’d, “ That tongue, for this thy 
‘ crime, 

«“ Which could fo many fubtle tales produce, 

« Shall be hereafter but of little ule.” 

Hence ’tie the pratrles in a fainter tone, 

With mimic funds, and accents not her own, 
"This tovefick virgin, over-joy’d to find 

The boy alone, itill follow'd him behind + 

When glowing warmly at her near approach, 

As fulphur blazes at the taper’s touch, 

She long’d her hidden paflion to reveal, 

Aad tell her pains, but had not word; to tell: 

She can't begin, but waits for the rebound, 

'To catch his voice, and to return the found. 
The nymph, when nothing could Narciifus move, 

Still dafh’d with blufhes for her flighted love, 

Liv’d in the fhady covert of the woods, 

In folicary caves and dark abodes; 

‘Where pining wander'd the rejedted fair, 

Till, harafs'd out, and worn away with care, 

" ‘The founding fkeleton, of blood bereft, 
Befides her bones and voice had nothing left. 
Her bones are petrify’d, her voice is found 
In vaults, where ftill it doubles every found. 





THE STORY OF NARCISSUS. 


Tuts did the nymph in vain carefs the bey, 

He ftiil was lovely, but he ftill was coy: 

When one fair virgin of the lighted train 

Thus pray'd the gods, provok’d by his difdain, 

“ Oh may he love like me, and love like me in 

vain.” 

Rhamonfig pity’d the neglected fair, 

And with jut vengeance anfwer'd to her prayer. 
"There flands a fountain ina darkfome wood, 

Nor ftain’d with falling leaves nor rifing mud ; 

Untroubled by the breath of winds it retts, 

Unfully’d by the touch of men or beatts; 

High bowers of fhady trees ahove it grow, 

Aid rifing grafs and cheerful greens below. 

Pleas’d with the form and cooinefs of the place, 

And over-heated by the morning chace, 

Narciffus on the graffy verdure lies : Q 








But whilft within the cryftal fount he tries 

To quench his heat, he fcels new hears arife. 

Tor, as his own bright image he furvey'd, 

He fell in love with the funtaftic fiade; 

And o’er the fair refemblance hung unmov’d, 
Nor knew, fond youth ! it was himfelf he lov'd. 
The well-turn’d neck and thoulders he deicries, 
The {pacious forehead, aud the fparkling eyes; 
The hands that Bacchus might not fcorn to show, 
‘And hair that round Apollo's head might flow, 
With all the purple youthfulnefs of face, 

That gently biufhes in the watery glafs. 
By his own flames confum’d, the lover lies, 

And gives himfelf che wound by which he dies. 
To the cold water oft he joins his lips, i 





Oft catching at the beauteous fhade he dips 
Hi: arms, as often from hinvelf he Sips. 
ig knows he who it is his arms purtue 
‘With eager clafps, but loves he knows not who. 


What ‘could, fond youth, this helplefe 
move? 

What kindle in thee this unpity’d love ? 
‘by own warm bluth within the water glows, 
With thee the colour’d thadow comes and goes 
{ts empty being on thyfelf relies; 
Step thou afide, and the frail charmer dies. 

Sull o’cr the fountain’s wat'ry gleam rey 








ftood, 
Mindlefs of fleep, and negligent of food ; ‘ 
Still view*d his face, and languith'd as nef 
view'd. 


At length he rais’d his head, and thus began 
Yo veut his griefs, aud tell the woods his pain; 
“ You trees,” fays he, © and thou furroundiag 
* grove, 
® Who oft have been the kindly fcencs of love, 
« ‘Tell me, if e’er within your fhades did lie 
A youth fo tortur’d, fo perplex'd as 1! 
“ § who before me fee the charming fair, 
“ Whilf there he ftands, and yct he ftands not 
“ theres ap 
Tn (uch a maze of love my thoughts are loft 5. 
« And yet no bulwark town, nor dilant coat, 
“ Preferves the beauteous youth from being fecn, 
“ No mountains rife, nor oceans flow between. 
“ A thailow water hinders my embrace ; 
“And yet the lovely mimic wears a face 
That kindly fmiles, and when I bend to join, 
My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine. 
Hear, gentle youth, and pity my complaint, 
Come from thy well, thou fair inhabitant. 
My charms an eafy conqueft have obtained 
Q’cr other hearts, by thee alone difdain'd. 
But why fhould [ defpair ? I’m fure he butha 
With equal flames, and languifbes by turng. 
Whene’er ! ftoop, he offers at akifs:  - 
And when my arms I firetch, he ftretches his, 
“ Wis eyes with pleafure on my face he keeps, 
“ He files my fimiles, and when I weep he 
weeps. 
Whene'er | fpeak, his moving lips appear 
“ "Lo utter fomething which I cannot hear, 
« Ah wretched me! | now begin too late 
“ To find out all the long perplex’d deceit 5 
“© tris myfelf | love, myfelf L fee; 
“ The gay delufion isa part of me. 
“ [kindle up the fires by which T burn, 
« and my own beauties from the well return, 
“ Whom fhenld I court ?, How utter my com 
piaint ? ‘ 
“ Enjoyment but preduces my reftraint, 
« And too much plenty makes me die for want. 
« How gladiy would | from myfelf remove!” 
« And at a diftance fet the thing I love. 
« My breatt is warm’d with fuch vnvfual fire, 
« | with him abfent whom I moft defire. {nigh 3 
« And now I faint with grief; my fate drawg, 
« Taal the pride of blooming youth I die. 
« Death will the forrows of my heart relieve. 
« Q might the vifionary youth furvive, 
« | fhould with joy my lateft breath refign ! 
But, #h! I fee his fate involv'd in mine.” 
This faid, the weeping you'h again return’d 
‘To the clear fountsin, where again he burn 
oR 











giz THE WORKS 


Vis tears defac’d the furface of the well, 
With circle after circle, as they fell : 
And now the lovely face hut half appears, 
O'ev-ren with wrinkles, and deform’d with tears, 
“ ah whither,” cries Narciffus, * doft thon fly? 
* Let me ftill feed the fame by which I die; 
Let me fill fee, though I'm no further ble.” 
‘Then rends his garment off, and beats his breait ¢ 
His naked bofom redden'd with the blow, 
In fuch a bluth as purple luiters fhow, 
Ere yet the fun’s autumnal heats refine 
‘The fprightly juice, and mellow it to wine, 
‘The glowing beauties of his breatt he {pies, 
And with a new redoubted paffion dies, 
AAs wax diifolves, as ice begimsto ron, 
And trickle inte drops before the fun, 
Sq melts the youth, and laupuithes away ¢ 
His beauty withers, and his limbs decay,, 
And none of thefe artrag me rerun 
To which the flighted Echo fued in vain, 

She faw him in his prefent mifry, 
When, frite of all her wrongs, the gricv'd to fee. 
She anfwer'd fadly ro the lover’s mean, 
Sigh’d back his fihs, and groan’d to every groan 5 
* A youth! belov'd in vain,” Narcifius cries ; 
“ Ah youth! belov’d in vain,” the nymph re~ 

plies. 

ec Parewell™ fays he : the parting fourd {carce fell 
From his fainr ips, bat the reply’d, “ Farewall?” 
‘Then co th’ unwholefome earth he gafping. lics, 
‘Till death fis up thofe feif-admiring cyes. 
‘To the cold (hades his flitting ghott retires, 
Asnd in the Stygian waves itfelf admires. 

For him the Naiads and the Dryads mourn, } 














‘Whom the fad Echo aniwere in her turn : ‘ 
And now the filier-nyniphs prepare his urn; 
When, looking for his ce:ple, they only found 
A riling (talk with yeliow bloffums crown'd. 
: 








THE STORY OF PENTHEUS, 


‘THs fad event gave blind Titefias famé, 
Through Greece eftablidy’d in « proj het’s name, 
Th unhallow’d Pentheus only durit deride 

‘The cheated peopte, and their eyelef guiue. 
‘Lo whem the prophet in his tury fuid, 
Shaking the hoary honours of bis head 5 
* Pwore well, ptelumptuous man, "twere well 
“ for thee 
U thou wert eyclefs tov, and blind, like mez 
For the tine cons, nay, tis already here, 
Mhen the young goa’s foicmnities appear ; 
Which if thou doft not with juft rites adorn, 
hy impious carcafe into pieces torn, 
Shail Rrew the woous, and hang on every 
“ thorn. 
Then, then, remember what { now foretel, 
And own the blind Virefias faw too weli.” 
Sull Pentheus fcorns him, and cerides bis dill; 
But time did ail the prophet’s threats tulfil. 
For now through proftraic Greece yung Bace 
chus rode, 
Whadlt bowing matrons celebrate the god. 
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OF ADDISON, 


All ranks and fexes to his orgies ran, 

‘Yo mingle in the pomps, and fill the train, 

When Pentheus thus his wicked rage expréfe’d 

* What madnefs, Thebans, has your feu! poffef'd ? 

“ Can hollow timbrels, can a drunken shout, 

And the lewd clamours of a beaftly cout, 

- Thins quell your courage ? Can the weak alarm 
Of women’s yell thofe ftubborn fouls difarm, ' 
Whom nor the {word nor trumpet ¢’er could 

“ tright, . : 


=| * Nor the loud din and horror of a fight? 


And you, our fires, who left your old abodes, 
And fix'd in foreign earth yoar country gods 3 
Wilt you without a ftreke your city vield, 
And poorly quit an undilputed field? 
But you, whofe youth and vigour fhould infpire 
Heroic warmth, and kirdie mar fire, 
Whom burnifh'd arms and crefied helmets gracey 
Not fiowery garlands and a painted face 5 
Remeaber him to whom you ftand ally’: 
The teipent for his well of waters dy'd. 
“ He fought the ftrong 5 do you his courage fhow, 
Ard gain a congueli o'er a feeble foe. 
If ‘Phelics must fati, oh might the fates afford ., 
A nobler doom, from famine, fire, or fword! , 
ht the "Phebans perith with renown 
Bot now a beardlefs victor facks the town; 
“ Whont nor tlie prancing iteed, nor ponderous 
“ thield, an” 
Nox the hack’d helmet, nor the dufty field, 
But the foft joys of luxury and eafe, 
The purple velts, and flowery garland pleafe 
Stand then afide, li make the counterfeit 
Renounce his godhead, and confefs the cheat, 
Acsilius from the Grecian walis repell'd ~, 
‘This boafted power; why then fhould Peén- 
“ cheus yield? 
Go quickly, drag th’ audacious boy to me;. . | 
PH try the ferce of his divinity.” 
‘Thus did th’ audacious wretch thofe rites profane; 
His triends diffuade th’ audacious wretch in vain ; 
In vain his yrandlire urg'd him to give o’er 
His impious threats; the wretch but raves the 
So have [ feep a river gently glide, — [more. 
In a Smooth courfe, and inoffenfive tide; 
But if with dams its current we reftrain, 
Jt bears down aii, and foams along the plain, 
But now his fervants came befmear’d with 
blood, . 
Sent by their haughty prince to feize the god; 
‘The god they found not in the frantic throng, 
But drayg’d a zealous votary along. 
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THE MARINERS TRANSFORMED TO” 
| |, DOLPHINS, 


Hist Pentheus view’d with fury in his look, | 

And icarce with-held his hands, while thus he 
tpoke: 

“ Vile tlave, whom fpeedy vengeance fhail px 

“ And terrify thy bale feditious crew : 

“ ‘Vby country and thy parentage reveal, 

“ Aud, why aot join’ll uy ieic oad orgies, 








TRANSLATIONS, 


, The captive views him with undaunted eyes, 

And, arm’d with inward innocence, replies : 
«From high Meonia’s rocky thores { came, 
“ OF poor defzent, Aceetes is my name! 
« My fire was meanly borh; no oxen plough’d 
« Fis fruicful fields, nor in his paftures low'd. * 
“ His whole eftate within the waters lay ; 
* With lines and hooks he caught the finny prey; 
© His art was all His jivelihodd; which he , . 
“ ‘Thus wich his dying lips béqueath’d to me + 
“© Th flreams, my boy, and rivers, take thy cha 
“ There fwims, faid he, thy whole inheritance, 
_ © Long did Live on this poor legacy, 
© Till, tied with rocks, and my own native thy, 
“ To arts of navigation I inclin'd ; 
“ Obfery'd che turns and changes of the wind : 
“ Learn’d the fit havens, and began to note 
‘The ftormy Hyades, the rainy Goat, 
“ The bright Vaygete, and the shining Bears, 
® With all the failors catalogue of ftars. 
“ Que, as by chance for Delos T defign’d, 
% My veflel, driv’n by a ftrong gult of wind; 
«* Moor’d in a Chian treck: athore I went, 
& ‘And all the following night in Chios fpent. 
When morning rofe, I fent my mates to bring 
Supplies of water from a neighbouring fpring, 
“ Whilft [the motion of the winds explor’d; 
© Then furimon’d in my crew, and went aboard. 
ie Opheltes heard my fammons, and with joy 
“* Brought to the fhore a foft and lovely boy, . 
With more than female fweetnets in his look, 
* ‘Whom ftraggling in the neighboring fields he 
* took, 

4 With fumes of wine the little captive glows, 
« ‘And nods with fleep, and ftaggers as he gues, 

*“ T view'd him nicely, and begait to trate 
“ Each heavenly feature, each immortal grace, 
“ And faw divinity m all his face, . 
* 1 know not who, faid I, this god should be; 
“ But that he is a god I plainly fee : 
* And thou, whoe’er thou art, excufe the force 
“ Thefe men have us’d, and oh befriend ‘our 
“ eourfe! 


® Pray not for us, the nimble Diys cry"a; ‘ 

















“« Didlys, that could the main top-matt beftride; 
* And down the ropes with aive vigour flide. 
To the fame purpofe old Epopeus Spoke, 

_.#. Who overlook'd the oars, and tim’ the ftroke ; 

* "The fame the pilot, and the fame the reft ; 

* Such impious avarice their fouls peffe. 

« Nay, heaven forbid that {should bear away ~ 

“ Within my veffel fo divine a prey, 

* Said 1; and ftood to hinder their intent : 

“ “When Lycabas, a wretch fur murder (ent .~ $ 
* From Tulcany, to fuffer banifhment, 

“ With his clench’d fit had ftruck me overs 

“ board, 
& Had not my hands in falling prafp'd ‘a cord. 
“ His bafe confederates the fa approve ¢ 
“ When Bacchus (for *twas he) began to move, 
“| Wak’d by the noile and clamours which they 
“ rais'd; ‘ {gaz’d : 

“etfAnd thook his droaxfy limbs, and ron bir 

“What means this noif2 ? he cries; aim I betray'd? 

* Ah! whither, whither mult 1 be convey’d ? 


\“ 


fe 


“ 
“ 
“ 


te 


“« 
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Fear not, faid Protén¢, child, but telus where 
You with to land, and truf our friendly care. 
To Naxos then dire& your courfe, fays he; 
Naxos a hofpitable port fhall be 
‘To each of you, a joyful home to mez 
By every ged that rules the fea or Iky, 
‘Vhe perjur'd villains promife to comply; 
Aud bid me halten to unmoor the thip. 
With eager joy I Jaanch into the deep; 
And, heediefs of the fratid, fur Naxos ftand: 
They whifper oft, and beckon with'the hand, 
And give me fizns a! arxions for, their prey, 
‘To tack abour, and fivér another way, 
hen let fome other to my pot fucceed, 
Said 1, Pm guilelets of fo foul a deed. 
What, fays Ethalion, muft the thip’s wholé 
“ crew as 
Follow your humour, amd depend on you? 
And thraight himfelf he feated at the prore, 
And tack'd-about, and fought another hore. 
“ ‘The beauteous youth now fuund himfelf- 
“ betray’d, ; 
And from the deck the rifing waves furvey’d, 
And feem’d to weep, and as he wept he faid; 
And do you thus my ealy faith beguile ? 
Thus do you bear me to my native ifle? 
Will fach a multitude of men employ 
Their ftrength againft a weak defzncelefs boy 
* In vain did I the godlike youth deplore, 
The more } bepa’d, they thwarted me the more, 
Atid now, by all the gads in heaven that hear 
This folema oath, by Bacchus’ fulf, t fwear, 
The mighty miracle chat did enfue, oe 
Although it focms beyond belief, is true, 
‘The veflel, fix’d and rooted in the flood, 
Unmov'd by all the beating’ billows ftood. 
In vain the mariners would plough the ntain 
Woeb fails unfurl'd, and ftrike their oars in vaing 
Around their oars a twining ivy cleaver, ‘ 
And climbs the maft, and hides the cords in 
© Jeaves: ‘ i 
The faile are cover’s with a cheerful green, =... 
And berries in the friiitful canvas feen, |” 
Amidft the waves a fudden foreft reara 
Its verdant head, and a new {pring appears. 
“ The god we now behold with open eyes; 
A herd of Spotted panthers round thisa lies 
In glaring forms; the grapy clufters fpread <> - 
On his fair brows, “and davgle on his heads 
And whild he frowns, and orandithes his ipear,y 
My mates, furprig’d with mednefs or with fear, 
Leap'd over-board ; firit perjui’d Madon found 
Rough fcales dad fins his Riffening fides fir. 
“ round: 
Ali what, cries one, has thus transform’d thy 
* look? * ve : 
Straight his own mouth grew wider ashe fpoke: 
And now Rimfelf he views with like furpriles 
Still ac his ear th’ induftrious Libys plies; 
But, as he plies, each bufy armiSarinks iu, 
«ind by degrees is fathion’d to a fin, 
Another, as he catches at a cord, 
Miffes his arms, and, tumbling over-board, - 
With his broad fins aud forky tail he aves” 














|“ The rifing-furge, and flounces in he waves 


O ij 


as 


“« Thus al my crew transform’d, around the 
* hip, 

_* Or dive below, or on the furface leap, 

{ And {pout the waves,and wanton in is deep. 
Full nineteen failors did the fhip con 
A fhole of nineteen dulphins round hee) play. 
Tonly in my proper fhape appear, (fear, | 
Speechlefs with wonder, ard half dead with | 
TiN) Bacchus kindly bid me fear no more. 
With him | landed on the C fhore, 
And him fhall ever gratefu ” 


“ 





fsts 






lore. 
“Mt This forging Save,” fays Pentheus, would 
7 “ prevail 
O’er our jult fury by a fs b'd tale; 
Go, Ict him feel the whips, the fwords, the fire 
“© And in the tortures of the rack expire.’ 
“Th afficions fer vants hurry him away, 
And the poor captive in a dungeon tay, 
But, whi-ft the whi, 6 and tortures are prepar’d, 
‘The gates fly open, of themfelves unbarr'd ; 
“At Wberty th’ unfetter’d captive Qands, 
fend Rings the loofen’d fhackles from his hands 





“ 





THE DEATH OF PENTHEUS, 


THE WORKS OF ADDISON. 


: Soon as the wood its leafy honours catts, 
i Blown off and featter’d by autumnal blafts, 


With fuch a fudden death lay Pentheus flain, 
Andin a thoufand pieces frow’d the plain, 
By fo diftinguifhing a jedgment aw’d, 
The Thebans tremble, and confefs the god. 





THE STORY OF 


SALMACIS AND HERMAPHRODITUS. 
From the Feurth Eook of Ovid's Metamorphofer. 


How Salmaci@ with weak enfeebling ftreams, 
Softens the bedy, and utnerves the limbs, 
And what the fecret caufe, fhall here be fhown; 
The caufe is fecret, but th’ effeg&t is known. 

1 be Naiads nurft an infane heretofore, 
“Phat Cytherea once to Hermes bore : 
From both th’ illuftrious authors of his race 
The child was nam’d; nor was it hard to trace 


“| Doth the bright parents through the infant's 


face. 
When fifteen years, in Ida’s cool retreat, 
The boy had told, he left his native feat, 
And fought frefh fountains in a foreign foil: 


} The plcafure leffen'd the attending toil. 


Shr Pentheus, grown more furious rhan before, 
Refolv’d to iend his meffengers no more, 

Emr went himfelf to the diftradled throng, 

Where high Cithwron echo’d with their fong. 
And as the fiery war-horfe paws the ground, 
‘And foorts and trembles at the trumpet’s fcund ; 
pei thus he heard the frantic rout, 

And rav’d and macden’d at the diftant fhout, 
» & Spacious circuit on the hill there ftood, 

Level and wide, ard fkirted round with wood; 
“Here the rafh Pentheus, with unbailow'd cycs, 
“Phe howling dames and myftic orgies {pies. 
‘His mother fternly view’d him where he ftood, 
Ee @ kindled into madncfs as fhe view'd : 

Ber leafy javelin ut her fon the cal! 

id cries, “ The boar that lays our country wate! 
“The boar, my filers! aim the fatal dart, 
And ftrike the brindled monfter to the heart.” | 

Pentheus aftonifh’d heard the difmal found, 
And fees the yelling matrons gathering round; 
Hie fees, and weeps at hisay preaching fate, 
Aad begs for mercy, and repents teo late. 
Help, hop! my aunt Autente,” ke ery'd 5 
© Retember how your own Adtach dy’d.” 

Deaf to his cries, the frantic matron crops 
One fretch’d-cut arm, the ether Ino lops. 
in vain does. Pentheus to his mother fue, 

‘And the raw bleeding flumps prefents to view t 
His mother howl’d; and, and heedlefs cf bis)) 

prayer, 
Her trembling hand the twifed in his hair, 
“© And this,” fle cried, “ fhail be Agave’s 
“ fhare.” 
When from the neck his fruggling head fhe tore, 
Ard iv her bards the ghaflly vilaye bore, 
a 
i 




















With pleafure all the hidecus trunic furvey ; 
‘Then pull'd and tcre the mangled I:mbs away, 
As hartirg in ihe pangs of deaih it ley, 





j “ Fy, Selnacis, what always idle | 


With eager fteps the Lycian fields he eroft, 

And fields thac border on the Lycian coatt ; 

A tiver here he view'd fo lovely bright, 

It fhew’d the bottom in a fairer light, 

Nor kept a fand conceal'd from human fight : 

The ftream preduc’d nor flimy ooze, nor weeds, 

Nor miry ruthes, nor the fpiky reeds; 

Lut deait enriching moiflure ail around, 

The froitful banks with cheerful 
crown’d, 

And kept the {pring eternal on the ground. 

A nymph prefides, nor practis’d in the chace, 

Nor f:ilful at the bow, nor at the race; 

Of all the blue-eyed danghters of the main, 

‘She only flrarger to Diana’s train: 

Her fifters often, as ‘tis faid, wou'd cry, 

fy; 

“ Or take thy quiver, or thy arrows feize, 


3 


verdure 





| & And mix the toils of bunting with thy eafe.” 


Nor quiver fhe nor arrows e’er would feize, 

Nor mix the toils of hunting with her eafe. 

Lut oft would bathe her in the chryftal tide, 

Ott with a comb ker dewy locks divide ; 

Now in the limpid ftreams the view'd her face, 

and drefs'd her image in the fleating glafs: 

On beds of leaves fhe now repos’d her limbs, 

Now gather’d flowers that grew about her ftreams; 

And then by chance was gathering, as fhe flood 

Yo view the bey, and long for what fhe view'd. 
Fain would fhe meet the youth with buity feet, 

She fain would meet him, but refus’d to meet 

Before her leeks were fet with niceft care, 

And well deferv'd to be reputed fair. 

“ Bright youth,” fhe cries, “ whem all thy fece 

“ tures prove 

“ A ged, and, ifa god, the god of love ; 

* But ifa mortal,-bleft thy nurfe’s breaft: | 7“ 

© Eleft are thy parents, at-d thy fillers bleft; 


TRANSLATIONS. 


© Bat oh how bleft! how more than bleft thy 
“ bride, 
« Ally’d in biifs, if any yet alls’d. 
© TE fo, let mine the ftofu enjuyments be; 
& If not, behold a willing bride in me.” - 
The boy knew naught of love, and touch’d with 
fhame, 
He ftrove, and blofht, but fill the biufh became; 
In rifing blufhes {till frefh beauties rofe; 
‘The funny fide of fruit fuch Dbluthes fhows, 
Aud fuch the moon, when all her filver white 
“Turns in eclipfes to a ruddy light. 
"Che nymph till begs, if not 2 nobler blils, 
‘A cold falute at leaft, a fifter’s kif: 
‘Aud now prepares to take the lovely boy 
Between her arms. He, innocenely coy, 
Replies, “ Or leave me to myfelf alone, 
« You rude uncivil nymph, or Pll be gone.” 
& Pair fbranger then,” fays fhe, * it Shall be fo; 
And, for fhe fear’d his threat, the feign'’d to go; 
But, bid wichin a covest's neighbouring green, 
Shekept-him fill in fight, herfelf nnfeen. 
"Phe boy naw fancies all the danger o'er, 
And invocently {ports about the thore 5 
Playful and wanton to the ftream he trips, 
And dips his foor, and ibivers ashe dips. 
The coolriéfs pleas’ him, and with eager hafte 
LM airy garmenrs on the banks he caft; 
ia godlike features, and his heavenly hue, 
And all his beauties, were expos’d to view. 






While hotter patlions in her bofom rile, 
Fluth in her checks, und fj arkte in her eyes. 
She lungs, the burns to clalp him in her arms, 
‘And Jooksand fighs, and hindies at kis charms. 
Now all undreft upon the banks he ftood, 
And clapt bis fides, and leapt into the flood: 
His lovely limbs the filver waves divide, 
His limbs appear more lovely through the side ; 
Yilies flax within a ¢ 
ve a glufly idee hom the glefs. 


His naked limbs the nymph with raputre ae 





: : axe 
 He’s mine, he’s all my own.” the Naiad critsy 
And fings off all, and after him the fies. 

‘And now fhe faitens on him as he fwims, 

And holds him clofe, and wraps about his limtbsz 
"Phe mare the boy refitted, and was coy, 

The more the clafpt, and kift the ftraggling boy. 
So when the wriggling fnake is {natch’d on high 
Tn eagles claws, and hiffes inthe fky, 

Around the foe his twirling tail he flings, 

And twits her legs, and writhes about her wingrs 

The reftlefs buy ftill obitinately trove 
To free himfelf, and frill refus'd her love. 

Amidft his limbs fhe kept her liosbs intwin’d, 
« And why, coy youth,” the ériés, * why thus 

« unkind? 4 
“ Oh may the gods thus keep us ever join’d | LY 
« Oh may we never, never part again ;”” é 
So pray’d the nymph, nor did fhe pray in'vaige 
For now fhe finds him, as his limbs the pretty 
Grow neater ftill, and nearer to her breaft 5 
Till, pierethg each the other's flefhi, they run 
Tegether, and incorporate in one ¢ 
aft in one face are both their faces join’d; 
As wher the ftock and grafted twig combi 
shoct up the fame, and wear a commen rind: 
Both bodies in a fingle body mix, 
‘A fingle body with a double fex, 

‘The boy, thus loft in-woman, now furvey"d. 
The rivet’s guilty. ftream, and thus he pray’g 
(He pray'd, but wonder'd at his fofter tone," 
Surpris'd to heat a voice but half his own)" 
You parent gods, whofe heaveiily names 1 beat, 
Hear your Hermaphrodite, and grant my pr: 
Ob-grant, that whomive’er thefe freams, psy 

tain, - . 7 
If man he enter’d, He may rife again 
Supple, tinfinew’d, and but half «mao 

‘Vhe heavenly parents aafwer'd, from on 

Their two-ftiap’d fon; the double votarys : 
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| Phen gave a feerct virtue to the flood, 


And ung’d its fource to make his withes goods 
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SOME OF THE FOR ECOING'STORIESIN OVID METAMORPHOSES 


ON THE STORY OF PHAETON. 


Rory of Phaeton is told with a gscater air 
d grandevr than any other ia all O- 

ed the mott important fubject he 
: and f cannot but be- 
gratien he hints at ip 






+ 


« Bffe quoque in fatis reminifcitar affore tempat 
Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia ceeli 
« Ardeat, et mundi inoles operofa faboret 3” 


(though the learned apply thefe verfes to the faa 
ture burning of the world) for is fully anfwer: 
that defcripticn, if the 

0 i 


THE WORKS OF ADDISON. 


w Celi mifcrere tui, circumfpice utrumque, 
& Famat uterque ; ois: pe . 





e polus”—comes up to “ correptas 
"— Yi fides it is Ovid’s cultom to 
er fur a following ftorp, by giv- 
ing fume inrimations of it in a foregoing one, 
which was more particularly neceflary to be cone 
before he led us into fo itrauge a ftory as, thi- be is 
how upon. 

P. 197. col. 2 1.23. For in the portal, &e. 
‘We have here the picture of the univerfe drawn in 
Title. 


# Pamat ate 
que regia 
prepare tix 










#_Palenaramoue prementem 
# Ageona fus immania terga lacertis,” 


ZEgeon makes a civerting figure in it. 


# mTacies non emnibus una, 
* Nec diverts tamen: qualem decet effe fororem.”” 


‘The thought is very pretty, of giving Doris and 
her daughters fuch a difference in their looks as is 
datural to different, perfons, and yet fuch 2 hkenels 
as fhewed their affinicy. 


“Terra viros, urhefque gerit, fylvafque, ferafque, 
*Fluminaque, et nymphas, ct ca@tera nonmina 


pura” 


The lefs ihtpostant figures are well huddled toges 

ther in the premifcnous defcription at the end, 
Jwhich very well represents what the painters call 
@ group. 


“ —Circtim caput omne micantes 
“ Depotuit radios; propiuique accedere juflit.” 


_, P198.¢. 1.1. 417. And flung the blaze, &e.] It 
ipivés usa great image of Phebus, that the youth 
“was forced to look on him at a diftance, and not 
fable to approach him until he had lain afide the 
cirdle of rays that caft fuch a glory about his 
wAnd indeed we may every where obferve in Ovid, 
that he never fails of a due loftinefs in his ideas, 
though he wants it in his words. And this ts 
infinitely better than to have fublime expr 
and mean thoughts, which is generally the truc 
chara@er of Claudian and Starius, But this is not 
tonfidered by them who run down Ovid in the 
“grofs, for a low middle way of writing. What 
cay be'more fimp'e end wnaderned, than his de 
feription of Enceladus in the fixth huok ? 
























St Niritur ille quidem, pugnatgne refurgere fepe, 

 Dextea fed Aufonio manus ef fubjecta Pel. ro, 

" Lava, Pachyne, tibi, Lilie crura proniustur, 

“@ Degravat Autna caput, fub qua refipinus are- 
& hes 

 Ejectar, fammamaue fero vomit ore Typhwus.” 





But the inage we have here is truly great and 
fublime, of a giant vomiting out a tempe’ of fire, 
and heaving up all Sicily, with the bedy of an 
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| 





iffand upon his breaft, and a vaft promontory om 
either arm. 

There are few books that have had worfe com- 
mentators on them than Ovid's Metamorphotes. 
Thofe of the graver fort have been wholly taken 
up in the Mythologies; and think they have ap- 
peared very judicious, if they have fhewn us out 
of an old author that Ovid is miftaken in a pedi~ 
gree, or has turned fuch a perfon into a wolf that 
‘ought to have been made a tiger. Others have 
employed themfelves on what never entered into 
the poet’s thoughts, in adavting a dull moral te 
every ftory, and making the perfons of his poems 
to be only nicknames for fuch virtues or vices; 
particularly the pious commentator, Alexander 
Rofs, has dived deeper into our author's defign 
than any of the reft; for he difcovers in him the 
greateft myfteries of the Chriftian religion, and 
finds almofl in every page fome typical reprefenta- 
tion of the world, the Beth, and the devil. Bue if 
thefe writers have gone too-deep, others have been 
wholly employed in the furface, moft of them fery= 
ing only to help out a {chool-boy in the tonftruing: 
part; or if they go out of their way, it is only to 
mark out the gnome of the author, as they calf 
them, which: are generally the heavieft pieces of 
a poet, diftingnifhed from the reft by Italian cha» 
raters. The beft of Ovid's expofirors is he that 
wrote for the Dauphin’s ufe, whe has very well 
fhewn the meaning of the author, but feldom re= 
flects on his beauties or imperfections ; for in-moft 
places he rather aéts the geographer than the cri- 
tic, and, inftead of pointing out the finenefs of a 
defcription, only tells you in what part of the 
world the place is fituated. I fhall therefore only 
confider Ovid under the charadter of a poet, and 
endesvour to thew him impartially, without the 
utua! prejudice of a tranflator: which { am the 
more willing to do, becaufe I believe fuch a com- 
ment would give the reader a truer tafte of poetry 
than a comment on any other poet would do; for, 
in refle&ting on the ancient poets, men think they 
may venture to praife all they meet with in fome, 
any thing in others; but Ovid is conteft 
to have a mixture of beth kinds, to have fomething 
of the beft and worft poers, and by confequence to 
be the tairch fubject for crisiciim. 

Hid. c. x. 1.4, My fon, fays he, &e.) Phe 











; bus’s fpeech is very nobly ufher’d in, with the 


“ Tergue qusterque concutiens ilinftre caput? 
and well reprefents the danger and difficulty of 
the undertal: but that which is its peculiar 
beanty, and makes it truly Ovid's, is the repreteate 
ing them jut as a father would to his young fon; 








“ Per tamen adverfi gradieris cornua tauri, 

© Hamoniofqne arcus, violentique ora leonis, 

* smvaque circuitu curvantem brachia longo 

© Scorpion, atque aliter curvantem brachia can- 
cram? — 


for cne while he feares him with bugbears in the 
way, 





Vani quoque reGtor Olympi, 
“ Qui fera terribili jaculctur fulmina dextra, 


TRANSLATIONS. 


# Non agat hos currus; et quid Jove majus ha- 
* betur 2?” 

* Deprecor hoc unum quod vero nomine pana, 

* Non honor eft, Poenam, Phaeton, pro munere 
 pofcis.” 


And in other places perfe@ly tattles like a father, | before there was ever fuch a fign.in the heavens; 


which by the way makes the length of the {peech | 


very natural, and concludes with ali the fondnefs 
and concern of a tender parent. 


“ .Patrio pater efle metu probor; afpice vul- 
tus 

* Ecce meos? utinamque oculos in peétore pofles 

“ Inferere? & patrias intus deprendere curas | &c.”” 


P, 198 ¢. 2.197. A golden axlé, &c.] Ovid 
has more turns and repetitions in his words than 
any of the Latin pocts, which are always wonder- 
fully eafy and natural in him. The repetition of 
Aureus, and the tranfition to Argentens, in the de- 
Scription of the chariot, givegthele verfes @ great 
Aweerneds and majeity : 


* Aureus axis erat, temo aureus, aurea fummz 
“ Curvatura rota; radiorum argenteus orde,” 


Thid. c. 2. 1. 52. Drive them not on direétly, 
%c.] Several have endeavoured to vindicate Ovid 
againf the old objection, that he miftakes the an- 
nual for the diurnal mation of the fun, The Dau- 
phin’y notes tell us that Ovid knew very well the 
fun did noe pals throuyh all the figns he names in 
one day, but that he makes Pheebus mention them 
only to frighten Phacton from the undertaking, 
But though this may aofwer for what Phebus fays 
in his firft fpeech, it cannot from what is faid in 
this, where he is adtually giving direétions for his 
journey, and plainly 


“ Sedus in abliquum eft lato curvamine limes, 

* Zonarum@ue trium contentus fine plomumque 

© eftupit auftralem, junctamque aquiunibus arc- 
* con,” 


acfcribes the motion through afl the zodiac. 

P. 1yg. «i. bg. And not my chariot, &c.} 
Ovid's vere is, “ Confiliis pon curribus utere nof- 
“ tris?) ‘This way of joining two fuch different 
ideas as chariot and counicl to the fame verb, is 
mightly ufed by Ovid; but is a very low kind of 
wit. and has always in it a mixture of pun, becaufe 
the verb muft be taken in a different fenfe when it 
is juined with one of the things, frem what it has 
in conjunction with the other, ‘Thus in the end 
of this ftory he tells you that Jupiter Bung a thun- 
derbolr at Phacton—“* Pariterque, anim’ que. ro~ 
© tifque expulit aurigam,” where he makes a forced 
pice of Latin (* anime expulit av-igam”) that 
he may couple the ioul ana the wheels co the fame 
verb. 


Cinid. ¢. x. £ 30. The youth was in a maze, 





er confuficn than Pbact-n is; but the anti- 
thefis of light and darkueis a little fiatrens the de- 


Ie is inp: flible for a man to be drawn ina | 





eS 
ave 
fcription. “ Suntque oculis tenebre per tantint. 
« Jumen obortz.” ar 

P. 199. c. x. 1.33. Then the feven ftars, Be. 
1 wonder none of Ovid’s commentators have taken: 
notice of the overfight he has committed in this 
verfe, where he- makes the Triones grow warnr 


for he tells us in this very book, that Jupiter 
turned Califto into this conftellation, after he had 
repaired the ruins that Phaeton had made in the 
world. , 
Thid. c. 2. 1. 24. Athos and Tmolus, &e.]. 
Ovid has here, after the way of the old poets, gin 
ven esa catalogue of the mountains and rivere, 
which were burnt. But, that I might not tire the‘ 
Englith reader J have left out fome of them that’ 
make no figure in the defcription, and: inverted: 
the order of the reft according as the fmoothnefs 
ef my verfe required. Pe 
P. 199. c. 2. L. 49. "Twas then, they fay, the! 
fwarthy Moor, &c.] This is the only metamorpho~ 
fis in all this Jong ftory, which, contrary to caf 
tom, is inferted in the middle of it. The critice 
may determine whether what foilows it be nat 
too great an éxcurfion in him who propofes it as 
his whole defign to let us know the changes of 
things. I dare fay that, if Ovid had not religi- 
oufly obferved the reports of the ancient mytho» 
logifte, we fhould have feen Phaeton turned in 
fome creature or-other that hates the light af the 
fun ; or perhaps into an eagle, that {till takes pleas _ 
fure to gaze on it. 4 
P. 200. ¢. 1. |. 8. The frighted Nile, &c.] Ovid” 
has made a great many pleafant images towards 
The latter end of his ftory. His verfes oa the © 








“ Nilus in extremum fugit perterritus orbem, ‘ 

“ Occuluitque caput, quod adhuc latet : oftia fep~ 
“tem 

« Pulverulenta vacant, feptem fine flumine valles.”* 


are as noble as Virgil could have writren; but | 
then he ought not to have mentioned the channel 
of the fea afterwards, 





« Mare contrahitur, fiecaque eft campus arenz,' 


becaufe the thought is too near the other, “Phe: 
image of the Cyclades is a very pretty ones 


 —Quos altum texerat equor ‘ 
« Exiitunt montes, et fparfas Cycladas augent.” 


Bat to tell us that the fwans grew warm in Ciy- 
fer, 


“ _-Medio volucres caluere Cayftro,”” 
and that the dolphins durft net leap, 


“© Ne fe fuper equora curvi 3 
« ‘Poliere confuetas auden: Delphines in auras,” 


is intolerably trivial on fo great a fubject as the 


burning of che wer 





art 


e200. 4.1 30. The earth at length, dc.) 
‘Wea have here a fpeech of the earth, which will 
Boubtiefs’ feem very unnatural to an Englith 
ewender, It is, t believe, the boldeft profopopaia 
ef any io the old poets; or, if it were never fo 
‘gararal, I cannot but think fhe {peaks too much 
“¥any reafor for one in her condition: 


ON EUROPA’S RAPE. 
“4 By 206. c. 2. 1g The dignity of empire, &c.] 
Phie ftory is prettily told, and very well brought 
fa hy thofe two ferious lines, 


“at Kon bene conveniunt, nec in una fede morantur, 
“ Majettas et.Amor. Scaptri gravitate relict, 
 &o"”” = 


without which the whole fable would have ap- 
peared very profane. 

Ibid. c. 2. 1 ag. The frighted nymph looks, 
&e.j This conftcrnation and behaviour of Eu- 


Tope, 


@ —Elufam defignat imagine tauri 

“ Europen : verum taucum, freta vera putaras. 
* Ipfa videbatur terras {pectare relidas, 

- Et comites clamare fuos, taGtumaque vereri 
 Affilientis aqua, timidafque reducere plantas,” 


‘$e ‘better defcribed in Arachne’s pidture in the 
“Gath book, than it is here; and in the beginning 

_ of 'Tatius’s Clitophon ‘and Leucippe, than in‘cither 
place. Ic is indeed ufual among the Latin poets 
(who had more.art and refle@tion than the Gre- 
eian) to take hold of all opportunities to defcribe 
the picture of any place or aétion, which they 
generally do better than they could the place or 
adlion itfelf; becaufe in the defcription of a pic 
ture you have a double fubject before you, either 

ta defcribe the picture itfeli, or what is reprefent- 
ed in it, 








ON THE STORIES IN THE THIRD BOOK. 


FAB L 


‘Tuere is fo great a variety in the arguments of 
the Metamorphofes, thac he who would treat of 
them rightly, ought to be a mafter of all ftyles, 
and every different way of writing. Ovid indeed 
thows himfelf moft in a familiar ftory, where the 
chief grace isto be eafy and natural; but wants 
neither ftrength of thought nor expreffion, when 
he endeavours after it, in the more fublime and 
manly fubjects of his poem. liv the prefent fable, 
the ferpent is terribly defcribed, and his beha- 
viour very well imagined; the ations of both 
_ parties in the encounter are natural, and the lan- 
guage that reprefents them more ftrong and m 
culine than what we ufually meet with in ¢ 
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poet: if there be any faults in the narration; 
they are thefe, perhaps, which follow : 

P, 207. c. 2.1. 40. opire above fpire, &c.] Ovid, 
to-make his ferpent more terrible, aud to raife 
the chara&er of his champion, has given too 
great a loofe to his imagination, and exceeded all 
the bounds of probability. He telis us, that when 
he raifed up but half his body, he overlooked a 
tall foreft of oaks, and that his whole body was 
as large as that of the ferpent in the fries. None 
but a madman would have attacked fuch a mon- 
fter as thie ig defcribed to be; nor can we have 
any notion of a mortal’s ftanding agzinft him. 
Virgil is not athamed of making AEneas fly and 
tremble at the fight of a far lefs formiduble foe, 
where he gives us the defcription of Polyphemus, 
in the third books he knew very well that a 
monfter was not a proper enemy for his hero 
to encountor: but we fhould certainly have feen 
Cadmus hewing down thé Cyclops liad he fale 
len in Ovid's way; or if Statius’s little Tydeus 
had been thrown on. Sicily, it is probable he 
would not have {pared one of the whole brother. 
hood: 


« —Phernicas, five ili tela parabanr; 
“ Sive fugam, five ipfe timor prohivebas ctrumque; 
© Occupat’s-£"” 


.P. 907, 21.27. In vain the Tyrians, &c.] 
The poet could not keep up his narration all 
along, in-the grandeur and magnificence of an 
heroic ftyte': he has here funk into the flatnefs of 
profe, where he tells us che behaviour of the Ty- 
rians at the fight of the ferpent + 


“ —<Tegimen direpta leoni 
 Pellis erat ; telum fplendenti lancea ferro, 
“ Er jaculum; teloque-aninmus praftantiur om~ 


“ni 


and in a few lines after lets drop the majefty of 
his verfe, for the fake ‘of one of his little turns. 
How does hé Janguifh in that which feems a la- 
boured line!“ ‘Priftia fanguined lambentem vnl- 
“ nera lingua.” And what pains does he take to 
exprels the ferpent’s breaking the force of the 
ftroke, by fhrinking back from it 


“ Sed leve vulnus erat, quia fe retrahebat ab ide, 
“ Lefaque colla dahat retro, plagamque federe 
 Credendo fecit, nec longits ire finebat.”” 


P. 208. c. 1.1.-36. And flings the future, &c.} 
The defeription of the men rifing out of the 
ground is as beautiful a paffage as arty in Ovid, 
It ftrikes the imagination very ftrongly; we fre 
their motion in the firft part of it, and their mul- 
titude in the “ Mcffis virorum”’ at lait. 

bid. c. ¥. 1 4. The breathing harveft, &c. 
“ Meffis clypeata virorum.”" he beauty Jin 
thefe words would have been greater, had ofly 
“ Meflis virorum” been exprefled without “pk 


i  peata;” for the reader’s mind would have been 
deti 





ighted with two fuch different ideas ¢ome 
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pounded together, but can (carce attend to fuch a 
complete image as is made out of all three. 

This way of mixing two different ideas toge- 
ther in one image, as it is a great furprife to the 
reader, is a great beauty in poetry, if there be 
fufficient ground for it in the nature of the thing 
that is defcribed. The Latin poets are very full of 
it, efpecially the worft of them ; for the more 
correct ule it but Sparingly, as inded the nature of 
things will feldom afford a juft occafion for it. 
When any thing we defcribe has accidentally in it 
fome quality that feems repugnant to its nature, 
or is very extraordinary and uncommon in things 
of that fpecics, fach a compound image as we are 
now {peaking of is made, by turning this quality 
into an epithet of what we defcribe. Thus Clau- 
dian, having got a hollow ball of cryftal, with 





_ water in the midft of it, for his fubjedt, takes the 
advantage of confidering the cryftal as hard, fto- 
ny, precious water, and the water as foft, fluid, 
imperfet cryflal ; and thus {ports off above a do- 
zen epigrams, in feiting his words and ideas at 
variance among one another. He has a great 
many beauties of this nature in him; but he gives 
himfelf up fo much to this way of writing, that 
aman may ealily know where to meet with them 
when he fees his fubjedt, and often ftrains fo hard 
for them, that he many times makes his defcrip- 
tions bombaftic and urnatural. What work would 
he have made with Virgil’s golden bough, had he 
been to deferihe it? We fhould certainly have 
fecn the yellow bark, golden f{prouts, radiant 
leaves, blooming metal, branching gold, and all 
the quarrels that could have been raifed between 
words of fuch different natures: when we fee 
, Virgil contented with his * Auri frondentis;”” 
; and what is the fame, though much finer expreff- 
ed-~* Frondefcit virga metallo.” This compofi- 


tion of different ideas is often met with in a whole 

fentence, where circumftances arc happily recon- 
! giled that feem wholly foreiyn to cach other; and 
is often found among the Latia poets (for the 
Grceks wanted art for it), in the ulcriptions of 
pidures, images, dreams, apparitions, metamer- 
phofes, and the like; where thay bring together 
two fuch thwarting ideas, by making one part of 
} their deferiptions relate to the reprefoutation, and 
: the other to the thing that is reprefented. Of this 
nature is chat verfe, which, perhaps, is the wittieft 
in Virgil; “ Atroliens hum-+.s famamque et fata 
* nepotum,” Bn, vili,, where he celcrubes #Eneas 
carrying on bis fhould reputation and fer- 
tunes of his pofterity; which, thotyh very odd 
and furprifing, is plainly made out, when we con- 
' fider how thefe difagreeiug ideas are reconciled, 
and his pofterity’s fame and fate made portable by 
being engraven on the fhield. Thus, when Ovid 
tells us that Pallas tore in pieces Arachne’s work, 
where fue had embroidered all the rapes that the 
gods had committed, ke fays—* Rupit carleftia 
© crimina.”, [ fhall conclude this tedious reflec. | 
ton with an excellent fircke cf this nature out ef | 
Vir. Montague’s * Poem to the King: where he 




















© Afterwarcs Sati of Halifix, 


a9 
tells us how the King of France would have-been 
celebrated by his fubje@s, if he had ever gata: 
fuch an horiourable wound as King William’s dt+ 
the fight of the Boyne: 


“ His bleeding arm had furnifh’d all their rooms, 
« And run for ever purple in the looms.” 


FAB, Il. 

P. 208. ¢. 2. 1. 4. Here Cadmus reign'd.] This 
isa pretty fulemn tranfition to the ftory of ae 
ton, which is all naturally told. The goddefs 
and her maids undreffing her, are defcribed with 


diverting circumftances. Adctzon’s, Bight, confu- 
fion, and griefs, are paffionately reprofented;, but 
it is pity the whole narration fhould be “fo  case- 


lef-ly clofed up. 
“ —Ut abeffe queruntur, 

Nec capere oblate fegnem fpectacula prada. ~ 
Veilet abeffe quidem, fed adeft, velletque videre, 
Non etiam fentire, canum fera faéta fuorum,” 


“ 
“ 
“ 


P. 209. ¢. 1. 1. go. A generous pack, &c.] I 
have not here troubled myfelf to call over Ac- 
tzon’s pack of dog’s in rhyme: Spot and White- . 
foot make but a mean figure in heroic verfe; and 
the Greek names Ovid ufes would found a great: 
deal worfe. He clofcs up his own catalogue 
with a kind of a jeft on it: “ Quofque referre 
« mora eft’*—-which, by the way, is too light and 
i of. humour for the other ferious parts of this 

ory. 

This way of inferting catalogues of proper 
names in their poems, the Latins took from the 
Greeks ; but have made them more pleaficg than 
thofe they imitate, by adapting fo many delightful’ 
charagters to their perfona names; in which'varg 
Ovid’s copioufnels of invention, and great inlight.: 
into nature, has given him the preccdence to all. 
the poets that ever c y after him, ‘The? 
f{moothnefs of our £ 5 too much loft 
by the repetition of proper names, wiich is others% 
wife very natural, and abfolutely neceflury in fome; 
cafes; as before a battle to raife in our mi ‘ 
anfwerable expectation of the evente, anda ie 
idea of the numbers that are engaged, For, 
Homer or Virgil only teld us in two or three lines 
before their fights, that there were forty thoufand 
of cach Gide, our imagination could sot poflibly 
have been fo affected, as when we fee every leader 
fingled out, andevery regiment in a manner drawa 
up before our cyes. 





















FAB, IM, 

P.209.¢.2. 1. 24. How Semele, &c ] This is one 
of Ovid's finithed tories. The tranfition to it is 
proper and unforced : Juno, in her two fpeeches, 
acs incomparably well the parts of a refenting 
goddefs and a tattling nurfe : Jupiter makes a very 
maajettic figure with bis thunder aad lightning, bes 


dad 
it WRITE fuch a one as thews who drew it; for who 
oes not plainly difcover Ovid's hand in the 





“*"Qua tamen ufque poteft, vires fibi demere tentat. 

“Nec, quo-cegtimanum, dejicerit igne Typha, 
Nunc, armator eo: nimiam fericatis in illo. 

* Eft aliud levius fulmen, cui dextra ©: clopum; 

“ Sevitia flammaque minus, minus addidit irz ; 

“Tela fecunda vocant fuperi.” 


P, 209..¢.4.. 54. "Tis well, fays fhe, &c-] Virgil 
as,made a Beroé of one of his goddeffes in the 
H&th Aineid; but if we compare the speech fhe 
there makes with that of her siame-fake in this 
flory, we may find the geitius of cach poet difeo- 
yering itfelf in the language of the nurfe: Virgil's 
Iris‘could not have fpoken more majeflically in her 
own thape; but Juno is fo much altered from her- 
felf in Ovid, chat the goddefs is quite toft in the 
eld woman. 


FAB. V. 





atte 1.123. She can’t begin, &e.) Uf playing 
@n words be exculable in any poem, it is in this, 
where Echo is a {peaker; but it is fo mean a kind 
ef wit, that, if it deferves excufe, it can claim no 
more. 

’ Mr. Locke, in his Effay of Human Underftand- 
tig, has given us the heft account of wit, in fhort, 
that can any where be met with, ‘ Wit,” fays 
he, “ lies in the affemblage of ideas, and putting 
“ thofe together with quicknefs and variety, 
“ wherein can be found any refemblance or con- 
« gruity, rhereby to make up pleafant pictures and 
“ agrecable vifions in the fancy.” “Thus does true 
wit, as this incomparable author obferves, generally 
confit in the likenefs of ideas, and is more or Jefs 
wis, as this likenefa in ideas is more furprifing and 
unexpeGed. But as trite witis nothing elfe but a 
fimilitude in ideas, fo is falfe wit the fimiltude in 
‘words, whether it lies in the fikenet of lettersonly, 
asiu ahageam and acroitic; or of fyllables, as in 
‘doggvel rhymes; or in while words, as purs, 
echoes, and the dike. Befides chele two kinds of 
‘falle and true wit, there is another of a intddie sa- 
“fre, that has fomethiog of both in it.—when io 
Hf ideas that have fome refemblance with cach 
Ger, and are both expreffd by the fame word, 
emake ufe of the ambiguity of the word to {peak 
Phat of one idea included under i¢, which is proper 
“tothe other, “Thus, for example, mot languages 
“have hit on the word, which properly jignities fire, 
exprefs love by (and therefore we may he fure 
eis fome refemblance in the idcus mankind 
We ofthem); from berice the witty poets of all 
Janguages, When they once have cailed iove a fire, 
canfider it no Jonger ay the pallion, hut {peak of it 
-under the netign of a real fire; vad, as the turn 
of wit requites, make the { vord in the fame 
fenrence flané for either of the i that ts an- 

exed-to it, When Ovi tig fails in buve, he 
x whe with a new flame; when tle fca-symph 
geith with this paffion, they kindle in the water; 
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j atthe fight of 
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the Greek epigrammatift fell in love with one that 
flung-a {now-balf at him, and therefore takes oc- 
cafion te admire how fire could be thos concealed 
in fnow. In fhort, whenever the poet feels any 
thing in this love that refembles fomething in fire, 
he carries on this agreement into a kind of allego- 
ry; but if, as in the preceding inftances, he finds 
any circumftances in his love contrary to the na- 
ture of fire, he calls his Jove a fire, and by joining 
this circumflance to it, furprifes his reader with a 
feeming contradiction. 1 fhould not have dwelt fo 
long on this inftance, had it not been fo frequent 
in Ovid, who is the greateft admirer of this mixt 
wit of all the ancienes, as our Cowley is among the 
moderns. Homer, Virgil, Horace, and the greatef? 
poets feorned it; as indeed it is only fit for epi- 
gram, and little copies of verfes : one would won- 
der therefore how fo fublirae a genius as Milton 
could fometimes fall ito it, in fuch a work as an 
epic pocm. Bat we mitft attribute it to his hu- 
moiring the vicious tafte of the age he lived in, 
and the faife judgment of our unlearned Englifht 
readers in general, who bave few of them a relith 
of the more’ mafculine and auble beatiti 











foes, 


FAB. VI 


Ovid feems particularly pleafed with the fubje& 
of this ftory, but has notorioufly fallen into a fauie 
he is often taxed with, of not knowing when he 
has faid enough, by his endeavouring to excel. 
How has he turned and twifted that one thought 
of Narciffus’s being the perfon beloved, and the 
lover too? 

“ Cun&aque miratur qiibus eft mirabilis ipfe. 

—Qui probat, ipte probatur. 

Dunique petit petitur, pariterque incendit et 
“ ardet, 

Atque ocalos idem qui decipit incitat error. 

Perque oculos perit ipfe fuos— 

Uror amore mei, flammas moveoque fero- 
que,” é&c. 


« 


But we cannot mect with a better inflanee of the 
exiravagance and wantonnefs at Ovid's fancy, than 
tw that particular circumftance at the eud of the 
Story, of Narciffus’s gazing on his face afcer death 
in the Stygian waters. “The defign was very bold, 
ot making a boy fall in love with himéelf here on 
extth; but to torture him with the fame pajlion 
after death, and not to let his ghoft reit in quiet, 
was intolerably cruel and uncharitable. 

F. air. c. 4. 142. But whilit within, &c.} 
“ Dumque fitim fedare cupit fitis altera crevit.” 
We have here a touch of that mixed wit I have 
before fpoken of; hut I think the mealure of pun 
in it out-weighs the true wit; for if we exprefs the 
thought in other words the turn is almoft loft. This 
paifage of Narciffus probably gave Milton the hit 
of applying it to kve, though I think her furprifey 
r own face in the water, far more 
jaft and natural than this of Narciffus. “She was 
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@ raw unexperienced being, juft created, and-there- 
fore might eafily’ be {ubje@ to the deiufion; but 
Narciffus had been in the world fixteen years, was 
brother and fur to the water-nymphs, and there- 
fore to.be fuppofed converfant with fountains long 
before this fatal miftake. 

P.arr.c. 2. bia. You trees, fays he, &c.3 
Ovid is very juftly celebrated for the paffionate 
fpceches of his poem. ‘They have generally ubun- 
dance of nature in them, but I leave it to better 
judgments to confider whether they are not often 
too witty and too tedious. The pact never cares 
for fmorhering a good thought that comes in his 
way, and never thinks he can draw tears enough 
from bis reader: by which means our grief is 
either diverted or {pent before we come to hiacon- 
clufion ; for we cannot at the fame time be delight- 
ed with the wit of the poet, and concerned for the 
perfou that fpeaks it; and a great critic has admi- 
tably well obferved, “ Lamentationes debene effe 
* breves et conc nam :acryma fubito excrefcit, 
* et difficile et Audit rem vel Lectorem in fummo 
“animi affedta diu tenere.’ Would any one in 
Narciffys's condition have cried out—* Inopem me 
“ copia fecit?” Or can any thing be more un- 
natural than to turn off from his forrows for the 
fake of a pretty reflection ? 











* © atinam noftro fecedere corpore poffem ! 
“ Votum in amante novum ; vellem, quod ama- 
mus, abeffet,” | 


None, ! fuppofe, can be much grieved for one that 
is fo witty on his own afflictions. But I think we 
may every where obferve in Ovid, that he em. 
ploys his invention more than his judgment; and 
Speaks all the ingenious things that can be faid on 
the {ubjeét, rather than thofe which are particu- 
facly proper to the perfon and circumstances of the 
fpeaker, 





aay 
, FAB. Vi. 


P.212z, ¢.2, 1.3. When Pentheus arabes 
There is a great deal of (pirit and-fire in ti bis 
fpeech of Pentheus, but I believe none befide Ovid 
would have thought of the transformation of the: 
ferpent’s teeth for an incitement te the Thebans 
couragé, when he defires them not to degenerate. 
from their great forefather the Dragan, and drayes 
a parallel between-the behaviour of them both. 


« Efte, precor, memores, qua fitis ftirpe creati, 
“ Uliafque animos, qui maltos perdidit unus, * 
Sumite ferpentis : pro fontibus:ille, lacuque 
Tnteriit, at vos pro fam4 vincite voted. 

Ile dedit letho fortes, vos pellite moles, 

Et patrium revocate decus.” 


“ 
« 
« 
“ 


FAB. Vil 


The ftory of Accetes has abundance of nature iq 
all the parts of it, as well in the defcription of his 
own parentage and employment, as in that of the 
failors chara@ers and manners. But the fhort 
{peeches fcattered up and down in it, which make: 
the Latin very natural, cannot appear fo well im 
our language, which is much more ftubborn, and? 
unpliant; and therefore are but as fo many rubs int 
the ftory, that are ftill turning the narration out of 
ics proper courfe. The transformation at the latter. 
end is wonderfully beautiful. 


FAB. IX. 

Ovid has two very good fimilies on Pentheus, 
where he compares him to a river in'a formet 
ftory, and to a war-horfe in the prefent, 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 





TO SIR GODPREY KNELLER, 


ON HIS PICTURE OF THE KING, 


Kwerres, with filence and furprife 
We fee Britannia’s monarch rife, 

A godlike form, by thee difplay’d 
In all the force of light and fhade ; 
And, aw’d by thy dehufive hand, 
Asin the prefence charober ftand. 

“The magic of thy art calls forth 

His fecret foul and hidden worth, 
“His probity and mildnefs fhows, 

‘His care of friends, and feorn of foes: 
‘in every ftroke, in every line, 

Does fome exalted virtue thine, 

And Albioti's happinefs we trace 
‘Through all the features of his face, 

O may 1 live to hail the day, 
‘When the glad nation fhall furvey 
"Their fovercign, through his wide command, 
Paffing in progrefs.o’er the land! 
Each heart fhall bend, and every voice 
Jn loud applauding fhouts rejoice, 
‘Whilft all his gracious afpect praife, 
And crowds grow loyal as they gaze. 

The image on the medal plac’d, 
With its bright round of titles grac'd, 
And ftampt on Britifh coins fhall live, 
‘To richeft ores the value give, 

Or, wrought within the curious mold, 
Shape and adorn the running gold, 

To bear this form, the genial fun 

Haas daily fince his courfe begun 
Rejoic’d the metal to refine, 

And ripen'd the Peruvian mine. 

_ Thou, Kneller, long with noble pride, 
‘The foremoft of thy art, haft vy’d 
‘With nature in a generous itrife, 

And touch’d the canvas into life. 

Thy pencil has, by monarchs fought, 
From reign to reign in ermine wrought, 


And, in the robes of ftate array'd, 
The kings of half an age difplay'd. 

Here fwarthy Charles appears, and there 
His brother with dejeGted air : 
‘Triumphant Naffau here we find, 

And with him bright Maria join’d ; 

There Anna, great as when the fent 

Her armies through the continent, 

Ere yet her Hero was difgrac’d : 

O may fam’d Brunfwick he the laft, 
(Though heaven fhould with my wifh agrce, 
And long preferve thy art in thee) 

The laft, the happieft Britith king, 

Whom thou fhalt paint, or I fhall fing! 

Wife Phidias thus, his {kill to prove, 
Through many a god advanc’d to Jove, 
And taught the polifht rocks to thine 
With airs and Jincaments divine $ 
Till Greece, amaz’d, and half afraid, 
Th’ affembled deities furvey’d. 

Great Pan, who wont to chace the fair, 
And lov’d the fpreading oak, was there; 
Qld Saturn too with upcatt eyes 
Beheld his abdicated fkies; 

And mighty Mars, for war renown’d, 
In adamantine armour frown'd; 

By him the childlefs goddefs rofe, 
Minerva, ftudious to compofe 

Her twifted threads; the web the ftrung, 
And o’er a loom of marble hung: 
Thetis, the troubled ocean’s queen, 
Match’d with a mortal, next was feen, 
Reclining on 2 funeral urn, 

Her fhort-liv’d darling fon to mourn. 
The laft was he, whofe thunder flew 
‘The Titan-race, a rebel crew, 

That from a hundred hills ally'd 

In impious leagues their king defy'd. 

This wonder of the fculptor’s hand 
Produc’d, his art was ata fland: 

For who would hope new fame to raife, 
Or rifk his well-eftablifh’d praife, 
That, his high genivs to approve, 
Had drawn a George, or carv’d a Jove 2 
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PROLOGUE 
TO 


SUMIVEs PHEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS: 
Spoben by Mr. Wilks. 


Lona hata race of hemes fill’d the ftage, 
That cant by note, and‘through the gamut rage; 
na faogtaird airs exprefs their martial fire, 
‘ Combat in trills, and in a fugue expire : 
i While, lull'd by found, and undifturb’d by wit, 
. Calm and ferene you indolenely fit, - 
‘And, from the dull fatigue of thinking free, 
#Hlear the facetious fiddles repartee : 
Our home.fpun authors mutt forfake the field, 
And Shakfjeare co the foft Scarletti yield, 
To your new tafte the poet of this day 
‘Was by a friend advis'd to form his play ; 
Had Valentini, mufically coy, Coy : 
Shunn’d Phiedra’s arms, and fcorn'd the proifer'd 
It had not mov’d your wonder to have feen 
An eunuch fly from an enamour'd queen : 
How would it-pleafe, fhould fhe in Englith fpeak, 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek! 
But he, a ftranger to your modifh way, 
By your old rules muft ftand or fall to-day, 
And hopes you will your foreign tate command, 
To bear, for once, with what you underftand. 





PROLOGUE 
To 


STEELE’S TENDER HUSBAND. 


Tw the firft rife and infancy of farce, 
When fools were many, and when plays were 
{earce, 

‘The raw unpractis’d authors could, with eafe, 
aA young and unexperienc’d audience pleafe : 
No fingle character had c'er been fhown, 
But the whole herd of fops was all their own 5 
Rich in originals, they fet ta view, 
In every piece, a coxcomb that was new. 

But now ont Britifh theatre can boaft 
Drolls of all kinds, a vaft unthinking heft! 
Fruitful of folly and of vice, it fhows {beaur; 
Cuckolds, and cits, and bawds, and pimps, and 
Rough country knights are found of every fhire 5 
Of every fathion gentle fops appear ; 
4nd punks of different chatacters we meet, 
As frequent on the flage as in the pit. 
Our modern wits zre forc’d to pick and cull, 
And here and there by chance glean up a fool: 
Long ere they find the neceffary fpark, 
"They fearch the town, and heat about che park, 
To ali his moft frequented haunts refort, 
Oft dog him to the ring, and oft to court; 
As love of pleafure or of place invites; 
And fometimes catch him taking fauf at White's, 

Howe’er, to da you right, the prefent age 
Breeds very hoyeful monflers for the Mages, 


Ps 
- 8 

That {corn the paths their dull forefathers trod, = 

And won't be blockheads in the common toad. 

Do but furvey this crowded honfe to-night 

—Hiere’s ftill encousagement for thofe that write. 

Our author, to divert his friends to-day, 

Stocks with variety of fools bis play ; 

‘And that there may be fomething gay: and new, 

Two ladies errant has expos’d to view ; 

The fit 2-damfel, traveli’d in tomance ; 

‘The ¢’ atherspyoregefia'd, fhe comes from. France: 

Refcue, like courtcous krighte, the nymph from 

danger, Rae 
And kindly treat, like well-bred nien, the flrangem 





EPILOGUE 
To e 7 
LANSDOWNE'S BRITISH ENCHANTERS, 


Wuen Orpheus tun’d his lyre with pleafing woe, 
Rivers forgot to run, and winds to blow, 

While liftening forefts cover’d, as he play’d, 

‘The foft mufician in @ moving fhade. 

That this night's ftrains the fame fuccefs may fing, 
‘The force of mufic is to mufic join’d : 

Where founding ftrings and artful voices fai 

"The charming rod and mutser’é ipells preva 

Let fage Urganda wave the cire ¥ 
On barren mountains, or & waite of Land 5, 
The defert fmiles; the woods begin to grow, 

The birds to warble, and the fprings to fow. 

The fame dull fights inthe fame landikip mix, 
Scenes of fill life, and pomts for ever fix'd, 

A tedious pleafure on 
And pall the fegfe wit 
But, as our two magicians i > 
The vifion varies, though the place fands fills 
While the fame fpot its gaudy form renews, 
Shifting the & to a thoufand views. 

‘Thus (without unity of place tran{greft) 

Th’ enchanter turns the critic to a jeft. 

But howfoe’er, to pleafe your wandering eyes. 
Bright objedts difappear and brighter rife: 
‘There’s none can make amends for loft delighs, 
While from that circle we divert your Sight. 














AN ODE FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY. _ 
SET TO MUSIC BY MR, DANIRE PURCELE, 


Performed at Orford, 2699 


Ben 
Prepare the hallow’d frain,. my mufe, 
Thy fofteft founds and {weeteft numbers cheofe _ 
The bright Cecilia’s.praife rehearfe, 
In warbling words, and gliding verfe, 
‘That fmoothly rum into.a feng, 
And gently die away, and melt upon the topgua, 
in 
Firft let the fprightly violin 
The joyful melody begin, 


924 


And none of alf her ftrings be mute, 
‘While the fharp found and fhriller lay 
In {weet harmonious notes decay, 
~ Soften’d and mellow'd by the flute: 
“4.4 The flute that fweetly can complain, 
 Diffolve the frozen nymph’s difdain ; 
. * Panting fympathy impare, 
. © Till fxe'partake her lover’s {mart.” 


“CHORUS 
i, 
Next, tet the folemn organ join 
Religious airs, and ftrains divine, 
Such as may litt us to the fkies, 
And fer all hgaven before our eyes : 
“ Such ae may lift us to the dkies; 
“ So far at leaft till they 
“ Defcend with kind furprife, 
“ And mect our pious harmony half-way.” 
ave 
Let ther. the trumpet's piercing found 
Our ravith’d ears with pleafure wound : 
‘The foul o’erpowering with delight, 
As, with a quick uncommon ray, 
A ftreak of lightning clears the day, 
And flafhes on the fight. 
Let echo tow perform her part, 
Prolonging every note with art, 
And in a low expiring ftrain 
Play all the concert o’er again. 


v. 
Such were the tuneful notes that hung 
@n bright Cecilia’s charming tongue : 
Notes thar iacred heats infpir'd, 
And with religious ardour fir’d: 
‘The love. fick youth, that long fupprefs'd 
His fmother’d paffion in his breatt, 
No fooner heard the warbling dame, 
But, by the fecret influence turn'd, 
‘He felt a new diviner flame, 
And with devotion burn’d. 
‘With ravith’d (oul, and looks amaz’d, 
Upon her beauteous face he gaz’d; 
Nor made his amorour complaint : 
Tn vain her eyes his heart had charm’d 
Her heavenly voice her eyes difarm’d, 
" And chang’d the lover to a faint. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


vi. 
And now the choir complete rejoices, 
With trembling ftrings and melting voices, 
The tuneful ferment rifes high, 
And works with mingled melody : 
Quick divifions run their rounds. 
A ‘houfand trills and quivering founds 
In airy circles o'er us fly, 
"Till, wafted by a gentie breeze, 
‘They faint and languifh by degrees, 
And at a diftance die. 


* The four laft tines of the fecend and thitd ftanzas 


were added by Mr, Tate, 


pn ee NN 


Il 
\ 
i 


THE WeRKS @F ADDISON. 


% AN ODE. 


is 
Tar fpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal fky, 
And fpangled heavens, a fhining frame, 
Theit great original proclaim. 
Th’ unweary'd fun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's power difplay ; 
And publithes, to every land, 
The work of an Almighty hand. 
ie 
Soon aa the evening fhades prevail, 
The ‘moon takes up the wonderous tale ; 
And nightly, to the liftening earth, 
Repeats the ftory of her birch : 
Whilft all the ftars that round her burn, 
And all the planets, in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, : 
And fpread the truth from pole to pole, 
Mi. 
What though, in folemn filence, all 
Move round the dark terreftrial bail; 
What though, no real voice, nor found ; 
Amidft their radiant orbs be found : 
In reafon's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
Fur ever finging as they thine, 
The hand that made us is divine, 





‘AN HYMN 


1 
Waen all thy mercies, O my God, 
My rifing foul lurveys; 
Tranfported with the view, I’m loft 
In wender, love, and psaife. 


“ow 
O how fhall words with equal warmth 
the gratitude declare, 
That glows within my ravith’d heart ! 
But thou cantt read it there. 
qn 
Thy providence my life fuftain'’d, 
And all my wants redrett ; 
When in the filent womb J lay, 
And hung upon the breaft, 
1, 
To all my weak complaints and cries, 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 
Ere yet my fecble thoughts had learnt 
To form themfelves in prayer. 
vy. 
Unnumber'd comforts to my foul 
‘Thy tender care beftow'd, 
Before my infant heart conceiv’d 
Fron: whence thele comforts flow’d. 
vt 
When in the flippery paths of youth 
With heedicls feps I ran, 
thine aro: unfeen convey’d me fale, 
<C aie Up to man, 
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so 2 VIT. 

"Through hidden dangers, toils, and death; 
It greatly clezr'd my way ; 

And through the pleafing fnares of vice, 
Mere to be fear'd than they. 

; se 7 Vin. 

‘When’ worn with fickuefs, oft haft thow 

_ With health my face; 

And when in fii¥ aiid forrows funk, 
Reviv’d my foul with grace. 


1x. 
‘Thy bounteous hand with worldly blifs 
Has made my cup run o’er, 
And in a kind and Pichtul fiend 


Has doubled all my:Qore. 


: boone Me ri 
‘Ten thoufand thoufand precious gifts 
._ My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor is the leaft a cheerful heart, 
That taftes thofe gifts with joy. 
x 


i. 
Through every period of my life, 
, Thy goodnefs Til purfue; 
And after death, in diftant worlds, 
‘The glorious theme renew, 
i ait 2 
‘When nature fails, and day and night 
» Divide thy works no more, 
‘My ever-grateful heart, O Lord! 
Thy mercy fhall adore. 
XUT, 
‘Through all eternity to thee, 
» A joyfal fong Pi raife; 
For, oh! eternity’s coo fhort, 
To utter all thy praife. 


— 


AN ODE, 


t 
How are thy fervants bleft, C Lord! 
How fare is their defence | 
Eternal wifdom is theie guide, 
Their help Omnipotence, 
a. 
In foreign realms, and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, 
‘Through buruing climes S pafe’d unhurt, 
And breath’d in tainted air. 
un 
‘Thy mercy fweeten’d every foil, 
Made every region pleate ; 
‘The hoary Alpine hills it warm’d, 
And fmooth’d the Tyrrhene feas. 


ay. 
Think, O my foul, devoutly think, 

How, with affrighted eyes, 
Thou faw'ft the wide-cxtended deep, 

Ja all its horrors rife. 

¥ 

Confufion dwelt on every face, 

And fear in every heart; 
When waves on es, and gulls on gulfs, 

O'ercame the pilot's art 

Vou. Vil, 








vi. » 

Yet then from all my grief, O Lord ! 
Thy mercy fet me frees 

Whilit in the confidence. of prayer, 
My foul took hold oy thee. 

. Vik. 

For though in dreadful whirls we Kung 
High on the broken wave, 

I knew thou wert not flow ta hear, 
Nor imporgat’ts fave. 

fe vu 

The ftorm was lai; the winds retir'd, 
Obedient to. thy. will; 

The fea, that roar’d.at thy command, 
At thy command was all, 


1x. 
In midtt of ‘dangers, fears, and death, 
Thy goodnefs Pll adore 5° 2 
And praife thee for thy. mercies paft, 
And humbly hope for more. 


x. 

| My life, if thou preferv’& my life, 
‘Thy facrifice fhall be; - 

And death, if death muft be my dotin, 


Shall join my foul to thee. 








AN HYMN, 





1. se 
Wuen rifing from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelm’d with guilt and fear, 
I {ce my Maker face to face; 
© how fhall I appear! 


nm 
If yet, while pardon may be fougd, 
And mercy may be fought, =, - ff 
My heare with inward horror fhrinks,' 
Aad trembles at the thought : 


nh 
When thou, O Lord! shalt fland difclos’d 
In majefty fevere, 
And fit in judgment on my foul; 
O how thali I appear ! 
1, 
But thou haft told the troubled foul,. 
Who does her fins Jament, 
The timely tribute of her tearg 
Shall endlefs woe prevent. 
ve 
Then fee the forrows of my heart, 
Ere yet it be too late; 
And add my Saviour's dying groans, 
‘Yo give thofe forrows weight, 





VI. 
For never fhall my foul defpair 
Her pardon to procure, 
Who knows thy only Son has dy’d 
‘To make that pardon fure. 











PARAPHRASE ON PSALM XXiit, 


a 
Tux Lord my pafture thall prepare, 
i And feed me witha fhepherd’s care 5 


a6 


His prefence thall my wants fupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye: 
My ntoon-day walks he fhall attend, 
‘And all my midnight hours defend, 
hm 
When in the fultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirfty mountain pant ; 
"To fertile vales and dewy meads 
‘My weary wandering Steps he leads : 
Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow, 
Amid the verdant Jand{cape flow. 
in. 
Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With glooniy horrors overipread, 
My ftedfait heart dhall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord, art with me fills 
“Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful fhade.* 
W. 
‘Though in a bare and rugged way, 
‘Through devious lonely wilds 1 firey, 
‘hy bounty hall my wants beguile, 
“The barren wildernefs fhall {mile, 
With fodden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ftreams fhall murmar all around. 





THE PLAY-HOUSE *. 


Warne gentle Thames through ftately channels 
glides, 
And England’s proud metropolis divides ; 
A lofty fabric docs the fight invade, ‘ 
‘And firetches o'er the waves a pompous fhade ; 
Whence fudden fhouts the neighbourhood fur- 
rife, 
And thundering claps and dreadful hiflings rife. 
Here thrifty R— hires monarchs by the day, 
And keeps his mercenary kings in pay 5 
‘With deep-mouth’d actors fills the vacant feenes, 
And rakes the ftews for goddeffes and queens 
Flere the lewd punk, with crowns and f 
grac’d, 
> Teaches her cyes a more majeftic calt; 
EF And hungry monarchs, with a nurcrous train 
OF fuppliant faves, like Sancho, flarve and reign. 
But enter in, my Mufe; the ftage 
‘And all its pomp and pageantry dif 


__ And groves obedient ta the mover’s hand 
O'erthade the ftage, and flourifh at command. 


*'rap-doorsand pit-falls,from th’ untaith{ul ground, 
And magic walls encompals it around : 
©u either fide maim’‘d temples fill our eyes. 
‘And intermixt with brothel-houfes rife 5 
‘A flamp makes broken towns and trees entire ¢ § 
$0 when Amphion ftruck the vacal lyre, 
He faw the {pacious circuit all around, 
With crowding woods and rifing cities crown’d. 
- But next the tiring-room furvey, and fee 


Disjointed palaces in order ftand, 
* Falfe titles, and promifcuous quality, 





* Sce Sediey sh Ce Py 32d 








THE WORKS OF ADDISON. 


Confus'dly fwarms, from heroes and from queens, 
‘To thofe that fwing in clouds and fill machines. 
heir vations charadters they choole with ait, 
The frowning bully fits the tyrant’s part: 
Swoln cheeks and fwaggering belly make an hof, 
Pale meagre looks and hollow voice a ghoft ; 
From careful brows and heavy downcatft eyes, 
Dull cits and thick-feul!'dfaldermen arife ; 
“Lhe comic tone, infpir’d by Congreve, draws 
At every word, loud laughter and applaufe + 
The whining dame continues as before, 
Her charaéter unchang’d, and aéts 4 whore. 
‘Above the reft, the prince with haughty ftalks 
Magnificent in purple bufkins walks: 
The royal robes his atvful thoulders grace, 
Profufe of fpangles and of copper-lace 
Officious rafcals to his mighty thigh, 
Guiltlefs of blood, th’ unpointed weapon tie: 
“Lhen the gay glittering diadem put on, —_ [ftone. 
Ponderous with brafs, and ftarr’d with Briflol 
His royal confurt next confults her gtafs, 
And out of twenty boxes culls a face; 
"The whitening firft her ghaftly looks befmears, 
All pale and waa th’ unfinith’d form appears; 
Till on her cheeks the bluthing purple glows, 
And a falfe virgin-modefty beftows. 
Her ruddy lips the deep vermilion dyes ; 
Length to her brows the pencil’s art fupplies, 
And with black bending arches thades her eycs. 
‘Well pleas’d at length the pidure the beholds, 
And fpots it o'er with artificial molds ; 
Her countenance complete, the beaux fhe warms 
With looks not her’s; and fpite of nature, charms. 
‘Thus artfully their perfons they difguife, 
Til the laft flourith bids the curtain rife. 
‘The prince then enters on the ftage in ftate + 
Behind, a guard of candle-fnuffers wait + 
Vhere, fwoln with empire, terrible and fierce, 
He fakes te dome, and tears his lungs with 
veric > 
His fubje@s tremble ; the fubmiffive pit, 
Wrapt up in filence and attention, fit ; 
‘Till, freed at tength, he lays afide the weight 
Of public bufinefs and affairs of ftate : 
Vergets his pomp, dead to ambitious fires, 
And to fome peaceful brandy-fhop retires ; 
Vhere in full gills his anxious thoughts he drowns, 
And qnaffs away the care that waits on crowns. 
By ncefs next her painted charms difplays, 
every look the pencil’s art betrays : 
low {quire at diftance feeds his eyes, 
Ard filently for paint and wathes dies. 
But if the youth behind the fcenes retreat, 
He {ves the blended colours melt with heat, 
And wil the trickling beauty ron in fweat. 
‘The borrow’d vilage he admires no more, 
And naufeates every charm he lov'd before + 
So the fam’d {pear for double force renown’d, 
Apply'd the remedy that gave the wound. 
in tedious lifts twere endlefs to engage, 
And draw at length che rabble of the flage, 
Where one for twenty years has given alarms, 
Acd call’d contending monarchs to their arms 3 
Another fills a more important poft, 
And riles every other night a ghoft ; 








j 
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‘Through the cleft ftage, his mealy face he tears, ) Throws off the gaudy plume, the purple train, 
Then ftalks along, groans thrice, and difappears; | And in his own vile tatters Rinks again. e 
Others, with fwords and Shields, the foldier’s = 2 
pride, {fide, 
More than a thoufand times have chang’d their 
And in a thoufand fatal battles dy'd. on Tae” 
‘Thus feveral perfons feveral parts perform ; . 
Soft lovers whine, and bluftering herves ftorm. LADY MANCHESTE R, 


‘The ftern exafperated tyrants rage, ; . 
‘Fill the kind bow! of poifan clears the ftage. Written on the Toafting-Glaffes of the Kit-Kas 





‘Then honours vanifh, and diftinétions ceate ; a Club. 

“Then, with reludtance, haughty queens undrefs, 

Heroes no more their fading laurels boatt, Write haughty Gallia’s dames, that fpread 

And mighty kings in private men are loft. O’er their pale cheeks an artful red, 

He, whom fuch titles fweil'd, fuch power made! Beheld this beauteous ftranget there 
proud, . In native charms, divinely fair; . 

To whom whole realms and vanquifh’d nations | Confufion in their looks they fhow’d ; 
bow’d, And with unborrow’'d bluthes glow’d, 


P ij 
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A T RAGED ¥Y. 





“& Ecce fpedtaculum dignum, ad quod refpiciat, intentus operi fuo, Deus! Ecce pat Deo dignum, 


* vir fortis cum mala fortund compofitus ‘ 


Non video, inquam, quid habeat in terris Jupiter 


 pulchrins, fi convertere animum velit, quam ut fpeétet Catonem, jam partibus non femel 
 fra@is, nibilominits inter ruinas publicas eredtum.” Sen. de Divin. Prov, 





TO MER ROYAL MIGIINESS 
THE PRINCESS OF WALES, 


WITH THE TRAGEDY OB CATO, 
NOVEMBER 5714, 


The mufe, that oft, with facred raptures fir’d, 
Mas generous thoughts of liberty infpir’d, 


_ And, boldly rifing for Britanuia’s laws, 
+" Mingug’d great Cato in her country's canife, 


On you fubmiffive waits, with hopes aflur’d, 
By whom the mighty blefling flands fecur’d, 
And all the glorics that our age acura, 


» Are promtis'd to a people yet unborn. 


No longer fhail the widow'd land bemoan 

‘A broken lineage, and a doubtful thronc;” 
Bue boatt her royal progeny’s increal 
‘And count the pledges of her future 
© born to ftrengthen and to grace our ifie! 
While you, fair princefs, in your offepring fmile, 
Supplying charms to the tuccceding age, 
Jsech heavenly danghter’s triumphs we prefage ; 
“Atieady fee th? illufrious youths c 
‘And pity monarchs doom’d to figh i 

‘Thou tov, the darling of ou 











nd defircs, 





With manly valour and attractive air 
Sbalt quell the fierce, and captivate the fair. 
O Engiand’s younger hope! in whom confpire 
‘The mother’s {weetnefe, and the father’s fire ! 
For thee perhaps, ev’n now, if kingly race 
Some dawning beauty blooms in every grace, 
Some Carolina, to heaven’s dictates true, 
Who, while the fcepter’d rivals vainly fue, 
"Thy inborn worth with confcious eyes fhall fee, 
yerial diadem for thee. 
che profpect of fucceflive reigns, 
no more in daring flrains 
Shell vindicate, with pious fears eppreft, 
Endanger’d rights, and liberty diftreft + 
‘Fo milder founds each mufe fhall tune the lyre, 
And gratitude, and faith to kings infpire, 
And filial love; bid impious difeord ccafe, 
Aud footh the madding fadions into peace 
Or rife ambitious in more lofty lays, 
teach the nation their mew mionarch’s praife, 
Kk, and gecbke mind, 
And Crefar’s power with Cato’s virtue join’d. 
Meanwhilé, bright princcfs, who, with graces 
ful 
And native majefty, are form’d to pleafe, 
Behold thefe arts with a propitious eye, 


to their great proicctrefs fy! 
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Then fhall they triemph, and the Britith fage 
Improve her manners, and refine her age, 
More noble characters expofe to view, 

Aod draw her finifh’d heroines from you. 

Nor you the kind indulgence will refufe, 
Skill’d in the labours of the deathlefs mufe : 
‘The deathlefs mufe, with undiminith'd rays, 
‘Through diftant times the lovely dame conveys; 
"Yo Gloriana Waller’s harp was ftrung ; 

‘The queen ftill fhines, becaufe the poet fung. 

Ev’n all thofe graces, in your frame combin'd, 
‘The common fate of mortal charms may find 

(Content our fhorteliv’d praifes to engage, 

"The joy and wonder of a fingle age), 

Unilefs {ome poet, in a lafting fong, 

To late pofterity their fame prolong, 

Inftru@ our fons the radiant form to prize, 

And {ee your beauty with their fathers’ eyes. 


OEE 


‘VERSES 
TO THE 
AUTHOR OF THE "| RAGEDY OF CATO. 


While you the fierce divided Britons awe, 

And Cato with an equal virtue draw; 

While envy is itfelf in wonder loft, 

And factions ftrive who fhall applaud you moft; 

Forgive the fond ambition of a friend, 

Who hopes himfelf, not you, to recommend 3 

And joins th’ applaufe which all the learn’ d be. 
flow 


On one, to whom a perfect work they owe. 

To my * light fcenes { once infcrib’d your name, 
And impotentiy ftrove to borrow fame ; 

Soon will that die, which adds thy name to mine; 
Wet me, then, live, join’d to a work of thine. 


RICHARD STEELE. 


Tis nobly done thus to enrich the tage, 

And raife the thoughts of a degenerate age; 

To thew how endlefs joys from freedom fpring, 

How life in bondage isa worthlefs thing. 

"The inborn greatnefs of your foul we view, 

You tread the paths frequented by the few ; 

With fo much ttrength you write, and fo much 
eafe, 

Virtue and fenfe! how durft you hope to pleafe? 

Yet crowds the fentiments of every line 

Impartial clapt, and own’d the work divine. 

Yv'n the four critics, who malicious came, 

Fager to cenfure, and refolv’d to blame, 

Finding the hero regularly rife, 

Great while he lives, but greater when he dics, 

Bullen approv’d, too obftinace to melt, 

And ficken'd with the pleafures which they felt. 

Not fo the fair their paflien fecret kept, 

Gilent they heard, but, as they heard, they wept; 


a Tenler Hutband, dedicated te Mr. Addifeg: 
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When glorioufly the blooming Marcus dy'd, 
And Cato told the gods, J°a fatisfy'd. 

See! how your lays the Britith youth inffame t” 
They Jong to theot and ripen into fame 5, 
Applauding theatres difturb their reft, 

And unborn Cato’s heave in every breafts , 

Their nightly dreams, their daily thoughts repeag, 

And pulfes high with fancied gluries beat. 

So, griew’d to view the Marathonian fpoile, 

The young Themiftocles vow'd equal toils ; 

Did then his fchemes of future honours draw 

From the long triumphs which with tears he 
faw. 

How shall I your untival’é worth proclaim, 
Loft in the fpreading circle of your fame! 

We faw you the great William’s praife rehearfe, 

And paint Britannia’s joys in Roman verfe. 

We heard at diftance foft enchanting ftrains, 

From blooming mountains, and Italian plains. 

Virgil began in Englith dreis to thine, 

His voice, his iooks, his grandeur, fti!l divine ¢ 

Frem him too feop unfriendly you withdréw, 

But brought the tuneful Ovid to our view. 

Then the delightful theme of every tongue, 

Th’ immortal Marlborongh, was your dar ling 
fong. 

From clime ta clime the mighty victor flew, 

From clime to clime as fwiftly you purfue. i 

Still with the hero’s glow’d the poet's flame, 

Still wich his conquefts you enlarg’d your Lame, . 

With boundlefs raptures here the w ute could fwdlly | 

And on your Rofamond for ever dwell. 

There opening {weets and every fragrant flower 

Luxuriant fmile, a never-fading bower ! 

Next, human fullies kindly to expofe, 

You change from numbers, but not fink in profes 

Whether in vifenary feenes you play, 

Refine our taftes, or laugh our crimes away. 

Now, by the buikin’d mufe you fhine confett, 

The patriot kindles in the poet’s breafl. 

Such energy of fenfe migh: pleafure raife, 

Though anembellifh’d with the charms of phrafe : 

Such charms of phrafe would with fuccefs be 
-rown'd, 

Though nonfenfe flow'd in the melodious found. 

The chatteft virgin needs no bluthes fear, 

The learn’d themfelves not uninftru@ed hear. 

The libertine, in pleafures us’d to roll, 

And idly {port with an immortal foul, 

Here comes, and, by the virtuous heathen taught, 
Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful thought. 
Whene'er you traverfe vaft Numidia’s plains, 

What fluggith Bricon in his ifle remains ! 
When Juba feeks the tiger with delight, 
We heat the thicket, and provoke the fight ; 
By the defeription warin’d, we fondly {weat, 

in tt eaft wind pant with hear, 
What eyes behold not, how the ftream refines, 
‘Till by degrees the floating mitror fhines? 
While hurricanes in circling eddies-p! 
Tear up the fands, and fweep whole plains ag, 
We Shrink with horrer, and confefs our feax, 
And ali the fadden founding ruin hear. : 
When royal robes, diftain’d with blood, ; dead vey: 
And make poor Marcia beautifully griewes . . 

P iy, 
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‘When fhe her fecret thoughts no more conceals, 

Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals ; 

‘Well may the prince exult with noble pride, 

Not for his Libyan crown, but Roman bride. 
But 1 in vain on fingle features dwell, 

‘Where ali the parts of the fair piece excel. 

So rich the flore, fo dubious is the feat, 

‘We know not which to pafs, or which to tafte, 

"The fhining incidents fo juftly fall, 

‘We may the whole new {cenes of tranfport call. 

‘Thus jewellers confound our wandering eyes, 

Jd with variety of gems furprife. 

Here fapphires, here the Sardian flone is feen, 

‘The topaz yellow, and the jafper green. 

“The coftly brilliant there, contus’dly bright, 

From numerous furfaces darts trembling light ; 

‘The different colours mingle in a blaze, 

Silent we ftand, unable where to praife, 

In pleafure fweetly lo& ten thoufand ways. 


Trinity College, Cambridge, L. EUSDEN. 





Sm, 
Wren your gencrous labour firft 1 view'd, 
And Cato’s hands in his own blood imbrued, 
‘That fcenc of death fo terrible appears, 
My foul could only thank you with her tears. 
Yee with fuch wondrous art your fkélful hand 
Does all the paffions of the foul command, 
‘That ev’n my grief to praife and wonder turn'd, 
And envy'd the great death which Grit 1 mourn’d. 
‘What pes, but your's, could draw the doubtful 
rife 
Of honour ftruggling with the love of life? 
Defcribe the patriot, cbitinately good, 
As hovering ver cternity he ftood: 
‘The wide, th’ unbounded ocean lay before 
‘His piercing fight, and heaven the diftant fhore. 
Secure uf endiefs blifs, with fearful eyes, 
He grafps the dagger, and its point defies, t 
And rofhes ont of life to fuatch the glorious prize. 
* How would old Rome rejoice, to-hear you tell 
_ Mow jutt her patriot liv’d, how great he fell! 
Reeount his wondrous probity and truth, 
And form new Juba’s in the Bricith youth. 
"Their generous fuvis, when he refigns his breath, 
Are pleas’d with ruin, and in love with death : 
And when her conquerieg {word Britannia draws, 
‘Refolves to perifh, or deiend her caufe. 
Now firft on Albion's theatre we fee 
“A perfect image of what man fhould be; 
‘The glorious charatter is now exprett, 
Of virtue dwelling in a human breaft: 
Drawn at fall length by your immortal lines, 
4n Cato’s foul, as in her heaven ihe fhines. ° 


All Souls College, Oxon, DIGBY COTES. 








LEFT WITH THE PRINTER BY AN UN- 
7 KNOWN HAND’. 


Now we may fpeak, fince Cato fpeaks no more 
iris praife at length, ‘twas rapture all before: 
* ‘Thefe veries were oy George Jeffreys, Esy. 
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When crowded theatres with To's rung 
Sent to the fkics, from whence thy genius fprung; 
Ev’n civil rage a while in thine was loft, 
And factions ftrove but to applaud thee moft ; 
Nor could enjoynient pall our longing tafte, 
But every night was dearer than the laft. 

As when old Rome, in a malignant hour 
Depriv’d of fome returning conqueror, 
Her debt of triumph to the dead difcharg’d, 
For fame, for treafure, and her bounds enlarg’d; 
And while his godlike figure mov'd along, 
Alternate paffions fir’d th’ adoring throng; 
Tears flow'd from every ey¢, and fhouts from 

every tongue; 

So in the pompons lines has Cato far’d, 
Grac’d with an ample, though a late reward + 
A greater victor we in him revere; 
A nobler triumph crowns his image here, 

With wonder, as with pleafure, we furvey. 
A theme fo fcanty wrought into a play; 
So yaft a pile on fuch foundations plac’d ; 
Like Ammon’s temple rear’d on Libya’s wafte: 
Behold its glowing paint! its eafy weight | 
Its nice proportions! and flupendous height ! 
How chafte the condw%! How divine the rage! 
A Roman worthy,.on 3 Grecian ftage ! 

But where fhall Cato’s praife beyin or end; 
Inclin’d to melt, and yet uotaught ro bend, 
The firmeft patriot, and the gentleft friend ? 
How great his genius, when the traitor crowd 
Ready to ftrike the biow their fury vow’'d; 
Quell’d by his look, and liftening to his lore, 
Learn, like his paflions, to rebel no more ! 
When, lavifh of his boiling blood, to prove 
The cure of flavith life, and flighted love, 
Brave Marcus new in early death appears, 
While Cato counts his wounds, and not his years; 
Who, checking private grief, the public mourns, 
Commands the pity he fo greatly fcorns; 
But when he ftrikes (to crown his generous party 
That honeft, launch, impradticable heart ; 
No tears, no fobs, purfue his panting breath ; 
‘The dying Roman thames the pomp of death. 

O facred freedom ! which the powers beftow 
To feafon bleflings, and to foften wee ; 
Plant of our growth, and aim of all our carce, 
‘The toil of ages, and the crown of wars; 
If, taught by thee, the poet's wit has flow'd 
Jn ftrains as precious as his hero’s blood ; 
Preferve thofe ftrains, an everlafting charm 
‘Yo keep that blood and thy remembrance warm 
Be this thy guardian image ftill fecure, : 
In vain fhal! force invade, or fraud allure ; 
Qur great Palladium fhall perform its part, 
Fix'd and enfhrin’d in every Britith heart, 


UPON MR. ADDISON’S CATO. 


Lone had the tragic mufe forgot to weep, 

By modern operas quite lui!’d aficep : 

No matter what the lines, the voice was clear; 
‘Thus fenfe was facrific’d to pleafe the car, 1 


_ RECOMMENDATORY POEMS, 


‘At laft, * one wit ftood up in our defence, = 
And dar’d (O impudence !) to publifh—fenfe, 
* Soon then as next the juft tragedian fpoke, 

The ladies figh’d again, the beaux awoke. 

Thofe heads that us’d moft indolent to move 

"To fing-fong, ballad, and fonata love, 

Began their buried fenfes to explore, 
jAnd found they now had paffions as before : 

"The power of nature in their bofoms felt, 

An fpite of prejudice, compeli’d to melt. 

. When Cato’s firm, all hope of fuccour pat, 
‘Holding his ftubkorn virtue to the laft, 

‘1 view, with joy and confcious tranfport fir'd, 
~The foul of Rome in one great man retir’d: 
“In him, asif fhe by confinement gain’d, 

Her powers and energy are higher ftrain’d ‘ 

‘Than when in crowds of fenators fhe reign’d! 

Cato well fcorn’d the life that Cxfar gave, 
When fear and weaknefs only bid him fave : 

But when a virtue like his own revives 

Yhe hero’s conftancy—with joy he lives, 

_. ,Obferve the juftnefs of the poet's thoughts, 
“Whole fmalleft excellence is want of faults: 

‘Without affeded pomp and noife he warma; 
Without the gaudy drefs of beauty charms, 
Love, the old fubjedt of the bufkin’d mufe, 

y Returns, but fuch as Roman virgins ufe. 

-* A virtuous love, chaftis'd by pureft thought, 
\. Not from the fancy, but from nature wrought, 
* Britons, with leffen’d wonder, now behold 
Your former wits, and all your bards of old; 
* Jonfon out-vy'd in his own way confefs; 
‘And own that Shakfpeare’s felf now pleafes léfs, 
While Phorbus binds the laurel on his braw, 
“ Rife up, ye mufes; and ye poets, bow : 
“ Spperior worth with admiration greet, 
_ And place him neareft to hiv Phoebus’ feat. 





, ON GATO., 
+ Occafioned by Mr. Addifon’s Tragedy of tbat name. 
BY MR. COPPING, 





Hys ancient Rome by party-factions rent, 

Long fince the generous Caro did laments ~ 
Himlelf united with his country’s caufe, 

Bravely refus’d to live, ’midft dying laws. 

Pleas’d with returning liberty to come, 

‘With joy the hero rifes irom his tomb; 

And in Britannia finds a fecond Rome, 

Till by repeated rage, and civil fires, 

Th’ unhappy patriot again expires 5 k 
‘Weepso’er her fate, and to the gods retires. 





TO MR. ADDISON, ON His CATO. 
(rRom STEELE'S COLLECTION.) 
Is Britain refcued from th’ Italian chain, - 
And the dear fong neglected for thy ftrain 2 
+ . & The Spettarets oe 2 
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Ase ev'n the fair reclaim’d? and dare they fit . 
Intent on virtue, and be pleas’d with wit? 
What mine, but thine, could thus redeem our 
tafie, = : 
With thow deluded, and with found debas’d ? 
Hard was the tak, and worthy of your rage, -. 
You feem the great Alcides of the age: ‘ 
How gierioufly you rife in our deferice =~" 
Your caufe is liberty ; your armour, fenfes - 
‘The brood of tuneful monfters you control, 
Which fink the genius, and degrade the foul: 
Thofe foes to verfe you chace with manly arts, ~ 
And kindle Roman fires in Britifh hearts. ” 
Oh! fix, as well as raife, that noble flame : 





| Confirm your glory, and prevent our shame. 


‘The routed opera may return again, x 
Seduce our hearts, and o’er our fpirits reign > 
Ev'n Cato is a doubcfal match for all, 

And right, oppreft with odds, again may fall; 
Let our jutt fears your fecond aid implore, 
“Repeat the ftroke, this Hydra fprings no more. 





Peat myst Det .@ 


VERSES SENT TO A LADY, WITH THE 
~ . "TRAGEDY OF CATO. 


(wom STEELE'S COLLECTION.) 
ty vain, O heavenly maid, doI perufe 
‘Th’ inflrudtive labours of the tragic mufe, 
Wf Cato’s virtue cannot cure my foul, 
And all the jarring paffions there control 
fn vain—but ah! what arguments can prove 
Sufficient to refit the force of love?) 5 
1 burn like Marcus in th’ impetuous fire; 
Like him { languifh with the fond defire 3 
Like him I groan beneath th’ uneafy weight, 
And ev’n, like him defpairing, with my fate. 
Could you with Lucia’s eyes behold my pain, 
Then would you ftrive to foften your difdain t 
My anxious griefs your tender breaft would, 

move, 
And raife compaflion, where they could not love, 
But lo, bright Marcia! fee, relentlefs fair, Shes 
In Cato’s daughter thy whole felf appear. * * 
In thee, alas! her lovely virtues fhine, 
Her charms, her heavenly beauties, all are thine. 
And whilft in moving numbers is difplay’d 
Juba’s foft paflion for the glorious maid, * 
Think you behald your lover proftrate lic, 
In tendereft accents think you hear nye figh: * 
Then, then be kind—and on my {offerings fmile, 
As generous Marcia pitied Juba’s toil. 
Thou, in whom all the Boman virtues dwell, 
Let not the Roman mercy thine excel ; ‘ 
Since love like that of Juba fills my breatt, 
Let me at Jength with equal joys be bleft. 


9% The verfes of Dr. Young, Mt. Tiekelt, and Mr. 
Hughes, on this tragedy, ars among the poems of theit 
refpective aythors, ee 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA, 
ME N. 
Cato, - - - - Mr. Booth, 
Lucius, a Senator, = , - Mr, Keen. 
Sempronius, a Senator, - - Mr, Mills. 
Juba, Prince of Numidia, - a Mr. ‘Wilks, 
Syphax, General of the Numidians, ~ Mr. Cibber, . 
Portius, - Mr. Powel. 
Si f Cat v 
mies Spe ot Cat: - - Mr. Ryan. 
Decius, Ambaflador from Cafar, * = Mr. Bowman, . 
MOTINEERS, GUARDS, &c. 
WwoMeEvn. 
. Mercia, Daughter of Cato, - Mrs, Oldfields. 


Lucia, Daughter of Lucius, 


- Mrs, Porter, 


Scene, a large Hall in the Governor's Palace of Utica. 


BP See the Prologue and Epilogue to Cato among the Poems of Garth and Pope. 





ACT LL SCENE TL 


Portius, Marcus. 


Portius. 
Fnez dawn is overecaft, the morning lowers, 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day, 
The great, th’ important day; big with the fate 
Of Cato and of Rome.—Our father’s death 
Would fill up all the guilt of civil war, 
And clofe the fcene of blood, “Already C.cfar 
Has ravag’d more than half the globe, and fees 


f 


Mankind grown thin by his deftrudtive fword: 
Should he go further, numbers would be wanting, 
‘To form new battles, and fupport his crimes. -* 
Ye gods, wh havock does ambition make 
Among your works! ° 
Marcus. 

Thy fteady temper, Portits, 
Can look on guilt, rebelion, fraud, and Cafar, 
In the calm fights of mild philofophy 5 : 
['m tortur’d, ev’n to madnefs, when I think 
On the proud vitor: every time he’s nam’¢ . 
Pharfalia rifts to my view—I fee Pgs 


“Thy infuldng tyrant prancing o’er the field 

Strow'd with Rome’s citizens, and drench’d in 
flaughter, 

His horfe’s hoofs wet with Patrician blood, 

Oh Portius, is there not fome chofer-curfe, 

Some hidden thunder in the flores of heaven, 

Red wich uncommon wrath, to blaft the man 

‘Who owes his greatnefs to his country’s ruin? 

Portius. 

Believe me, Marcus, ’tis an impious greatnefs, 
And mist with tao much horrar to be envy’d: 
How does tht luftre of our father’s ations, 
‘Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him, 
Break out, and burn with more triumphant bright- 

nefs! 
* His fufferings thine, and {pread a glory round him 
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the caufe 
Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome. 
+ His fword ne’er fe]l but on the guilty head; 
* Oppreffion, tyranny, and power ufurp’d, 
+ Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon them. 
. Marcus. 

Who knows not this? But what can Cato do 
Againft a world, a bafe degenetate world, 

That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Cazfar ? 

Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms 

A poor epitome of Roman greatuefs, 

And, cover’d with Numidian guards, directs 

A feeble army, and an empty fenate, 

Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain. 

By heavens, fuch virtues, join’d with fuch fuc- 
cefs, 

Diftraét my very foul: ovr father’s fortune 

‘Would almoft tempt us to renounce his precepts. 

Portius, 

Remember what our father oft has told us: 
"The ways of heaven are dark and intricate; 
Puzzled in mazes, and perplex’d with errors, 

Our underftanding traces them in vain, 
Loft and bewilder’d in the fruittefs fearchs 
‘Nor fees with how much art the windings run, 
Nor where the regular confufion ends. 

Marcus. 

Thefe are fuggeftions of a mind at eafe : 

Oh Portius, didft thou tafte but half the griefs” 
‘That wring my foul, thou could’ft not talk thus 
coldly. 
Paflion unpity’d and fuccefslefs love 
Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate 
My other griefs, Were but my Lucia kind !—~ 
Portius. 

Thou fee’ft not that thy brother is thy rival : 
But I mutt hide it, for | know thy temper. [Afide. 

Now, Marcus, now, thy virtuc’s on the proof : 
Put forth thy utmoft ftrength, work every nerve, 
‘And call ap all thy father in thy foul : ’ 
"fo quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 
On this weak fide, where moft our nature fails, 
Would be a conqueft worthy @ato’s fon. 

Marcus.” 

Portius, the counfel which I cannot rake, 
Inflead of healing, but upbraids my weaknefs, 

Bid me for honour plunge into a war 
Of thickeft foes, and rufh on certain death, 
‘Then fhalt thou fee that Marcus is not flow 


, 
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i But ftilt che Smother’d fondnels 


‘Were but my heart as naked to thy view, - 
Marcus would fee it bleed in his behalf. 
. Marcus. : 
Why then doft treat me with rebukes, inflendé 


ay 
To follow glory, and confefs his father. 
Love is not to-be reafon’d down, or loft 
In high ambition, and a thirft of greatnefs; 
Tis fecond life, it grows into the foul, 
Warms every vein, and beats in every pulfea, 
I feel it here : my refolution melts— 
ve Rites. 

Behold young Juba, the Numidian prince! 
With how mach gage be forms himfelf to glory, 
And breaks the yitiess of. bis. native temper 
To copy out eur fagher’s begbtemaniple, 

He lives our fitter Marcia, greatly loves her; 
His eyes, his locks, his a@iong all heway it: - 
I hase in bite, 
When mott it {wells and labours fora veat, 
‘The fenfe of honour and defire of fame 
Drive the big paffion back. into hie heart 
What ! thail an African, thall Jaba’s hei 2 
Re,roach great Cato’s fon, and thew the world 
A vktuc wanting in a Roman foul? 
Marcus. 
Portius, no more! your words leave ftings be» 
hind them. ‘ 
Whene’er did Juba, or did Portius, thew 
A virtue that has caft me at a diftence, 
And thrown me out in the purfuits of honour? 
. Portius. 

Marcus, | know thy generous temper well ; 
Fling but th’ appearance of difhonour on it, 

It {trait takes fire, and mounts into a blaze. 
: Marcus. 
A brother’s fufferings claim a brother’s pity. 
Portius, 

Heaven knows I pity thee: behold my eyes 

Ev’n whilft I fpeak.—Do they not {wim in tegrs’ 





Of kind condoling cares and friendly forrow? * 
Portius. 

O Marcus, did 1 know the way to cafe 
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains, 
Marcus, belicve me, I could die to do it. 

Marcus. 

Thou beft of brothers, and thou beft of friends; 
Pardon a weak diftemper'd foul, that fwells 
With fudden gofts, and finks as foon in calms, 
The fport of paffions——But Sempronius comes: 

He mutt not find this foftnefs hanging on me. [ xi, 


SCENE IL 


Sempronius. 

Confpiracies no fooner fhould be form'd 
‘Than executed. What mieans Portius here ? 
T like not that cold youth. § muft diffemble, 
And fpeak a language foreign to my heart. 


" Sempronius, Portiute 
Sempronius. i 
Good morfow, Portius! Jet us once embrate,: - 
Once mote embrace; whilf yet. we both agg 
ree. 


a34 
Tomorrow fhould we thus exprefs our friend- 
thip, : 
Each might receive 2 flave into his arms. 
‘This {un perhaps, this morning fun's the lat 
That e’er thall rife on Roman liberty. 
: Portius. 

My father has this morning call’d together 
To this poor hall his little Roman fenate 
(The leavings of Pharfalia}, to confult 
Hf yet he can oppofe the mighty torrent 
That hears down Rome, and ail her gods, before it, 
Or mug at length give up the world te Cefar, 

Sempronius. 

Not all the pomp and majefty of Rome 
Can raife her fenate more than Cato’s prefence, 
His virtues render our affembly awful, 

They fttike with fomething like religious fear, 

And make ev'’n Cafar tremble at head 

Of armies fluth’d with conqueft : Q.aiy Portius, 

Could 1 but call that wondrous man my father, 

“Would but thy fifter Marcia be propitious 

To thy friend’s vows ; I might be blefs'd indeed ! 
Portius. . 

Alas! Sempronius, would’ft thou talk of iove 
‘To Marcia, whilft her father’s life’s in danger ? 
‘Thoy might’(t as well court the pale trembling 

veftal, 
‘When the beholds the holy fame expiring. 
Sempronius. 
The more I fee the wonders of thy race, 
‘The more I’m charm’d, Thou muft take heed, 
my Portius ' ‘ 
‘The world has all its eyes on Cato’s fon. 
"Thy father’s merit fets thee up to view, 
And fhews thee in the faireft point of light, 
* To make thy virtues or thy faults confpicuous, 
n Portius. 
‘Well doft thou fecm to check my lingering 
here 
Qn this important hour-—t'll ftrait away ; 
‘And while the fathers of the fenate meet 
In clofe debate, to weigh th’ events of war, 
I'll animate the foldier’s drooping courage, 
With love of freedom, and contempt of life. 
T'll thunder in their ears their country’s caufe, 
And try to rouze up all that’s Roman in them, 
“Lis not in mortals to command fuccefs : 


But we'll do more, Sempronius ; we'll deferve it. 
Exit. 





Sempronius. 
Curfe on the ftripling ! How he apes his fire! 
Ambitioufly fententious !—But I wonder 
Old Syphax comes not ; his Numidian genius 
Is weil difpos'd to mifehief, were he prompt 
And eager on it; but he muft be {purr’d, 
And evry moment quicken’d to the cour. 
Cato has us'd me ill ; be has refus’d 
His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 
Befides, his baffled arms and ruin’d caufe 
Are bars to my ambition. Cafar’s favour, 
‘That fhowers down greatnefs on his friends, will 
raife me 
‘To Rome's firft honours. If I give up Cato, 
I claim in my reward his captive daughter, 
Bur Syphax comes j—~ 
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SCENE It. 
"Syphax, Sempronius. 


bax. 
b-Sempronius, all is ready. 
Pve founded rhy Numidians, man by man, 
And find them ripe for a revolt : they all 
Compiain aloud of Cato’s difcipline, 
And wait but the command to change their mafter. 
Sempronius. ‘ 

Believe me, Syphax, there’s no time to wafte ; 
Ev’n whilft we fpeak, our conqueror comes on, 
And gathers ground upon us every moment. 
Alas! thou know’ft not Cxfar’s active foul, 
With what a dreadful courfe he rufhes on 
From war to war; in vain has nature form’d 
Mountains and cceans to oppofe his paflage ; 

He bounds o'er all, victorious in his march; 
The Alps and Pyreneans fink before him; 
Through winds, and waves, and ftorms, he works 
his way, : 
Impatient for the battle : one day more 
Will fet the vitor thundering ar our gates. 
But tell me, haft thou yet’ drawn o’er young 
Juba? i 
That fill would recommend thee more to Czfar, 
And challenge better terms— 
Syphax. 

—Alas! he’s loft, 
He’s loft, Sempronitis; all his thoughts are full 
Of Cato’s virtues—But I'll try once more 
(For every inftant I expect him here) 
If yet ( can fubdue thofe ftubborn principles 
OF faith, of honour, and I know not what, 
That have corrupted his Numidian temper, 
And firuck th’ infedtion into aii his foul, 

Sempronius. 

Be fure to prefs upon him every motive. 
Juba’s furrender, fince his father’s death, 

Would give up Afric into Cafar’s hands, 
And make him lord of half the burning Zone. 
Syphax. 

But is it true, Sempronius, that your fenate 
{3 call’d together ? Gods! thou muft be cautious! 
Cato has piercing eyes, and will difcern 





My thoughts in paffion (“tis the farelt aay) ; 

Vil bellow out for Rame and for my country, 

And mouth at Cefar till | fhake the fenate. 

Your cold hypocrify’s a flale device, 

A worn-out trick: wouldit thou be thought in 
carneft, 

Clothe thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury! 

Syphax, 

In troth, thou’rt able to inftrud grey-hairs, 

And teach the wily African deceit ! 
Sempronius, 

Once more, be fure to try thy fkill on Juba; 
Mean-while I'll haften to my Roman foldiers, 
Inflamg the mutiny, and underhand 
Blew up their difcontents, till they break out 
Untook'd for, and difcharge themiclves on Cato, 


@ 


Remember, Syphax, we muft work in hafte : 
© think what anxious moments pafs between 
The birth of plots, and their laft fatal periods. 
Oh! ’ris a dreadful interval of time, 
Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death ! 
Deftruction hangs on every word we {peak, 
On every thought, till the concluding fircke 
Determines all, and clofes our defign. 
Syphax. 

Vil try if yet T can reduce to reafon 

‘This head-ftropg youth, and make him fpurn at 
Cato. 

The time is fhort, Cafar comes rufhing on us— 
But hold | young Juba fees me, and approaches, 


[ Exit, 


SCENE IV. 


Guba, Syphax. 
Fula. 
Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus alone. 
Thave obferv'd of jare thy louks are fallen, 
O’ercalt with gloomy cares, and difcontent; 
"Then tell me, Syphax, I cobjure thee, tell me, 
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow io 
frowns, 
And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy prince ? 
Syphax. 

*Tis not my talent to conceal my thoughts, 
Nor carry {miles ‘and {un-fhine in my face, 
When difcontent fits heavy at my heart. 

Thave not yet fo much the Roman in me. 
uba. 

Why doft thou caft out fuch ungenerous terms 
Againit the lords and fovercigns of the world ? 
Dott thou not fee mankind fall down before them, 
And own the force of their faperior virtue? _ 

Js there a nation in the wilds «f Afric, ‘ 
Amidft our barren rocky and burning fands, 
Vhat does not tremble at the Roman name? 
Syphax. 
Gods! where's the worth that fers this people 
up 
Above your own Numidia’s tawny fous? 
Lo they with tougher finews bend the bow ? 
Or flies the javelin iwifter to its mark, 
Launch'd figm the vigour of a Roman arm ? 
Who like anf-active African inftructs 
‘Lhe fiery ffeed,.and trains him to his hand? 
Or guides in troops th’ embattled elephant, 
Loaden with war? Thele, thefe are arts, my 
Prince, 
. In which your Zama does not ftoop to Rome. 
abit, 

Thefe all are virtues of a meaner rank, 
Perigétiens that are plac’d in bones and nerves, 
A Roman foul is bent on higher views: 

To civilize the rude unpolifh'd world, 

Aud lay it under the reftraint of laws; 

‘To make man mild and fociable to mgn; 

"Vo cultivate theswild licentious favage 

With wifdom, difcipline, and liberal arts; 
‘Th’ embellifi:ments of life : virtues like thefe 
Make humau nature fine, reform the foul, 
And break our Gerce barbarians jntc mens 
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: Syphax. 
Patience, kind heavens '—Excufe an old man’s 
warmth, - 

What are thefe wondrous civilizing arts, 

This Roman polith, and this fmooth behaviour, 

‘That render man thus tradtable and tame? 

Are they not only to difguife our paffions, 

‘Yo fet our looks at variance with our thoughts, 

To check the farts and fallies of the foul, 

And break off all its commerce with the tongue ; 

In fhort, to change us into other creaturee 7 

‘Yhan what our nature and the gods defign’d us? 
uba. 

To ftrike thee dumb; turn up thine eyes to 

Cato! 7 
There may’ft thou fee to what a godlike height 
‘The Roman virtues lift up mortal man. 
While good, apd juft, and anxious for his friends, 
He’s ttill fevéraly bent againft himself; 
Renouncing fleep, and reft, and food, and cafe, 
He ftrives with thirft and hunger, toil and heat ; 
And when his fortune fets before him all 
The pomps and pleafures that his foul can with, 
His rigid virtue will accept of nuue, 

Syphax. 

Believe me, Prince, there’s not an African 
“That traverfes our vaft Numidian deferts 
In queft of prey, and lives upon his bow, 

Buc better practifes thefe beafted virtues. 
Coarfe are his meals, the fortune of the chafe, 
Amidft the running ftream he flakes his shirt, 
Toils all the day, and at the approach of night 
On the firft friendly bank he throws him down, 
Or Yefts his head npon a rock till morn + 
Then rifes freth, purfues his wonted game, 
And if the following day he chance to find 
A new sepaft, or an untatted pring, ’ 
Bleffes his ftars, and thinks it luxury, 

uba. : 

Thy prejudices, Syphax, won't difcern aha 
What virtues grow from ignorance and chqice, 
Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 

But grant that others could with equal wiery 
Look down on pleafures and the baits of fente 
Where fhall we find the man that bears affidion, 
Great and majeftic in his grief, like Cato? 
Heavens, with what ftrength, what fteadinefaof 

mind, ° 
He triumphs in the midft of all his Sufferings ! 
How does he rife againft a load of woes, (him! 
And thank the gods that throw the weight upou 
Syphax. 

’ Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtinels of foul s 
I think the Romans call it Steiciln. 

Had not your royal tather thought fo highty 

Of Roman virtue, and of Gato’s caufe, 

#He had not fall'n by a flave’s hand inglorious : 

Nor world his flaughter’d army now have fain 

On Afric’s fands, disfignr’d with their wounds, 

To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia, 
‘Fuba. 

‘Why do’ft thou call my forrowe up afreth ? 

My father’s name brings tears into my cyex 
Syphax. 
fic by your father’s 








Oh, that you'd pro 





Fubs. 
‘What wouldft thou have me do? 
Syphax. 
Abandon Cato. 


Suba. 
Syphax, T fhould be more than twice an orphan 
By fuch a lofs. 
Syphax. 
Ay, there’s the tie that binds you! 
Yost long to eall him father, Marcia’s charms 
‘Work in your heart urfeen, and plead for Cato. 
No wonder you are deaf to all I fay. 
Fuba. 
Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate; 
Wve hitherto permitted it to rave, 
And talk at large; but learn to keep it in, 
Lact it fhould take more freedom than UH give it. 
Syphar. 

Sir, your great father never us’d me thus. 
Alas, he’s dead! but can you e’er forget 
"The tender forrows, and the pangs of nature, 
‘The fond embraces, and repeated bleflings, 
Which you drew from him in your laft farewell ? 
Still muft I cherith the dear fad remembrance, 
At once to torture and to pleafe my foul. 

‘The good old king, at parting, wrung my hand, 

(His eyes brim full of tears) then fighing cry’d, 

Pre'ythee be careful of my fon!—his grief 

Swell'd up fo high, he could not utter more. 
Juba. 

Alas, thy ftory melts away my foul. 

‘That belt of fathers! how fhall I difcharge 

‘The gratitude and duty which 1 owe him ! 
Syphav. 

By Saying up his counfelsin your heart. 
Sfuba. 

Wis cong: bade me yield to thy diredions + 
‘Then, SypHbx, chide me in feveref terms, 
‘Vent all thy paflion, and Vil ftand its shock, 
Calm and unrafiled as a fummer-fea, 

‘Wher not a breath of wind fies o’er its furface. 
Syphax. 

Alas, my prince, I'd guide you to your fafety, 
Fuba. 

I do belicve thou wouldit; but tell me how? 
Syphax. 

Fly from the fate that follows Cafar’s foes. 

Fula. 
My father fcorn’d to do’t, 
Saphax. 

And therefore dy'd. 
Yuba. 

Better to die ten thoufand thoufand deaths, 

Than wound my honour, 
Syphax. 
Rather fay your love, 
Sfuba, 

Syphax, I've promis’d to preferve my temper. 
‘Why wilt thou urge me to confefs a flame 
T long have ftifled, and would fain conceal ? 

Syphax. 

Believe me, Prince, ‘tis hard to conquer love, 
But eafy to divert and break its force : 

Abfence might cure it, or a fecond miftrefs 
}ight up apother flame, and put out thie. 
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The glowing dames of Zama’s royal court 

Have faces fufht with more exalted charms, 

‘The fun, that rolls his chariot o’er their heads, 

Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks t 

Were you with. thefe, my Prince, you'd foon fore 
get 

The pale unripen’d beabties cf the north. 


Tis not a fet of features, or complexion, 
The tin@are of a fkin, that I admire. 
Beauty foon grows familiar to the lover, 
Fades in his eye, and palls upon the fenfe. 
The virtnous Marcia towers above her fex = 
True, the is fair, (oh, how divinely fair ') 
But ftill the lovely maid improves her charms 
With inward greatnefs, unaffected wifdom, 
And fanétity of manners. Cato’s foul 
Shines eut in every'thing the atts or {peaks, 
While winning mildnefs and attraétive fmiles 
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace 
Soften the rigour of her father’s virtues. 

Syphax. ; 
How does your tongue. grow wanton in her 
praife! 

But on my knees I beg you would confider— 


Enter Marcia and Lucia. 
Juba. 
Hch! Syphax, is’t not fhe!—She moyes this 
way: 
And with her Lucia, Lucius’s fair daughter.” 
My heart beats thick—TI pr’ythee, Syphax, leave 
mic. 
Syphax. 

Ten thoufand curfes faiten on them both ! 
Now will this womaa with a fingle glance 
Unde what I’ve been labouring all this while. 

[Ext 


Juba, Marcia, Lucia, 
ba. 


pubs. 

Hail charming maid, iow does thy beauty fmooth 
The face of war, and make ev'n horror fmile | 
At fight of thee my heart thakes off its forrows; 

I fecl a dawn cf joy break in upon me, 
And for a while forget th’ approach of Czfar. 
Marcia. 
1 fhould be griev'd, young prince, to think my 
prefeace 
Unbent your thoughts, and flacken’d them to arme, 
While, warm with flaughter, our viGtorious foe 
‘Threatens aloud, and cafls you to the field. 
Fuba. 

O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns 
And gentle withes follow me to battle 
‘The thought will give new vigour to my arm, 
Add firength and weight to my defcending fword, 


And drive ic in a tempeft on th¢ foe. 


Marcia. 
My prayers and wifhes always fhall attend 
‘The friends of Rome, the glorious canfe of virtue, 
And mea approv’d of by the gods and Cate. 
Fuba. 
That Juba may deferve thy pious cares, 
Vi gaze for ever on thy godlike father, 


"Pranfplanfing, one by one, into my life 
His bright perfections, till | thine like him, 
Marcia, 
_ My father never at a time like this 
Would lay out his great foul in words, and wafte 
Such precious moments. 
‘Fube. 
‘Thy reproofs are juft, 
‘Thou virtuous maid; Vl haften to my troops, 
And fire their languid fouls with Cato’s virtue; 
1f e’er I lead them to the field, when all 
‘The war thal! ftand rang’d in irs juft array, 
And dreadful pomp: chen will I think on thee ! 
© lovely maid, then will I think on thee! 
And, in the hock of charging hofts, remember 
‘What glorious deeds thou’d grace the man, who 
hopes 
For Marcia’s love. [ Exit. 
Lucia. 
Marcia, you're too fevere : 
How could you chide the young good-natur’d 
prince, 
And drive him from you with fo ftern an air, 
"A prince that loves and detes on you to death? 
Marcia. 

Tis therefore, Lucia, that | chide him from me. 
His air, his voice, his looks, and honeft foul, 
Speak all fo movingly in his behalf, 

J dare not truft myfelf to hear him talk, 
Lucia, 

Why will you fight againgt fo fweet a paffion, 
And fteel your heart to fuch a world of charms? 
Marcia. 

How, Lucia! would’ft thou have me fink away 
In pleafing dreams, and Jofe myfelf in love, 

‘When every moment Cato’s life’s at lake ? 

Cxefar comes arm’d with terror and revenge, 

tnd aims his thunder at my father’s head : 

Should not the fad occafion twallow up 

My other cares, and draw them all into it? 
Lucia. 

‘Why have not I this conitancy of mind, 
‘Who have fo many griefs to try its force? 
Sure, nature form’d me of her fofteft mould, 
Entecbted all my foul with tender paffions, 
And funk me ev'n below my own weak icx : 
Pity and love, by turas, opprefs my heart. 

Marcia. 

Lucia, difburthen all thy cares on me, 
And let me fhare thy molt retir'd diftrefs ; 
‘Fell me who raifes up this conflict in thee. 

Lucia. 
Ineed not blufh to name them, when I tell 
thee 
‘They're Marcia’s brothers, and the fens of Cato, 
: Marcia. : 

They both behold thee with their fifter’s eyes ; 

And often have reveal’d their pailion to me. 
Bar tell me, whofe addrefs thou favour’ft molt? 
T long to know, and yet 1 dread to hear it. 
Lucia. 
Which is it Marcia withés for? 
Marcia. 
For neither. 
And yet fur both—The youths have equal fhare 
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@37. 
In Marcia’s withes, and divide their fitter : 
But tell me which of them is Lucia’s cheice ? 
Lucia. 
Marcia, they both are high in my efteem, 
But in my love—Why wilt thou make me name. 
him? 5 
‘Thou know’, it isa blind and foolith paffion, 
Pleas’d and difguitéd with it knowanot what. 
Marcia. om 
O Lucia, I'm perplex’d: © tell me which 
1 mutt hereafter call my happy brother ? 
Lucia. 


Suppofe "twere Portius, could you blame my 
choice? 
O Portius, thou haft ftol’n away my foul! 
With what a graceful tendernefs he loves! 
And breathes the fofteft, the fincereft vows! 
Complacency, and truth, and manly fweetnefs, 
Dwell ever on his tongye, and fmooth his thoughts 
Marcus is over-warm, his fond complaints ‘ 
Have fo much earneftnefs and paffion in them, * 
Thear him with a fecret kind of dread, 
And tremble at his vehemence of temper, 
Marcia. 
Alas, poor youth ! how can’ft thou throw him 
from thee ? 
Lucia, thou know’ft mot half the love he bears thees 
Whene’er he {peaks of thee, his heart's in flames, ~ 
He fends out all his foul in every word, (ported 
And thinks, and talks, and looks like one trarif. 
Unhappy youth ! how will thy coldpefs raife’ 
‘Yempefts and forms in his affli@ed bofom ! 
I dread the confequence— 
Lucia. 
You feem to plead 
Againft your brother Portius——— s 
Marcia. 
Heaven forbid t 
Had Portius been the unfuccefsful lover, 
The fame compaflion ion have fall’n on him; ' ~ 
ucia, 
Was ever virgin love diftreft like mine! 
Portius himfelf oft falls in tears before me, 
As if he mourn’d his rival's if] fuccefs, 
‘Then bids me hide the motions of my heart, 
Nor fhew which way it turns. So niuch he fears. 
‘The fad effects that it would have on Marcas, 
Marcia, 
He knows too well how eafily he’s fit?d, 
And would not plunge his brother-in defpair, 
But waits for happier times, and ‘kinler Momentey, 
Lucia. . 
Alas! too Jate I find myfelf involy’d 
tn endiefs grief and labyrinths of woe, 
Born to ailli& my Marcia’s family, 
And fow diflenfion in the liearts of brothers, 
‘Vormeniing thought! it cuts inte my foul, 
Marcia, 
Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our forrows, 
But to the gods permit th’ event of things, 
Our lives, difcolour’d with our prefent woes, 
May till grow bright, and fmile with happier 
hours, 
he pure limpid ream, when foul with Qains 
ng torvents, and deicending gains, 
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Works itfelf clear, and, as it runs, refines; 
‘Till, by degrees the floating misror fhines, 
Refiects each flower that on the border grows, 
And a new heaven in its fair bofom thows. 
[Exeunt, 








ACT WH, SCENE L 
THE SENATE. 
Sempronius. 
Rome fill furvives in this aflembled fenate ! 
Let us remember we ere Cato’s friends, 
And act like men who claim that glorious title, 
; Lucius. 

Cato will foan be here, and open to us 

‘Th’ occafion of our meeting. Hark! he comes! 
[A found of trumpets. 

May all the guardian gods of Rome direct him ! 


Enter Cato. 
Cato. 
Fathers, we once again are met in council. 
‘Caxfar's approach has furnmon’d us together, 
And Rome attends her fate from our refolves ? 
_How thal) we treat this bold afpiring man? 
Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his crimes : 
Pharfalia gave him Rome; Egypt has fince 
Receiv'd his yoke, and the whole Nile is Cxcfar’s. 
‘Why fhould | mentipn’Juba's overthrow, 
And Scipio’s death? Numidia’s burning fands 
Still {moke with blood, 'Tis time we fhould de- 
cree 
What courfe to take. Our foe advances on us, 
And envies us ev’n Libca’s fultry deferts, 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts; are they ftill fixt 
‘To hold it out, and fight it to the Iaft ? 
Or are your hearts fubdued at length, and wrought 
By time and ill fuccefs to a fubmiflion ? 
Sempronius, fpcak, 
Semprouius. 
My voice is Rill for war. 
Gods, can a Roman fenate long debate 
Which of the two to choofe, flavery or death! 
No, let us rife at once, gird on our {words, 
And, at the head of our remaining troops, 
Attack the foe, bresk through the thick array 
Of his throng’d legions, and charge home. upon 
him; * 
Perhaps {ome arm, more lucky than the reft, 
May reach his heart, and free the world from bon- 
dage. 










Rafe, and revenge her flaughter’d citizens, 

Or thare ther fate: the corps of haif her fenate 
Mire © the ficide of Theffaly, while we 

gs 

1 

( revaude und chains. 

j : 
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Cate. 

Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
‘Tranfport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon ¢ 
True fortitude is [een in great-exploits, 

That joftice warrants, and that wifdom guides: 

All elfe is towering phrenfy and diftraction. 

Are not the lives of thofe, who draw the {word 

In Rome's defence, intrufted to our care? 

Should we thus lead thern to a field of flaughter, 

Mighe not th’ impartial world with reafon fay, 

We lavith’d.at our deaths the blood of thoufands, 

To grace ottr fall, and make our rain glorious ? 

Lucius, we next would know what’s your opinion. 
Lucias” 

My thoughts, [ meft confefs, ate'turn’d on peace. 
Already have our quarrels fill’d the world 
With widows atid with orphans: Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteft regions 
Lie half unpcopled by the feuds of Rome: 

* Tis time to fheath the fword, and fpare mankind, 

It is not Czfar; but the gods, my fathers, 

The gods declare againft us, and repel 

Our vain attempts: To urge thé foe to battle, 

(Prompted by blind revetige and wild defpair) 

Were to refufe th’ awards of providence, 

And not to reft in heaven’s determination. 

Already have we fhewn our love to Rome: 

Now iet us fhew fubmiffion to the gods, 

We took np arms, not to revenge ourfeives,” 2 

But free the commonwealth ; when this end fails, 

Arms have no further ufe; our country’s caufe, 

That drew our fwords, now wrefts them from our 
hands, : 

And bids us not delight in Roman blood, 

Unprofitably fhed ; what men could do 

Is done already : heaven and earth will witnefs, 

1€ Rome mutt fall, that we are innocent, 

Semproniut, 

This fmooth difcourfe and mild behaviour oft 
Conceal a traitor—Somcthing whifpers me 
Allis not right—Cato, beware of Lucius. 

Afide ta Cato, 
Cato. 

Let us appear not rafh nor diffident : 
Immoderate valour {wells into a faulr,, 

And fear, admitted into public councils. 

Betrays like treafon, Let us fhun them both, 

Fathers, { cannot fee that our affairs 

Are grown thus defperate. We have bulwarks 
round us; 

Within our wails are troops inur’d to toil 

In Afric’s heats, and feafon'd to the fun; 

’s fpacious kingdom lies behind us, 

y at its young prince’s call. 

Whiitt there is hope, do not diftrult the gods ; 

But wait at Jeatt till Czefar’s near approach 

Force usto yield. Uwill never be too late 

To fue for chains, and own a cong: eror. 












Why fhould: Rome fall a moment cre her time & 
No_ let us draw her term of fre: > yut 
Tn its full length, and fp 4 


So th: 





Cc A 


Enter Marcus. 
Marcus, . 

Fathers, this moment as { watch'd the gates, 
Jiodg’d on my poft, a herald is arriv’d 
From Czfar's camp, and with him comes old 

Decius, & 

‘The Roman knight; he carries in his looks - 
Impatience, and demande to fpeak with. Cato. 


€ate 2 .; 
By your permiflion, fathers, bid him enter. 
a. [ait Marcus. 
Deciue was once my friend ;“but other.profpects 
Have loos’d thofe ties, and bound him faft to Cxfar. 
‘Hiemeflage may determine our refolycs. 





Enter Decius, 
Decius. 
Cefar fends health to Cato— 
Cato. 
5 Could he fend it 
To Cato’s flanghter’d friends, it would be welcome. 
Are not your orders to addrefs the fenate ? 
Decius. 

My bufinefs is with Cate: Czfar fees [knows 
The ftreights to which you're driven; and, as he 
Cato’s high worth, is anxious for his life. 

Cato, 

My life is grafted on the fate of Rome : 

‘Would he fave Cato? bid him fpare his country. 

‘Tell your dictator this; and tell him Cato 

Difdains a life, which he has power to offer. 
Decius. 

___ Rome aud her fenators fubmit to Cafar 5 

“Her generals and her confuls are no more, 

“Who check’d his conquefts,and deny’d his triumphs. 

“Why will not Cato be this Cafar’s friend ? 

4 Cato, 

Thofe very reafons, thou haft urg’d, forbid it. 

Decius, 

Cato, Uve orders to expoftulate, 

And reafon with you as from friend to friend : 
‘Think on the ftorm that gathers o'er your head, 
And threatens every hour to burit upon it; 
, Still may you fland high in your country’s ho- 
nours. . 

Do but comply, and make your peace with Cefar. 
Rome will rejoice, and caft its eyes on Cato, 

As on the fecond of mankind, 
i ‘ato, 
Hi No more! 

¥ muft not think 6f life on fuch conditions. 

Decits, 

Cafar is well acquainted with your virtues, 
And therefore fets this value on your life : 

‘Let him but know the price of Cato’s frieudhhip, 
And name your terms. 


Cato. 
Bid him difband his legions, 

Reftore the commonwealch to liberty, 
Submit his actions to the public cenfure, 
And ftand the judgment of a Koman fenate, 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. 

. Decius. 

Cato, the world talks leudly of your wifdom— 





T oO Be 
Cate. : 


Nay more, thongh Cato’s voice was ne'er echt 
1 J 


To clear the guilty, and to warnith crimes, 
Myfelf will mount the roftrum in his favour, 
And ftrive to gain his pardon from the people, 
: _, Decius. 
A ftyle like this becomes a congiterer, 
Cato. 
Decius, a ftyle like this becomes a-Roman, - 
Detiuz. 
‘What is a Roman, that is:Cafar’s foe ? 
Cater. 
Greater than Cafar, he’s 2 friend to. virtue, 


Confider, Cato, you’re’in: Utiea ; 


‘| And at the head of your own little fenate ; 


You don’t now thonder in the capitol, 
Wich all the mouths of Rome to fecond you. 
Cato. 

Let him confider that who drives us hither: 
Tis Cxefar’s fword has made Rome's fenate little, 
And thinn’d its ranks, Alas‘ thy dazzled eye 
Beholds this man in a falfe glaring light, 


Which jueft and fuccefs have thrown upon him. 
Didi thou but view him right, thou'd& fee him 
black ‘ 


With nturder, treafon, facrilege, and crimes,’ 
‘That ftrike my foul with horrer but to wame then. 
T know thou look’ft on me, 3 on a wretch © . 
Befet with ills, and cover’d with misfortunes; 
But, by the gods £ fwear, milliens of worlds 
Should never buy me to be like that Cafar. 
Decius. 
Does Cato fend this anfwer back-to Car, * 
For all his generous cares, and profler’d riehaship® 
Cato. 


His cares for me are infolent and vain: 
Prefumptuous man ! the gods take care of Cato, 
Would Cafar thew the greatnefs of his foul, 

Bid him employ his care for thefe my friends, 

And make good ufe of his ill-gotten power — 

By sheltering men much better than bimfelf. 
Daecius. 

Your high unconquer'd heart makes you forget 
That you’re a man. You ruth on your deftre@ions 
But I have done, When I relate hereafter 
‘Lhe tale of this unhappy embaily, 

All Rome will be ia tears, 
Semproniue. 

Cato, we thank. thes. 
The mighty genius of immortal Rome 5 
Speaks in thy voice, thy foul breathes liberty: 
Cefar will firink to hear the words thou utter’ft, 
And fhudder in the midft of all his conquefts. 

Lucius. 

The fenatc. owns its gratitude to Cato, 

Who with fo great a fouk confults {ts fafety, 
And guards our lives while he neglects his own, 
 Semprenizs. 

Sempronius gives no thanks on this account. 
Lucius feems fond of life; but what is life ? 

Tis not to ftalle about, and draw frefh air 
Froai time to time, or gaze upon the fun; 
‘Tis to be free. When liberty is gone, 


[Exit, 





ar) 


Life grows infipid, and has loft its relith. 

O could my dying hand but lodge a {word 
Jn Cafar’s befor, and revenge my country, 
By heavens 1 could enjoy the pangs of death, 
And imile in agony, 


Lucius. 
Others perhaps 
May ferve their country with as warm a zeal, 


., Though ‘tis not kindled into fo much rage. 


Sempronius. 
This fober conduct is a mighty virtue 
In luke-warm patriots. 
Cato. 
Come! no more, Sethpronizs : 


+ ‘All here are friends to Rome, and co each other, 


> But heaven thought otherwif 


Let us not weaken fiill the weaker fide, 


- By our divifions. 


Sampronius. 
Cato, my refentments 
‘Are facrific'd to Rome—t ftand reprov’d: 
ahs Cato. 
Fathers, tis time you come to a refolve. 
Lucius. 

Cato, we all go into your opinion. 
afor's behaviour has convinc’d the fenate 
‘We ought to hold it out till terms arrive, 

, Sempronius. 


‘We ought to hold it out till death ; but, Cato, 


\ My private voice andromnd amid the fenate’s. 


‘Then let us-rife, my friends, and ftiive to fill 
‘This little interval, this paufe of life, . 
¢While yet our liberty and fates are doubtful) 
With refolution, friendfhip, Roman bravery, 

And all the virtues we can crowd into it; 
"That heaven may fay, it ought to be prolong’d. 
Fathers, facewell—The young Numidian prince 
omes forward; and expects tu know our councils, 
: Ex. Sen. 
Enter Fuba, 
F Cato. s 

Juba, the Roman fenate has refolv’d, 

“Till time give better profpedts, {till to keep 
he.fword unfheath’d, and turn its edge on C:efar. 
Suba 

The refolution fits a Roman fenate. 

But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience, 
And condefcend to hear a young man fpeak. 

My father, when fome days before his death 
Hie order’d me to march for Utica 
(Alas! I thought not then his death fo near !) 
Wept o'er me, prefe’d me in his aged arma 


+ JAnd.as his gricls gave way, My fon, faid he, 


‘Whatever fortune dhall befal thy father, 
Be Cato’s friend ; he'll train thee up to great 
Aind virtuous deeds: do but obferve him well, 
‘Thou'le fhun misfortunes, or thou’lt learn to bear 
them. 
Cato. 

Joba, thy father was 2 worthy prince, 

And merited, alas ' .a better fi 





Juba. 
‘My father’s fate, 
Ja fPite of all the fortitude that shines 
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Before my face, in Cato’s great example, 
Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with tears, 
Cato. - 
It is an honeft forrow, and becomes thee: 
Fuba. 

My father drew refpedt from foreign climes: 
The kings of Afric fought him for their friend, 
Kings far remote, that rule, as fame reports, 
Behind the bidden fources of the Nile, 

To diftant worlds, on t’other fide the fun : 
Oft have their black ambaffadors appear'd, 
Loaden with gifts, and fill’d the courts of Zama. 
Cato. 
Tam no flranger to thy father’s greatnefs. 
Juba. 

T would not boaft the greatnefs of my father, 

But point out new alliances te Cato, 
Had we not better leave this Utica, 
‘To arm Numidia in our caufe, and court 
Th’ afliftance of my father’s powerful friends? 
Did they know Cato, our remoteft Kings 
Would pour embattled multitudes about him ; 
‘Their fwarthy hofts would darken all our plains, 
Doubling the native horror of the war, 
And making death more grim. 

Cato, 

And canft thou think 

Cato will fly before the fword of Cxfar? 
Reduc’d, like Hannibal, to feck relief 
From.court to court, and wander up and down, 
A vagabond in Afric ! 

Sfuba. 

. Cato, perhaps 

I'm too officious ; but my forward cates 
Would fain preferve a life of fo much value, 
My heart is wounded, when 1 fee fuch virtue 
Afflicted by the weight of fuch misfortunes. 

Cato. 

Thy noblenefs of foul obliges me., : 
But kuow, young prince, that valour foars above 
What the world calls misfortune and sflliction, 
Thefe are not ills; elfe would they never fall 
On heaven's firft favourites, and the beft 

men: 
The gods, in bounty, work up ftarms about us, 
That give mankind occafion to exert 
‘Their hidden flrength, and throw out into prac 
tice : 
Virtues, that than the day, and lie gonceal’d 
In the fmooth feafons, and thé calms of life. 


Juba. 
I’m charm'd whene’er thoif talk’ft! I pant fo 
virtue | 
And all my foul endeavours at perfection. 
Cato. 


Doft thou love watghings, abftinence, and tuil, 
{ Laborivus virtues all? learn them from Cato : 
Succefs and fortune muft, thou learn from Cefar. 
Fuba. 
The beft good-fortune that can fal} on Juba, 
The whole iuccefs at which my heart afpires, 
{ Depends on Cate. 
Cato. 
What dozs Juba fay? , 
The words confound me ’ 





fii 


Syphax. 
1 mutt appeafe this dorm, or perith in it. [Afde. 
Woung prince, behold thefe locks, that are grown. 
ie white : i y 
Beneath a helmet in your father’s battles. 
$ “ ® 


Fuba. 
. Thofe Jocks fhall ne“er’ prote& thy ififolence, 
. “ "Syphax." 
Mutt one rahh word, th’ infirmity of age, 
{Fhrow down the merit of my Letter years ? 
"This thé reward ‘of a whole life of tervice ! 
Chrie on the boy! how fteadily he hears me! [ Afide. 
Poe ” Fuba. 
¥ it becaufe the hey my forefathers 
Still Rafds ubfill'd, and that Numidia’s crown 
Hangs doub:ful yet, whofe head it hall euclofe, 


. Thou-thus prefum it to treat thy prince with feorn? 


Sythax. 
"Why will you rive my heart with fuch expreffions? 
Does not old Syphaxrfollow you to war? 
What are‘his arms? why does he load with darts 
Hie trembling hand, and cruth beneath a cafque 
His wrinkled brows? what is it he afpires to? 
Isit‘not tHis ?*to thed the flow remains, 
His lac poor ebb of blood, in yoiir defence ? 
; “Yuba. 
Syphaz, ho more! V would aot hear you talk. 
: : Sypbax. 
Not hear me talk! what, when my faith te Juba, 
y royal matter's forljsis call’d in question ? 
Frinte may frike me dead, aif J’l] be dumb : 
But,,whilft | live, ! muft not hold my tongue, 
And languith out olff age in his difpleafure. 
. SO Fuba. . 
Thot know'ft the a too well into my heart ; 
Ido believe thee loyal to thy ptitice, 
a Syphax.” 
What greater inftance can I give ? I’ve offer'd 
"Ce'do an agtion Which my foul abhors, 
And gain you whom you Jove at any price. ~ 
ee Tg “Suba. : 


; Fuba. 
‘Was this thy motive? ‘I have been too haity. 

3 oi * Syphax. 3 

And “tis for this my prince has call'd me traitor. 


“+ Fuba. 

Sure thou miftak'ft; f did not call thee fo, 

ee . Syphax. 

You, did indeed, my pritice: you call’d me traitor: 
Nay, further, threaten'd you'd complain to Cato. 
ft what, my prince; would,you complain to Cato? 
"That Syphax loves you, and would facrifice 
‘His lift, asy more, bis honour, in your fervice? 

7 ae 5 ‘uba. * 

Syphax, I know thon lov'ft me, but indeed 

‘Thy zeal for Juba carried thee too far. 

Honour’s a facred tie, the Jaw of kings, 

‘The noble mind’s diftinguifhing perfection, [her, 
‘That aids and ftrengthens virtue; where it mects 
And imitates her actibns, where the is not : 

Tt oughe not to be fported with, 

Rae hee of + Kyphiar,’ 

: _ By heavens [me. 
Tm ravith’d when you talk thus, though you chide 
Was, I've hitherto been us’d to chink 

4 bhi officivus zeal to ferve my king 
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The ruling principle, that ought to burn 

And queuich all others in a fubjeds heart. 

Happy the people who preferve their honqur 

By the fame duties that oblige their prince! 
Juba. 

Syphax, thou row beginn’ft to {peak thyfel£, 
Numidia’ grown'a feurn among the nations * 
For breach of public vows. Qur Punic faith 
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb, : 
Syphax, we'll join our carés, to purge away 
Our country’s crimes, and clear her reputation. 

Syphax, 

Believe me, prince, you make old Syphax weep“ 
To hear you talk—but ‘tis with tears.of joy. 
If e’er your father’s crown adorn your brows, 
Numidia will be bleft by Cate’s le@ures. 

ond > ey ‘uba. 

Syphax, thy hand! we'll mutually forget 
The warmth of youth, and frowardnefs of ag. 
‘Thy prince eftcems thy worth, and loves thy per 
If eer the fceptre comes into my hand, 
Syphax fhall ftand'the fecghd in my kingdom. 

Syphax. 

Why will you overwhelni my age with kindnefs? 

My joy grows buithenfome, T fha’n’t fupport it.’ 





a] tae 
Syphax, farewell, I'll hence, and try to find 
Some bleft oceafion that may fet me right 
ln Cato’s thoughts. Id rather have that man 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers. 
. ” Exit. 
; “Syphax. ! 
Young men foon give, and foon forget affronts; 
Old age is ow in both—a falfe old traitor ! [dear : 
Thofe words,’ ‘rath boy, may chance to coft'thee 
My heart had ftill fome foolith fondnefé'for:thee 
But hence! "tis gone :‘ { give it to the winds :~~ 
Cefar, Yh wholly thine— * - . : 


Enter’ Sempronizs, 
$ ye 


Syphax. 
cAI hail, Sempronius 
Well, Cato’s fenate is refolv’d to wait 
‘The fury of a fiege, before it yields, 
H Sempronius. 

Syphax, we both wére on the verge of fate: 
Lucius declaf’d for peace, and terms were offel 
To Cato by a meffgoger from Czefar. 

Should they fubmit, ere our defigns are ripe, 
We both moft perih in the common wreck, 
Loft in a general undiftinguith’d ruin, 
Syphax. 
But how ftands Cato ? ; 
* + Sempronius. 
Thou haf feen Mount Atlas: 
While ftorms and tempefts thunder‘on its brows, 
And oceans break their billows at its feet, si 
it ftands unmov'd, and glories in its height, 
Such is that haughty man; his cowering foul, 
"Midi all the thocks and injuries of fortune, 
Rifes-fuperior, and Jooks down on Cafar, 
: Syphax. 
But what’s this meflenger? 





c A 2 3 pve} 

Sempronius. 7 Senew thy merit ;.. 

I've pradtis'd with him, immo tigodthip, 
And found a méahs co let the victor know 
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends. 
But let me now exarfiine in my turn: 
Is Juba fix’d? 

Syphax. 


Yes, but it is to Cato. 
V've try’d the force of every reafon on him, 
Sooth'd and carefs'd, been angry, footh'd again, 
Laid fafety, life, and intereft, in his fight : 
But all are vain, he fcorns them all for Cato, 
Semspronius. 
Come, ‘tis no matter, we fhall do without him. 
He'll make a pretty figure in a triumph, 
‘And ferve to trip before the victor’s chariot. 
Syphax, 1 now may hope thou haft forfook 
Thy Juba’s caufe, and wifhet Marcia mine. 
































Marcus, the friendfhips. of tHe wostd-ere-ofe:, 

Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleafure; 
Ours has fevereft virtue for its bafis, . 
And fach a friendfhip ends not but with life. 

Marcus. 

Portius, thou know’ ft my foul in all its weaknefss 
Then pr’ythee {pare me on its tender fide, 
Indulge me*but in love, my other paffions 
Shall rife and fall by virtue’s niceft rules. 

Portius. ‘ 

When love's well-tim’d, "tis not a fault to love. 
The ftrong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wile, 
Sink in the foft captivity together. 

I would not urge thee to difmifs thy paffion, 
(I know "twere vain) but to fupprels its force, 


Syphav. ‘Till better times may make it louk more graceful. 
May the be thine as fait as thou would have her! Marcus. . 
Sémpronius. Alaa! thou talk'ft like one who never felt 


‘Th’ impatient threbs and longings of a foul, 

That pants and reaches after diftant good. 

A lover does not live by vulgar time : 

Believe me, Portius, in my Lucia's abfence - 

Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden; 

And yet when I behold the charming maid, 

I’m ten times more undone; while hope, and fear, 
Ané'grief, and rage, and lave, rife up'at once, 


Syphax, I love that woman; though I curfe 
Her and mayfelf, yet, fpight of me, {love her. 
“Syphax. r 

Make Cato fure, and give up Upjca 
Cxfar will ne’cr refufe- thee fuch a trifle. 
Bat are thy troops prepar’d for a revolt ? 
Does the fedition catch from man to man. 
And rin among their ranks? 


Sempranius. And with variety of pain diftra me. 
All, all is ready. © Portius, 
The factions leaders are our friends, that {pread * What can thy Portius do to.give thee help? 
Murmurs and difcontents among the foldiers. Marcus, 


Portius, thou oft enjoy’tt the fair one’s prefencos 
Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her 
With all the ftrength and heat of eloquence 
Fraternal love and friendfhip can infpire. 

Tell her thy brother languifhes to death, 

And fades away, and withers in his bloom ; 

“That he forgets his fleep, and lothes his food, 

That youth, and health, and war, are joylefsto him s 

Defcribe-his anxious days and reftlef nights, . 

And all the torments that thou feeft me fuffer. ¢ 
Portius, 

Marcus, { beg thee, give me not an office 
That fuits with me fo ill, Thou know’ft my temper. 

Marcas, “ 

‘Wilt thou behold me finking in my woes? 
And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm, 

‘Yo raife me from amid this plunge of forrows ? 
: Portius: ; ; 

Marcus, thoy canft not afk what I'd refufe. 

But here, believe me, I've a thonfand reafons— 
Marcus. 

1 know thou'lt fay, my paflion’s out of feafon, 
That Cato’s great example and misfortunes 
_| Should both confpire to drive it from my thoughts 

But what’s all this to one who loves like me? 
Oh Portius, Portius, from my foul t with 
‘Thou didft but know thyfelf what ’tis to love! . 
‘Then would’ft thou pity and affift thy brother. ~ 

What ould 1 do! 6 Ud i 

at fhout ! JEL difclofe a 7 

Our friendfhip’s at an end: if f concord Es 
The world will call me falfe to a friend amd: 
F 3 


ae 


‘They count their toilfyme marches, fong fatigues, 
‘Unafual faftings; and will bear no more 
This medley of philofophy and war. 
Within an hour they'll ftorm the fenate-houfe. 
Syphax, 

Mean-while I'll draw up'my Numidian troops 
Within the {quare, to exersife their arms, 
And, as I fee occafion, favour thee. 
1 laugh ta think how your unfhaken Cato 
‘Will look aghait, while unforefecn deftruction 
Pours‘in upon him thus from every fide. 
So, where our wide Numidian waftes extend, 
Sudden th’ impetuous hurricanes defcend, 
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies piay, 
‘Tear up the fands, and fweep whole plains away, 
The helpiefs traveller, with wild furprife, 
Sees the dry defert all around him rile, 
And, fmother’d in the dufty whirlwind, dics. 








ACT UL SCENE I, 


Marcus and Portins, 








Marcus. 
‘THANKs to my ftars, I have not rang’d about 
"The wilds of life, cre 1 could find a friend; 
Nature firft pointed out my Portius to me, 
And carly taught me, by her fecret ferce, 








O44 
; Marcus. 
Bat fee where Lucia, at her wonted hour, 
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch, 
Enjoys the noon-day breeze! obferve her, Portius! 
‘That face, that thape, thofe eyes, that heaven of 
beauty ! i ; 
Obferve her well, and blame me if thou canft. 
Portins. 
She fees us, and advances— 
Mares. 
1") withdraw, . 
And leave you fora while, Remember, Portius, 
‘Thy brother's life depends upopthy tongue. (Exit. 


Enter Lucia. 
Lucia. 

Did not I fee your brother Mareus here ? 
|Why did he fly the place, and fhun my prefence ? 
Portius 

Oh, Lucia, Tanguage is too faint to fhow 

‘His rage of loves it preys upon his life ; 

He pines, he fickens, he defpairs, he dies : 

His paffions and his virtues lie confus'd, 

And mix’d together in-fo wild a tumule, 

‘That the whoie,man is quite disfigur'd in him. 

Heavens! would one think ‘twere poffible for love 

,To-make fuch ravage in a noble foul ! 

Oh, Lucia, I'm diftrefa'd | tay heart bleeds for him; 
¥ Eiv'n now, while thus { ftand blett in thy prefence, 
“A fecret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts, 

/ And.l'm unhappy, though thou fmil't upon me, 
: uci, ‘ 

How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the fhock 

Of love and frisndthip? Think betimes, my Portins, 

Think how the noptial tie, that might enfure 

Our mutual blifs, would raife to fuch a height 

‘Thy brother's gricfs, as might perhaps deftroy him. 
7 Portis, 

Alas, poor youth} what dof thou 
Lucia? 
His generous, open, undefigning heart 
Has begg’d his rival to folicit for him. 
Then do not ftrike him dead with a denial, 
Bat hold him up in life, and cheer his foul 
‘With the faint glimmering of a doubiful hope : 
Perhaps, when we have pafe'd thefe gloomy hours, 
And weather’d out the ftorm that beats upon us— 
Lucia. 
No, Portius, no! +t fee thy fifter's tears, 
“Thy father’s anguith, and thy brother’s death, 
Jn the purfuie of our ilj-fated loves, 
And; -Portius, here [ (wear, to heaven I {wear, 
“Lo heavan, and all the powers that judge mankind, 
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine, 
While fuch a cloud of mifchiefs hangs about us: 
Bat to forget our loves, and drive tice out 
From all my thoughts, as tar—as } am able, 
Porrins. 
‘What haft thou faid' {'m thunder ftrack!—Regall 
Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever. 
/ Lucia. 
Has not the vow already pafs’d my lips? 
The gods have heard it, and “tis feal’d in heaven, 
May al! the vengeance, that was ever pour’d 
Wp porjur’d heads, o'erwhcln, me, if } break it! 


think, my 


] 
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Portizs. , (After a pans, 

Fix'd in aftonithment, | gaze upon thee ; 

Like one juft blafted by a ftroke from heaven, 
Whe pants for breath, and ftiffens, yet alive, 
In dreadful locks ; a monument of wrath! 
Lucia. : 
At length I've aéted my fevereft part; 
T feel the woman breaking in upon me, 
And nielt about my heare! my tears will flow. 
But oh, (it think ne more! the hand of fate 
Has torn thee from me, and I mutt forget thee, 
Portixs. 
Jard-hearted, cruel maid! 
ka Lucia, 
Oh, ftop thofe founds, [me# 
Thofé killing founds! Why doft thou frown upoy, 
My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave, 
And life itfelf goes out'at thy difpleafre. 
The gods forbid ua to indulge our loves, 
But, oh ff cannot hear thy hate, and live! 
Portius 

‘Tatk not of love, thou never knew’ its force. 

I've been deluded, led into 2 dream * 

Of fancied blife’ O Lucia,’ crue! maid! 

Thy dreadfulgow, loaden with death, till founds 

In my ftunn’d-ears, What fhall 1 fay or do? 

Quick, Jet ug-part ! perdition's in thy prefence, 

Aud horror dwells about thee !—Ah, fhe faints! 

Wretch that Jam! what has my rafhnefs done ! 

Lucia, thou injur’d innocence ! thou beft 

And lovelieft of thy fex! awake, my Lucia, 

Or Portius rufhés on his fword to join thee. 

—~Her imprtecations reach not to the tomb, 

They thut not out fociety in death.— 

Bot, ah! fhe moves! life wanders up and down 

‘Through ali her face, and lights up every charm, 
Lucia. 

O Portius, was this well !—to frown on her 
That tives upon thy fmiles! to call in doubt 
‘The faith of one expiring at thy feet, 

That loves thee more than ever wotnan lov'd! 
What do I fay? My half-recover'd fenfe 
Forgets the vow itr which my foul is.bound. 
Deltructiion ftands-hetwixt ust’ we niuft part. 
Portius. . 

Name not the word, my frighted thoughts Fun 

And ftartle into madnefs ag the found, (back, 


. Lucia. 
What would’ft thou have me do? Confider well 
The train of ills our love would. draw behind it. 
Think, Portius, think, thou {eeft'thy dying brother 
Stabb’d at his heart, and all befmear’d with blood, 
Storming at heaven and thee! thy awfu! fire 
Sternly demands the cause, th’ accurfed caufe, 
That robs him of his fon! poor Marcia trembles, 
Then tears her hair, and, frantic in her griefs, 
Calls oyt on Lucia ', What could Lucia anfwer! 
Or how ftand up in fuch a feene of ferrow } 

Portius, 
To my confufion and eternal grief, 

I mutt approve the fentence that deftroys me. 
‘The mift shat hung about my mind clears up; 
And new, athwart the terrors that thy vow 
Has planted round thee, thou appear’ ft more fair, 
More amiable, and rifeft in thy charms. 
{ LovelicR of women! heaven is im thy foul, 





Beatty and virtue fhine for éver round thee, 
Brightening each other! thou art all divine | 
: Tusia. 
Portius, no more! thy words Shoot through my 
heart, 
Melt my refolves, and turn mie all to love. 
‘Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eyes? 
‘Why heaves thy heatt? Why fwells thy foul with 
forrow ? 
Yt foftens me too much —Faréwell, my Portius; 
Farewell, though death is in the word, for-ever ! 


Portiuts 
Stay, Lucia, ftay! What doft thou fay? For. 
ever! 2 
Lucid. 


Have E not fworn? Lf, Po: . thy fuecefs 
Mutt throw thy brother on his fate, farewell, 
Oh, how fhall I repeat the word! for ever! 

Pértius, 

Thus o'er the dying lamp th’ unfteady flame 
Hangs quivering on a point, leaps aff byefics, 
And falls again, as loth to quit ite hold. 

—Thou mult not go, thy foul fill hovers o’er thee, 
And can't get loofe. 
Luciz. 
Wf the firm Portins hike 
‘To hear of parting, think what Lucia fuffers | 
te Portius. 

Tis trie; unruffied and ferene: I’ve mtet* 
‘The common acdidents of life; bit here 
Such an unlook'd-for ftorm of ills falls on me, 

Jt heats down all my ftrength. £ cannot bear it. 
‘We mutt not part. 





Lucia. 

‘What doft thou fay ? Not part? 
Haft thou forgot the vow:that I have made? [ns? 
Are there not heavens and gods and: thunder o’er 
—But fee, thy brother Marcus-bendg this way ! 
Tificken at the fight. Once more, farewell ; 
Farewell, and know thou wrong’ft me, if thou 

think’? 


Ever was love, or ever gricf, like mine. — [ Exit. 
Enter Marcus. 
Marcus. 
Portius, what hopes? How ftands fhe? Am I 
doom’d 
Te life, or death? 5 
Portius. 
What would’ft thow have me fay ? 


Marcus. 
What mieans this pentive pofture? Thou appear'it 
Like one amaz’d and terrify'd, 
Partius. 
I’ve reafon, 
Marcus. 
Thy down-caft fooks,and thy difarder’d thonghts, 
Tell me my fate. Lafk not the fucceis 
My caufe has found. 
Portius. 
V'm griev'd I undertook it. 
Marcus. : 
What? Does the barbarous maid infult my heart, 
‘My aching heart; and triumph in my pains? 
‘Khat 1 could caft her from my thoughts for ever | 


A wT 6 
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_— Portinz. 

Away! you're too fufpicions in your griefs; 
Lucia, though fworn rever to think of love, 
Compaflionates your pains, and pities you, 

P Morcus. 

Compaffionates my pains, atid pities me! 
What is compaffion when ‘tis void of love! 
Fool that { was to choofe fo cold a friend 
To urge my caufe! compaffionates my pains! 
Pr’ythee, what art, what rhetoric, didft thew uf 
‘To gain this mighty boon ? She pities me! 

To one that afks the warm returns of love, 
Compaflion’s cruelty, ‘tis fcorn, *tis death— 


Portus. 
Marcus, no more! have I deferv'd this treat. 
ment? * 
DMarcus. " 


Whtat have I faid! O Portius,O forgive'me t - 
A foul exafperated in ills falls out 
With every thing, its friend, itfelf—But ha! 
What means that fhout,big with the founds of wart 
What new alarm?. 

- Portiuc, 
A fecond, louder yet, 
Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon use 
Marcus, 

Oh, for fome glorious caufe to fall in battle !° « 
Lucia, thou haf ondone me}. thy diffain >>” 
Has broke my heart : 'tié death muft give ine etife.” 

Porthis, ’ 

Quick, let us hence ; who knows if Cato’s life 
Stand fure ? O Marcus, 1 am warm’d, my heare 
Leaps at the trumpet’s voice, and burns for glory- 

[ Baeunte 


Enter Sevipronius, with the Leaders of the Mutiny. 
Semipronius. : 
At length the witids are rais'd, the ftorm blowa? 
high. 
Be it your cae, my friends, to keep it up 
in its full fury, and direct it right, 
Till it has fpent itfelf on Cato’s head. 
Meanewhile Pi} herd among his friends, and feey 
One of the numbcr, that, whate’er atrive, 
My friends and fellow-foldiers may be fafe. 
Firf Leader. 
+ We all are fafe, Sempronius is ovr friend. 
Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato. 
But hark! he enters. Bear up boldly to hitn; 
Be fure you beat him down, and bind him fat: 
This day will end our toils, and give us re; 
Fear nothing, for Sempronius is our, friend, 


Enter Cato, Sémpronive, Lucius, Portius, and Martitse 
Caio. e 
Where are thefe bold intrepid fons of war, 
That greatly turn their backs upon the foe, 
And to their general fend a brave defiance ? 


Sempronins. = 
Corfe on their daftard fouls,they ftand aftonifh’d? 
[Afide. 
Cato. 


Perfidious men! and will you thus difhonout - 
Your patt exploits, and fully all your ware? 
Qui 


4 


- With Cato’s foes, and follow Czefar’s banners. 


‘ Tére let them hang, and taint the fouther# wind, j 


aa6 
Do you confefs twas not a zeal for Rome, 

Nor love of liberty, nor thirft of honour, 

Drew you thus far; but hopes to fhare the fpoil 
Of conquer'd towns, and plunder’d provinces ? 
Fir'd with fuch motives you do well to join 


Why did T'fcape th’ invenosn’d afpic’s rage, 
And ali the fiery monfters of the defart, 
To fee this day ? Why could not Cato fall 
‘Without your guilt? Behold, ungrateful men, 
Behold my bofom naked to your fwords, 
And let the man that’s injur'd ftrike the blow. 
‘Which of you all fulpécts that he is wrong’d, 
Or thinks he fuffers greater ills than Cato ? 
Arma I diftinguith'd from you but by wils, 
Superior téils, and heavier weight of cares! 
Painful pre-eminence | 
Sempronius. 

By heavens, they droop! 
ConfuGon to the villains! all is loft. Hfide. 
eae Cato. 

Have you forgotten Libya’s burning watte, 
Its batren rocks, parch’d earth, and hills of fand, 
Its tainted air, and all its broods of poifon ? 

‘Who was the firft t’ explore h” uritroddén path, 
‘When life was hazarded in every ftep ? 

Or, fainting in the long-laborions march, 

‘When on the banks of an unlook’d-for ftream 
¥ou funk the river with repeated draughts, 
‘Who was the laft in all your hoft that thirfted ? 

i Sempronius. 

If fome penurious fource by chance appear'd 
Scanty of waters, when you fcoop’d it dry, 

‘And offer’d the full helmet up'to Cato, 
Did not he dafh th’ untafted moiflure from him ? 
Did not he lead you through the midday fun, 
And clouds of duft? Did not his temples glow 
Ta the fame fultry winds, and fcorching heats? 

: “Cato, 

Hence, worthlefs' men ! herve ! and complain to 
You could not underge the toils of war, [Cafar ! 
Wor beac the hardthips that your leader bore 

we Lucius. 

See, Cato, fee th’ unhappy men! they weep! 
Feat and remorfe, and (rrow for their crime, 
Appear in every look, and plead for mercy. 

Cato, ‘i 

Learn to be hone men; give up your leaders, 
And pardon hall defcend on all the reft. 

Sempronius. 

Cato, commit thefe wretches to my care. | 
Firft let them each be broken on the rack, 
"Then, with what life remains, impai'd, and Icft 
‘To writhe at-leifure round the bloody fake. 





‘The partners of their crime will learu obedience, 
‘When they look up and fee their fellow-traitors 
Stuck on a fork,and blackening in the fun, 
Lucius. ; 

Sempronius, why, why wilt thou urge the fate 

Of wretched men ? 
Sempronius. 

How ! would’ft thou clear rebellion ! 
Lucius (good man) pities the poor offenders 
Fhat woold imoraethcir agds in Cuio’s blood. 
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Cato. 

-Forbear, Sempronius !— See they fuffer death, 
But in ehir deaths remember they are men. 
Strain not the laws to make their tortures grievous. 
Lucius, the bale degenerate age requires 
Severity and juttice in its rigour ; 

This awes an impious, bold, offending world, 
Commands obedience, and gives force to laws, 
When by juft vengeance guilty mortals perifh, 
The gods behold their punifhment with pleafure, 
And lay th’ uplifted thunder-bolt afide. 

Sempronius. : 

Cato, I execute thy will with pleafure. 
Cato. 

Meanwhile we'll facrifice to liberty. 
Remember, © my friends, the laws, the rights, 
The generous plari of power deliver’d down, 
From age to age, by your renown’d forefathers, 
(So dearly bought, the price-of {% much blood) 
O let it never perifh in your hands! 

But piovfly*tranfmit it to your children, 
Do thou, great liberty, infpire opr foulé 
And make out lives in thy poffeffion happy, 
Or oar deaths glorious in thy jut defence. 
* [Exeunt Cato, Pc. 


Sempronius and the Leaders ofthe Mutiny. 
Firft Leader. 

Sempronius, you have acted like yourfelf, [neft. 
One would have thought you had becn half in gar- 
. Sempronius, Katt 

Villain, ftand off! bafe grovelling worthlefs 
wretches, 
Mongrels in faction, poor faint-hearted traitors ! 
Second Leaer. 

Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempronius: 
Throw off the mafk,there are none here but friends. 
Simprovius. 

Boor, villains, when fuch paltry flaves prefume 


: To mix in treafon, if the plot fucceeds, 


They're thrown negledted by: but if it fails, 
They’re fure to die like dogs, as you fhall do. 
Here, take thefe factivus moniters, drag them forth 
‘Yo fudden death. 
Enter Guar.’s, 
Firft Lealer. 
Nay, fince it comes to this— 
Seripronius. 
Difpatch them quick ; but firft pluck out their 
tongues, ; 
Leit with their dying breath they fow fedition, 
| Exeunt Guards with the Leaders 


Enter Spbax. 
2. 


ip 

Our firk defign, we ind, has prov’d abortive ; 
Still there remains an after-game to play : 
My troops are mounted; their Numidian fteeds 
Snuff up the wind, and long to feour the defart : 
Let but Seimpronius head us in our flight, 
We'll force the gate where Marcus keeps his guard, 
Avd hew down.all that would oppofe our paffage, 
A day will bring-us into Caefar’a camp. 

Semprovius 


Confufion ' I have fail'd of half my purpofe.” 


| Marcia, the charming Marcia, ‘s left bebind | 


< eA 
. c A 
. Syphax. . 
How! wilt Sempronjus turn a woman’s flave ! 
Seimpronius. 

‘Think not thy friend can ever feel the folt 
Unmanly warmth, and tendernefs of love. 
Syphax, | long to clafp that haughty maid, 
And bend her ftubborn virtug to my paflion; 
When [ have gone thus far, I’d caft her off. 

Sythe. fi 

‘Well faid ! that’s fpoken lke thyfelf, Sempronius. 
‘What hinders then, but. that thou find her out, 
And hurry her away by manly force ? 

Sempronius, 

But how to gain admiffion ? Fot accefs 

Is given to none but Juba, and her brothers. 
Syphax. tas 

‘Thou thalt hive Juba’s drefs, and Juba’s guards: 
The doors will opeh, when Numidia’s prince 
Scems to appear before the flaves that watch them. 

Sempronius. a 
Heavens, what a thought is there 4 "Mmurcia’s my 
own! . pt 
How will my bofoth fwell with anziots joy, 
When f behold her'ftruggling if my arms, 
With glowing beauty, and diforder’d charms, 
While fear and anger, with alternate grace, 
Pant in her breaft, and vary in her face ! 
So Plute, feiv’d of Proserpine, convey’d _ 
‘To hell's tremendous glocm th’ affrighted thaid, 
Vhere grimly. fmil'd, pleas'd with the beduteou 
prize, * 


Nor envy'd Jove bis fun-fhine and his fkies, 


eet 
7 ca 


ACT WW. SCENE I 


Lucia and Marcia. 
Luise 
Now rel} me, Marcia, tell me from thy foul s 
Hi thou belie it poftible for woman 
‘Yo fuffer greater ills than Lucia futfers ? 
MM rei. 

© Lucia, Lucia, might my big fwoln heart 
Vent all its pric, and give a Iuofe te forrow : 
Marcia could anfwer thee in fighs, keep pace 
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear, 

Lucia. 

T kriow thou're dooin’d alike to be belov’d 
By Juba, and thy father’s friend Semptoniug: = 
But which of thefe has power to charm like Portius 

Marcia. 
Still mutt ! beg thee not to name Sempronius ? 
Lucia, Hike not that Joud boifterous man: 
Juba to all che bravery of a hero, 
Adds foftett love, and more than female fweetnefs; 
Juba might make the proude(t of our {ex, 
ainy of woman-kind, but Marcia, happy. 
Lascia, 

And why uct Marcia? come, you Mrive in vain 
Tu hide your thoughts from onc, whe knows too | 
‘Phe inward glowings of a beart in love. {well 

Mercia. 
While Cato lives, his daughter bas no right 











Yo love or hate, but ashis choice diredts. L 


T oO. 
= Lucia. 3 
Bat fhould this father give you to Semproniag? 
farci'. a 
I gare'riot think he will: but if he fhould—' ~ 
Why wilt thou add #6 all the griefs [ (uffer 
Imaginary ills, and fancy'd tortures? 
I hear the found of feet! they march this way * 
Let us recire, and try if wé can drown 
Each fofter thought in ferfe of prefent danger. 
When [ove once plead3 admiffion to cur bearts 
(in {pight of ail the virtue we can boat) © 
‘The woman that déliberates is Tok. [ Excinnti 
Enter Semprenini, drei’ like Juba, with Numidiag 
7 Guards. . a 
Serpronius. i ean 
The deer is lodg'd. I've track’d her to her castes 
Be fare you mind the word ; and whe | give it, 
Rufh in at once, and feize upon your prey. : 
Let not her cries of tears have forte to tha 
—How will the young Nomidian rave, to {ce 
His miftrefs lot Haught could glad my font 
Beyond th* enjoyment‘of fo bright a prize, 
*T would be to torture that young, gay, barbarian. _ 
—But hark, what noife! death to my hopes? ’tis hes, 
"Tis Juba’s felf! there is hut one-way leit 
He muft be murder’d, anda paffagecut |. 
Through thofe his guards.~——Ha, daffards, do yout : 
. tremble ! Da ataahe, ce ah 
Or aét like med, or By yon. dztiré hedve— 


Enter Jia 


tuba. 
What do' I fee ? epee this that dares ufarp 
The guards and habits of Numidia’s prince.? 
: ’ Semprantus. : 
One that was born to {courge thy arrogance, 
Prefumptaous youth f 
: Subs 


- Saba. F 3 
What can this mean ? Semproniue£:- 
- Sempr nius. 4 S 
fword Gall anfwer thee, Have at thy hearts 
. Saher : 
+ Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarog 
man! [Serp. falls. His Guards farrenilere 
Sempronias. - . 
Curfe on my ftare!.am {then doom’d téfall - > 
By aboy's hand? disfigur’d in a vile ma 
Numidian drefs, and fot a worthlefs woman? 
Gods, I’m diftracted! this my ctofe of life! ~ 
O for a-peal of thunder, that would make 
Earth, fea, avd air, and beaven, and Cat tremble! 


: ‘© [ Diesé* 
Fuba. 


With what a fpring his furious foul broke loofe, 
And ieft the liinbs Mil quivering on the ground !” 
Hence let us carry off thafé flaves to Caro, 
‘That we may there ac fngth unravel all 
This dark defign, thié myfery of fate. 

[Exit Juba, « 


yous 





a: 





My 















Enter Luclr and Marci. 
; Luin, 
Sure twas the clath of fwords; my troubled 
«heart |. : 
Is fo caft down; and fenk amid® its forrews, 
Qa 








a8 
¥t throbs erith fear, and aches at every found. 
© Marcia, fhovld thy brothers for my fake !— 
4 die away with horror at the thought. 
" Mareia. 
See, Lucia, fee! here’s blood ! here’s blood and 
murder } 


«Ha! a Namidian! heavens preferve the prince ! 


The face lies muffled up within the garment. 
But ha! death to my fight! a diadem, 
And purple robes! O gods! ‘tis he, ’tis he, 
Juba, the Jovelieft' youth that ever warm’d , 
A-virgin’s heart, Juba lies dead before us! 
Lucia. 

Now, Marcia, now call up to thy affiftance 

Thy wonted ftrength, and conftancy of mind; 


"Thou canft not put it to a greater tela, 


Sy 


Marcia. 
Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience. 
‘Have I not caufe to rave, and beat my hrealt, 
To rend my heart with grief, aud run diftraged! 


‘ Lucia, 
‘What can I think or fay, to give thee comfort? 
vo Marecta. 


‘Talk not of comfort, ’tis for lighter ills : 
Behold a fight, that ftrikes ali ‘comfort dead, 


Enter Fuba liftenings, 


* J will indulge my forrows, and give way 


‘To all the pangs and fury of defpair ; 


~ "That man, that beft of man, deferv’d it from me. 


Fuba. 
What do [ hear? and was the fajfe Sempronius 
‘That beft of men? O, had { fali’n like him, 
And could have thus been mourn’d, J had been 


happy! 
Lucia. 


Here will I ftand, companion in thy woes, 
‘And help thee with my tears; when I behold 
A lofs like thine, Uhalf forgee my own. 

. Marcia. 

*Tisnot in fate to eafe my tortur’d breaft, 
‘This empty: world, to me a joyle(s defert, 

‘Has nothing left to make poor Marcia happy. 
‘uba. 

T'm on the rack! was he fo near her heart ? 
Marcia. 

Oh, he was all made up of love and charms, 
‘Whatever maid could with, or man admire : 
Delight of every eye! when he appear’d, 

A feeret plcafure gladden’d all that faw him ; 
But when he talk’d, the proudeft Roman blufh’d 
"Yo hear his virtues, and old age grew wife. 





‘ Sfubas 
F fhall run mad 
Mareia. 
é © Juba! Jubd! Juba! 

Juba. 

What means that voice? did the not: cali on 

Juba? 

Marcia. 


Why da 1 think on what he was! he’s dead! 


“He's dead, and never knew how much | lov’d him. 


Lucia, who knows but his poor bieeding heart 
Anudft its agonies, remember'’d Marcia, 
Aad the Jaft words he utter’d call’d me cruel! 
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Alas! hé knew not, haplefs youth! he knew tet 
Marcia’s whole foul was full of love and Juba! 
Fuba. 
‘Where am I! do I live! or am indeed 
What Marcia thinks! All is Elyfium round me! 
Marcia. 
Ye dear remains of the moft lov’d of men, 
Nor modefty nor virtue here forbid 


A laft embrace, while thus—— 


| Fuba. 
See, Marcia, fee, 
The happy Juba lives! he lives to catch 
That dear embrace, and to return it too 
With mutual warmth and eagernefs of love. 
Marcia. 

With pleafore and amaze, I ftand tranfported } 

Sure ‘tis a dream! dead and alive at once! 
If thou art Juba, who lies there? 

 Fuba, 

A wretch, 
Difguis’d like Juba on a ‘cur#’d defign. 
‘The tale is long, nor have f heard it out. 
‘Thy father knows it all. 1 could not bear 
‘To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death, 
Rut flew, in all the hatte of love, to find thee. 
§ fourid thee Weeping,-and confefs this once, 
Am wrapt with joy to fee my Marcia’s tears, 
Marcia. 

I’ve been furpris’d in an ufguarded hour, 
But muft not now go back ; the love, that lay 
Half-{mother'd ia my breaft, has broke through al! 
Its weak reftraints, and burns in its full luftre; 
1 cannot, if F would, conces! it from thee. 


+ Fuba. 
I’m loft in ecftafy! and doft thou love, 
Thou charming maid? 
Maria. 
And doft thou live to afk it? 
Fuba. 

This, this is life indeed! life worth preferving ! 

Such Jife as Juba never felt till now! 
Marcia. 
Believe me, prince, before I thought thee dead, 
{ did not know myfelf how much I Jov'd thee. 
Fuba. 
O fortunate miftake ! 
Marcia. 
© happy Marcia! 
‘uba. 

My joy! my beft belov’d! my only with! 

How fhall 1 {peak the tranfport of my foul ! 
. Marcia. 

Lucia, thy arm ! ‘ob let me reft upon it !— 
The vitai blood, that had forfook my heart, 
Returns again in fuch tumultuous tides, 

Tt quite o’ercomes me. Lead to my apartment. 
O prince! I blufh to think what I have faid, 

But fate has wrefted the confeilion from me 3 

Go on, and profper in the paths of honour, 

‘Thy virtue will excufe my paffion for thee, 

And make the gods propitious to our love. 

: * LEx. Mare. ard Lue. 
‘uba. 

Tam fo blefs’d, I fear “tis all a dream. 

Fortuac, thou now haft made amends for al} * 


ea T & aay 


But fee young Juba; the good youth appears 


Thy pafLankindnefs. I abfolve my ftars. 
Full of the guilt of his perfidious fubjects, 


‘What thougls Numidia add her conquer'd towns 
















And provinces to {well the vidtor's triumph ? 7 Lucius, meet 
Juba will never at his fare repine, Aks, poor prince! his fate deferves compafioms | 
Let Cafar have the world, if Marcia’s minc. 
{ Exit. Enter Fuba. 
: Juba. 


A march at a diftance. T blufh, and am confounded to appear 


Before thy prefence, Cato. 
‘i Cato. . 
. .. What’s thy crime ? 
Fade. 


¥'m a Numidian. 


Enter Cote and Lucius. 


Lucius. 
1 ftand aftonith'd! what, the bold Sempronius* 
That {till broke foremof through the crowd uf 
patriots, 
As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported, 


And virtuous ev’n to madnefe—— 


And a brave ons. ey en 
Thou haft a Reman foul. Sse soe 


ube, ‘ 
Cato. . Haft thou-net heard: 
Truft me, Lucius, Of my falfe countrymen ? 7 
Our civil difcords have produced fuch crimes, Cate. 


Such monftrous crimes, | am furpris’d at nothing. 
O Lucius, I am fick of this bad world! 
"The day-light and the fan grow painful to me. 


Alas! young prince, 
Falfehood and fraud fhoot up.in every foil, 
"The product of all climes—Reme has its Cxfarsi ; 





‘ube. 
Enter Portius. 7 "Tis generous thus to comfort the diftrefe’d. 
But fee where Portius comes! what means this Cato. : 
hafte ? | Tis juft to give applaafe where *tis deferw’ds 
‘Why are thy looks thus chang’ ? Thy virtue, prince, has ftood the teft of foremnes. 


Portius. A aks Like pureft gold, that, tortur’d ia the fometts ¢ 
My heart is griew’d. | Comes out ‘more bright, and: briegs: foxth, ‘inn 
Pbring fach news as will affliét my father, weight. 


Cato. : a Fa be. 
Has Cafar thed more Roman blasd? ‘What fhall 1 anfwer thee? my ravith’d heart 
Portius. mice ta yeas with joys Vd rather gain 
wg og Noe ‘praife, OQ Catd, than Numidia‘s empire, 
‘The traitor within, the fquare * Enter Pertivs hattily. : 


He exercis'd: ghe fignal given, 

Flew off at ance with bla Nomidian horfe 

To the fouth gate, where. Marcus holds the watch. 

I faw, and call’d to top him, but in vain; 

He tofs’d his arm aloft, and proudly told me, 

He would not ftay and perifti like Sempronius. 
Cato. 

Perfidious men ! but hatte, my fon, and fee 
‘Fhy brother Marcus acts a Roman’s part. 

[ Exit Portius. 
~-Lucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me : 
Jnftice gives way to force : the conquer'd world 
Js Cvefar’s ; Cato has no bufinefs in it. 

Lucius. 

While pride, oppreffion, and injuftice reign, 
The world will fill demand her Cato’s prefence, 
In pity to mankind, fubmit to Czfar, 

And reconcile thy mighty foul to life. 
Cato. 

‘Would Lucius have me live to fwell the number 
Of Czefar’s flaves, or by a bafe fubmiffion 
Give up the caufe of Reme, and own a tyrant? 

. Lucius. 

The victor never will impofe on Cato 
Ungencrous terns, His enemies confefs 
‘Lhe virtues of humanity arc Celar’s. 


Portius. . . 
Misfortune on Misfortune! grisf on grief! | 
My brother Marcus—— ne 
Cato, 
Ha! what has he done? 
Has he forfook his poft ? has he given way?” 
Did he Jook tamely on, and let them pafe? 
Portius. 

Scarce had f left my father, but Imethim =~ 
Borne on the shiclds of his furviving foldiers, . — 
Breathlefs and pale, and cover’d o’er with wouttds, 
Liong, at the head of his few faithful friends, - 

He ftood the thock of a whole holt of foes, 
Till, obftinately brave, and bent on death, 
Opprett with multitudes, he greatly fell. 

+ Cato. se : 
T'm fatisfy’d. * 

Portius. 

Nor did he fall before 
His {word had pierc’d through the falfe heart of Sy= 
phax: 
Yonder he lies. I faw the hoary traitor 
| Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground. 
Cate. 

Thanks to the gods! my boy has done his duty. — 
Portius, when I am dead, be fure thou place 


a Cato. His urn near mine. 
Caurfe on his virtues! they’ve undene his conn- Portius. 5 
Such popular humanity is treefun— try: | Long may they keep afunder! 
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Lucius, 
O Cato, arm thy foul with all its patience ; 
See where the corpfe of thy dead fon approaches ! 
* ‘The citizens and fenators, alarm’d, 
Have gather'd round it, and attend it weeping. 


Cato meeting the corpfe. 
Cato. 
‘Welcome, my fon! here lay him down my 
friends. ; 
Full in my fight, that I may view at leifure 
The bloody corfe, and count thofe glorious wounds.- 
How beautiful is death, when earn’d by virtue! 
‘Who would not be that youth? what pity is it 
‘That we can die but once to ferve our country! 
‘Why fits this fadnefs on your brows, my friends ? 
‘T thould have bluth’d if Cate's houle had ftood 
Secure, and flourith’d in a civil war—— 
Portius, behold thy brother, and remember 
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. 
‘uba. 
‘Was ever man like this! [Afice. 
Cato, 
Alas, my friends * 
Why mourn you thus? let not a private lofs 
AMfi@ your hearts. “Fis Rome requires our tears. 
"The miftrefs of the world, the feat of empire, 
"The nurfe of heroes, the delight of gods, 
» Phat humbled the proud tyrants of the earth, 
And fet the nations free, Rome is no more. 
© liberty !"O virtue! O my country: 


Juba. 
Behold that upright man! Rome fills his eyes 
‘With tears, that flow’d not o’er his own dead 
fon. [Ajide. 
Cato, 
‘Whate'er the Roman virtue has fubdued, 
"The fun’s whole courfe, the day and year, are 
For him the felf-devored Decii dy’d, {Coefar’s, 
"The Fabii fell, and the great Scipio's conquer’d : 
Ev'n Pompey fonght for Cxfar. Oh, my friends! 
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages, 
"The Roman empire fall’n ! O curft ambition 
Fall'n into Czefar’s hands! Our great forefathers 
Had left him nought to conquer but his country, 





‘uba. 
| While Cato lives, Czefar will blufh to fee 
Mankind cnflay’d, and be afham'd of empire. 

“Gato. 
Cafar afham’d! has not he feen Pharfalia! 
Lucius. 
Cato, ’tis time thou fave thyfelf and us. 
Caio. 

Lofe not a thought on me. I’m out ef danger. 
Heaven will not leave me in the victor’s hand, 
Cafar fhall never fay, I’ve conquer’d Cato. 

But oh! my friends, your fafety fills my heart 
With anxious thoughts: a thoufand fecret terrors 
Rife in my foul: how fhall I fave my friends? 
“Tis now, O Cxfar, I begin to fear thee. 
Lucius, 
Cefar has mercy, if we afk it of him. 
Cato 

"Then afl ity conjure you! let him know 

 Whate’er was done againit him, Cate did i. 
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Add, if you pleafe, that I requeft it of him, 
‘That I myfelf, with tears, requeft it of him, 
The virtue of my friends may pafs unpunifh’d. 
Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake. 
Should I advife thee to regain Numidia, 
Or feek the conqueror ? 
Fuba. 
t€ I forfake thee 
Whilft I have life, may heaven abandon Juba! 
ei Cato. 
Thy virtues, prince, if I forefee aright, 
Will one day make thee great; at Rome hereaffer, 
’Twill be no crime to have been Cato’s friend. 
Portius, draw near! my fon, thon oft haft feen 
Thy fire engag’d in a corrupted ftate, 
Wreftling wich vice and faQion : now thou feeft me 
Spent, overpower'd, defpairing of faccefs ; 
Let me advife thee to rerreat betimes 
To thy paternal feat, the Sabine field, 
Where the great Cenfor toii'd with his own hands, 
And all our frugal anceftors were blefs'd 
Tn humble virtues, and a rural life. 
There live retir’d; pray for the peace of Rome; 
Content thyfelf to be obfeurely good. 
When vice prevails, and impious men bear fway, 
The poft of honour is a private ftation. 
Portius. 
T hope, my father does not- recommend 
A life to Portius, that he fcorns himfelf. 
Cato. 
Farewell, my friends! if there be any of you 
That dares not truft the victor’s clemency, 
Koow there are thips prepar’d by my command, 
(Their fails already opening to the winds) 
‘That fhall convey you to the with'd-for port. 
Is there aught elfe, my friends, I can do fcr you? 
‘The conqueror draws near. Once more farewell ! 


“If e’er we meet hereafter, we fhall meet 


In happier climes and on a fafer thore, 

Where Czefar never thall approach us more, 

There the brave youth, with love of virtue fir'd, 

{Pointing to the body of bis dead fon. 

Who greatly in his country’s caufe expir'd; 

Shall know he conquer’d. The firm patriot theré 

(Who made the welfare of mankind his care) 
hough ftill, by faction, vice, and fortune, croft, 

Shalt find the generous labour was not loft. 








ACT V. SCENE f 


Cato folus. 
Sitting tn a thoughtful poflure: In bis band Plato's book 
on the immortality of the feu. A drawn fevord on the 
table by hire. - 


| It muff be fo—Plato, thou reafon’ well! — 


Elfe whence this pleafing hope, this fond defire, 
This longing after intmortality ? 

Or whence this feeret dread, and inward horror, 
OF falling into nought? Why fhrinks the foul 
Back on herfeif; and Martles at deitrudion? * 
“Tis the divini:y that firs within us4 


Cc OA 


“Tis heaven itfelf, that points out an hereafter, 

And intimates eternity to man, 

Eaernity { thou pleafing, dreadful thought | 

‘Through what variety of untry’d being, ° 

Through what new fcenes and changes mutt we 

pats! 

‘The wide, th’ unbounded profped, lies before me; 

But fhadows, clouds, and darkneds, reft upon it. 

Here wili hold. If there's : above us, 

(And that there is all nature cries aloud 

‘Through all her works) he muft delight in virtue; 

And that which he delights in mutt be happy. 

But when! or where !—Tbis world was made for 

Cefar. 
I'm weary of conjeGtures—This muft end them. 
[Laying bis band upon bis fword. 

‘Thus am I doubly arin’d: my death and life, 

My bane and antidote, are both before me: 

‘This in a moment brings me to an end, 

But thie informs me I fhali never die. 

‘The foul, fecur’d in her exifteuce, fmjles 

At the drawn dagger, and defies its point. 

"The ftars fhall fade away, the fun himfelf 

Grow dim with age, and nature fink in years ; 

But thot fhalt flourifh in immortal youth, 

Unhurt amid the war of elements, 

‘The wrecks of matter, and the crufh of worlds. 
‘What means this heavinefs that hangs upon me? 

This lethargy ghat creeps through all my fenfes? 

Nature oppre(#'d, and harafs’d out with care, 

Sinks down to reft, This once I'll favour her, 

That my awaken'd foul may take her flight, 

Renew’d in all her ftrength, and freth with life, 

An offering fit for heaven. Let guilt or fear 

Difturb man’s reft ; Cato knows neither of them, 

Indifferent in his choice, to Aeep or. dic, 


Enter. Portius. . 

But ha ! how’s this, my fon ? why this introfion ? 
‘Were not my orders that 1 would be private? 
Why am I difobey’d? 

Portias- 
Alas, my father ! 
What means this fword ? this inftrument of death ? 
Let me convey it hence! 
Gato. 
Rafh youth, forbear! 
Portins. 

© let the prayers, th’ entreaties of your friends, 

Their tears, their common danger, wrelt it from 
you. 
Cato. 

Wouldtt thou betray nic? wouldft thou give me 

up 

A flave, a captive, into Cafar’s hands? 
Retire, and learn obedience to @ father, 
Or know, young man !—— 

Portius. 

Lock not thus fternly on me; 
You know I'd rather die than difobey you. 

Cato. 

‘Tis well! again I’m mafter of myfelf, 
Now, Caifar, let thy troops befet our gates, 
And‘bar each avenue, thy gathering ficets 
O'erfpread the fra, and Mop ap every post; 
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Cato fhall open to himfelf a paffage, 
Ad mock thy hopese— 
& Portius. 
O Sir, forgive your fon, 
Whole grief hangs heavy on him! O my father! 
How am I fyre it is not the jaft time 
Te’er fhall call you fo! Be not difpleas’d, 
O be not angry with me whilft I weep, 
And, in the anguifh of my heart, befeech you 
To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul. 
Cat 


0. 
Thou haft been ever good and dutiful. 
[Embracing bia, 
Weep not my fon. All will. be well again. : 
The righteous gods, whom | have fought to pleafe, 
Will fuccour Cato, and preferve hie children. 
Portius. " 
Your words give comfort to my drooping heart. 
Cato, 
Portius, thou may’ft rely upon my condu&. 
Thy father will not aét what mifbecomes hint, 
But go, my fon, and fee if aught be wanting 
Among thy father's friends: fee them embark'ds 
‘And tell me if the winds and feas befriend them. 
My foal is quite weigh’d down with care, and atks 
The foft refrefhment of a moment’s fleep. [Zxit. 
Portius. - 
My thoughts are more at cafe, my heart revives, 


ast 


Enter Marcia. fog 
O Marcia, O my fitter, ftill there’s hope! 
Our father will not caft away a life 
So needful to us all, and to his country. 
Bie is retir’d to reft, and feems to cherifh © 
‘Thoughts full of peace. He has difpatch’d me hence. 
With orders, that befpeak-a mind compos’d, 
Aad ftudious for the fafety of his fri 2 i 
Marcia; take care that none difturb his fumbers. 
i [ Exit. 
. Marcia. 

O ye immortal powers, that guard the juft, 
Watch round his couch, and foften his repofe, 
Banifh*his forrows, and becalns his foul 
With eafP dreams; remember all his virtues; 
And thow mankind that goodneés is your care, 





Ester Lucia. 


Lucia. 
Where is your father, Marcia, where is Cato? 
Marcia. 

Lucia, fpeak low; he is retir'd to reft. - 
Lucia, [feel a gently-dawning hope 
Rife in my foul. We fhall be happy ftill. 

Lucia. _. 

Alas, I tremble when I think ‘on Cato. 

In every view, in evecy thought, [ tremble 

Cato is ftern, and awful as a god ; 

He knows not how, to wink at human frailty, 

Or pardon weaknefs, that he uever felt. 
Marcie. 

Though ftern and awful co the foes of Rome, 
He is all goodnefs, Lucia, always mild, 
Compaffionate, and gentle to his friends. 

Fill'd with domettic tendernefs, the be, 
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‘The kindeft father ' 1 have ever found him 
Eafy and good, and bounteous'to my withes. 
Lucia. : 
"Tis his confent alone can make us blefs'd. 
“Marcia, we both are equally involv’d 
* In the fame intricate, perplex’d, diftrefs. 
‘The cruel hand of fate, that has deftroy’d 
Thy brother Marcis, whom we both: lamient-—~ 
Marcia. 
And ever fhall lament, unhappy youth! 
Lucia. 

Has fet my foul at large, and now I ftand 
Loofe of my vow. But who knows Cato’s thoughts? 
‘Who knows but yet he may difpofe of Portius, 
@r how he Has determin’d of thyfelf? 

Marcia. 
Let him. but live ! commit the reft to heaven. 


Enter Lucius. 


Lucius. 
Sweet are the flumbers of the virtuous man! 
® Marcia, I have feen thy godlike father : 
Seme power invifible fapports his foul, 
And bears it up in all its wonted greatnefs. 
A hind refrething fleep is fall’n upon him : 
Maw him ftretch'd at eafe, his fancy loft 
In pleafing dreams ; as I drew near his couch, 
He fmil'd, and cry'd—Cafar, thou can't not 
hure me! 
Marcia. 
His mind fil labours with fome dreadfal 
thought. 
Lucius. 
Lucia, why’ all this grief, thefe floods of for- 
row? 
Dry up thy tears, my child; we all are fafe 
‘While Cato lives—his prefence will prote@ us. 


Enter Fube. 


Juba. on 
Lucius, the horfemen are return'd from viewing 
‘The number, ftrength, and pofture of our foes, 
‘Who now encamp within a fhort hour’s match. 
On the high point of yon bright weftern tower 
‘We ken them from afar; the fetting fun {nrets 
Plays on their thining arms and burnith’d hel- 
And covers all the field with gleams of fire, 
Lucius. 

Marcia, "tis time we fhould awake thy father. 
Cafar is Rill difpos'd to give us terms, 
And waits at diltance till he hears from Cato. 


Enter Portivs. 


Fortius, thy looks {peak fomewhat of importance. 
‘What tidings doft thon bring? Methinks I {ee 
Unnfual gladnefs fparkling in thy eyes. 
Portius, 
As T was hafting to the port, where now 
My father’s friends, impatient for a paflage, 
Accufe the lingering winds, -a fail arriv’d 


From Pompey’s fon, who through the realms cf j 


Spain 
Calls out for vengeance on his father's death, 
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And roufes the whole nation up to arneé. 
Were Cato at their head, once more might 


Rome 
Affert her righty, andiclaim her Hberty. s 
Bue hark! what means that groan? O give me 
way, 
Aad let me fly into my father’s prefence. 


cis. 
Cato, amidit his flumbers, thinks on Rome, 
And it the wild diforder of his foul 
Mourns o’er his country ; Ha! a fecond groan las 
Heaven’ guard us all !— 
Marcia, 

Alas! 'tis not the voice 
Of one who fleeps! ’tis agonizing pain, 
*Tis death is in that found— 


Re-enter Portius. 


Portius, 
O fight of woe f 
O Marcia, what we feat'd is come to pats! 
Cato is fall’n upon his fword— 
Lucius, 
O Portius, 
Hide all the horrors of thy moutnful tale, 
And Jet us guefs:the reft. 
Portius. 
I've raix’d him up, 
And plac’d him in his chair, where, pale and 


_fwint, 
He axis for breath, and, as his life flows from 
‘im, 
Demands to fee his friends. His weeping fervants, 
Obfequious to his orders, bear him Hither. 
[The back feene opens, anit difsovc's Cato. 
Marcia. 
O heaven, affift me in this dreadful hour 
‘Fo pay the laft fad duties to my father ! 
Juba, 
‘Thefe are thy triamphs, thy exploits, O Cxfar ! 
Lucius. 
Now is Rome fall’n indeed! 
[Cato brought forward in bis chair. 
Cato, 
Here fer me down— 
Portius, come near me—are my friends embark'd 2 
Can any thing be thought of for their fervice? 
Whilft I yet live, let me not live in vain. 
—O Lucius, art thou here?—Thou art too good !— 
Let this our friendihip live between our children ; 
Make Portius happy in thy daughter Lucia. 
Alas puor man, he ‘weeps i<~-Marcia, my daugh- 
tera’ : 
-—O bend me forward '—Juba loves thee, Marcia, 
A fenator of Rome, while Rome farviv'd, 
Would mot have match’d his daughter with a 
king, 
But Cefar's arms have thrown down all diftince 
tion ; 
Whoe’er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman— 
I'm fick to death-——O when fhall I get loofe 
From this vaia world, th’ abode of guilt and 
fertow ‘— 


| —And yct methinks a beam of light breaks is 


cA 
Qn my departing foul. Alas, I fear 
Y’ve been too hafty. O ye powers, that fearch 
‘The heart of mgn, and weigh his inmoft thoughts, 
Tf I have-done amifs, impute it not! 
"The beft may crr, but you are good, and—oh! 
[ Dies. 
Lucius. 
‘There fled the greateft foul that ever warm’d 
A Roman breafk. QO Cato! O my friend! 
Thy will thall be religioufly obferv'd. 
Bur Ict us bear this awtul corpfe to Cefar, 


T @. 


And lay it in his fight, that he may ftand 
A fence betwixt us and the victor’s wrath 3 
Cato, though dead, fhall fill protect his Friends, 


aa 


From hence, let fierce contending nations know 
What dire effe&s frem civil difcord flow. 
*Tis this that fhakes our country with alarms, 
And gives ap Rome a prey to Roman arms, 
Produces fraud, and cruelty, and ftrife, 
And robs the guilty world of Cato’s life. 
[Zxeuat omnes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON A, 





MEN 
King Henry. 
Sir Trufty, Keepér of the Bowers 
Page. = 
Meflenger. 


womMmMeEn 


Queen Elinor. 
Rofamond. 
Grideline, Wife to Sir Trufty. 


GUARDIAN angers, &c. = 


Scene, Woodftock-Park. 





Flow’ry mountains, 


ACT |. SCENE L Moffy fountains, 

Shady woods, 

A Profpedl of Woodftock-Park, terminating in Cryftal floods, 
the Bower. 


With wild variety furprife, 
+ As o’er the hollow vaults we walk, 


Enter Queen and Page, A hundred echoes ruund us talk: 


From hill to hill the voice is toft, 
Queen, Rocks rebounding, 
Waar place ishere! Caves refounding, 
What fcenes appear; Not a fingle word is lott. 
‘Where’er I turn my eyes, Page, 
All around There gentle Rofamond immured, 


Enchanted ground 


Lives from the world and you fecured, 
And foft ElyGums rife ; 


t Aliuding to the famous echo in Woedtiock-parky 
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Dreeen, 
Curfe on the name! Taint, die, 
With fecret pangs of jealoufy. 
Page. 
‘There does the penfive beauty mourn, 
And languifh for her lord's return. 
i Sucen, 
Death and confufion ! Pm too flow. 
Show me the happy manfion, fhow. 
” Page. 
Great Henry there—— 
Quen, 














Trifer, no more ! 
Page, 
——Great Henry there 
Will foon forget the toils of war. 
ween, 
! No more! the happy manfion fhow 
‘That holds this lovely guilty foe. 
My wrath, like that of heaven, thall rife, 
And blatt her in her paradile. 
Page, 
Behold on yonder rifing ground 
The bower, that wanders 
In meanders, 
Ever bending, 
Never ending, 
Glades on glades, 
Shades on fhades, 
Running an eternal round, 
aceite 
In fuch an endlefs maze I rove, 
Loft in the labyrinths of love. 
My breaft with hoarded vengeance burns, 
While fear and rage 
‘With hope engage, 
And‘rule my wavering foul by turns, 
Page, 
‘The path yon verdant field divides, 
‘Which to the foft confinement guides. 
Queer, 
Eleonora, think betimes, 
‘What are thy hated rival’s crimes! 
Whither, ah whither dof thou go ! 
‘What has the done to move thee fo! 
* —Does fhe not warm with guilty fire 
‘The faithlefs lord of my defire ? 
Have not her fatal arts remov’d 
My Henry from my arms? 
*Tis her crime to be lov’d, 
’Yis her crime to have charms. 
Let us fly, let us fly, 
She fhall die, the thall die. 
T feel, 1 feel, my heart relent : 
How could the fair be innoceut ! 
To a monarch like mine, ~ 
Who would not refign'! 
One fo great and fo brave 
All hearts maft enilave, 
Page. 
Hark! hark! what found invades my ear ? 
Yhe conqueror’s epproach 1 hear. 
He comes, victorious Henry comes, 
trumpets, fifes, and drums, 
vadfil concert join’d, 





[Afide. 
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Send from afar 
A found of war, 
“And fill with horror ev'ry wind, 
Queen, 

Henry returns from danger free ! 
Henry returns !—-—but not to me. 
He comes his Rofamond to grect, 
And lay hisJaurels at her feet, 
His vows impatient to renew ; 
His vows, to Eleonora due. 
Herc fhall the happy nymph detain, 
(While of his abfence L complain) |” 
Hid in her mazy, wanton bower, 
My lord, my life, my conqueror. 3 

No, no, ’tis decreed 

The traitrefs hall bleed ; 

No fear fhall alarm, 

No pity difarm ; 

In my rage fhall be feen 

The revenge of a queen, 





SCENE I. 
The Entry of the Bower, 


Sir Trufly, Knight of the Bower, folus, 
How unhappy is he, 
That is ty’dto a fhe, 
And fam’d for his wit and his beauty ! - 
For of us pretty fellows : 
Our wives are fo jealous, 
They ne’er have enough of our duty. 
But hah: my limbs begin to quiver, 
| E glow, Isburn, [ freeze, 1 thiver ; 
Whence rifes this convulfive ftrife? 
{ fmell a fhrew ; 
My fears are true, 
Ifce my wife, 


SCENE IIL 


Grideline and Six Trufty. 


Grideline, 

Faithlefs varlet, art.thou there ? 
Sir Trufly. 

My love, my dove, my charming fair! 
Gridetine. 

Monfter, thy wheedling tricks I know. 
Sir ‘Trufly. 

Why wilt thou call thy turtle fo? 
Grideline. 

Cheat not me with falfe careffes. 
Sir Trafty, 

Let me ftop thy mouth with kiffes. 

| Gride'ine. 

Thofe to fair Rofamond are due. 
Sir, Trafty. 

She is not half {o fair as you. 
Grideline. 

She views thee with a lover's eye. 
Sir Trufy. 


TU Mul be thine, and Jet her die. 
! 


sé 
Grideline. 
No, no, "tis plain. ‘Thy frauds I fee. 
Traitor to the king and me! 
Sir Trufly. 
© Grideline! confult thy glafs, 
Behold that fweet bewitching face, 
Thofe blooming cheeks, that lovely hue! 
Every feature 
(Charming creature) 
‘Will convince you I am true. 
Grideline. 
© how bleft were Grideline, 
os 1 call Sir Trufty mine ! 
id he not covet amorous wiles 
‘With foft, but ah! deceiving (miles : 
How fhould [ revel in delight, 
‘The fpoufe of fuch a peerlels knight! 
Sir Truf!y. 
At length the ftorm begins to ceafe, 
T've footh’d and flatter’d her to peace. 
*Tis now my turn to tyrannize: 
4d feel, ¥ feel my fury rife! . 
‘Tigrefs, be gone, 
Grideling, 
1 love thee fo 
I cannot go. 


Sir Tryfty, 
Fly from my paffion, Beldame, fly! 
Grideline. 
‘Why fo unkind, Sir Truity, why? 
* Sir Trufly. 
‘Thou’rt the plague of my life. 
2 Grideline, 
¥'m a foolith, fond wife. 
Sit Trufy. ; 
Let us part, 
Let us part. 
Grideline, 


‘Will you break my poor heart ? 
‘Will you break my poor heart ? 


Sir Trufly. 
Twill if T can. vy 
Grideline. 
O barbarous-‘man! = 
“From whence doth all this paffion flow ‘ 
Sir Trudy. 
‘Thou art ugly and old, 
And a villanous {cold, 
Grideliae. 1 
‘Thou art a ruftic to call me fo, 
* V'm not ugly nor old, 
Nor a villanous fcold, 
But thou art a ruftic to'call me fo. 
‘Thou, traitor, adieu! 


Sir Trufy. 
Farewell, thou threw. 
Grideline, 
Thou traitor. 
Sir Trufy. 
Thou fhrew ! 
Both. 


Adieu! Adieu! 
Sir Trafly, folus, 
Mow hard is our fate, 
Who ferve in the ftate, 


{Afe. 
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And fhould lay out our cares 
Qn public affairs; 
When conjugal toils, 
And family roils 
Make ail our great labours mifcarry ! 
Yet this is the jot 
Of him that has got 
Fair Rofan.ond’s cower, 
With the clew in his power, 
And is courted by all, 
Both the great and the fimall, 
As principal pimp to the mighty King Harry. 
But fee, the penfive fair draws near; 
Vil at a diftance ftand and hear. 


SCENE ly. 
Refamond and Sir Trufty. 


‘Rofamond. 
From walk to wajk, from fhade to fhade, 
From ftream to purling ftream convey’d, 
Through all the mazes of the grove, 
Through all the mingling tracts I rove, 
‘Turning, 
Burning, 
Changing, 
Ranging 
Full of gricf and full of love, 
Impatient for my Lord’s return 
“L figh, I pine, 1 rave, I mourn, 
Was ever paflion crofs’d like mine? 
To rend my breaft; 
And break my reft, 
A thonfand thoufand ills combias, 
Abfence wounds me, 
Fear furrounds me, 
Guilt confounds me, 
Was ever paffion crofi’d like mine? 
Sir Trufy. 
What heart of fione 
Can hear her moan, 
And not in dumps fo doleful join ! 
* Refamond, 
How does my conftant grief deface 
The pleafures of this happy place! 
4n vain the fpring my fenles greets, 
In all her colours, ali her fweets; 
To me the rofe 
No longer glows, 
Every plant 
Has loft his feent ; 
The vernal blooms.of various hue, 
The blcffoms frefh with morning dew, 
The breeze, that fweeps thefe fragrant bowers 
Fill’d with the breath of op’ning flow'rs, 
Purple fcenes, 
Winding greens, 
Glooms inviting, 
Birds delighting, 
ANature’s foftett, fweereft ftore) 
Charm my tortur’d foul no more. 
Ye powers, I rave, I faint, I die: 
Why fo flow: great Henry, why 


{dpass 


ROSAMOND. 


From death and alarms 
Fly, fy to my arms, 
Fly to my arms, my monarch, fly. 
Sir Trufly. 
How much mere bleis'd w+ uld lowers be, 
Did all che whining fvols agree 
To live like Grideline and me?! 
Rof mond. 
© Rofamond, behold too late, 
And tremble at thy future fate! 
Cu fe this u happy, yuilty face, 
Every charm, and every grace, 
"That ro thy ruin made their way 
And led thive innocence aftray : 
At home thou feef the Queen enraged 5 
Abroad thy abfent Lord engaged 
in ware that muy our loves digoin, 
And end at once hia life and mine. 
Sir T afty 
Such cold complaints hefit a nun: 
If the turns honeft, t’m undone ! 
Robins 
Beneath fome hoary mountain 
I'IHlay me down and weep, 
Or near fome warbling fountain 
Bewail mytelf afleep ; 
‘Where feather’d choirs combining 
With gentle marmu ing ftreams, 
And winds in confore joining, 





Raife fadly pleafing dreama, {Exit Rof. 


Sir Trufly, folus. 
‘What favage tiger would not pity 
A da fel fo diftrefs'd and pretty * 
But hah! a found my bower invades, 


Trumpets flourijd. 


And echoes through the winding thades; 
“Tis Henry's march: the tune I know + 
A meffenger! it muft be fo. 


SCENE v. 


A Mefenger and Sir Trufly. 

Me Senger. 
Great Henry comes! with love oppreft; 
Pr: pare to lodge the royal guett. 
From perple field: with Maughter frread, 
From risers chok'd with heaps of dead, 
From glorious and immorta toils, 
Loaden with honour, rich with ipoils, 
Great Henry comes’ prepare thy bower 
To lodge the mighty conqueror. 

nit Trufly. 
"The bower and lady both ar: dreft, 
And ready to receive their gueft. 


din Jagr 

Hither the vidtor flies, (his queen 

And royal progeny unfeen ;) 

Soon as ihe Britith thore- he reached, 

Hiner his foaming courfer ftrerched 5 

And fee ! his eager Keps prevert 

‘The neffage that himlelf hath dent + 
Sir Trufy. 

Here will 1 Cand a 

Wan ka in hand, 

Veu. VIL 








Ohfequioufly to-meet him ; 


And muft endeavour 
At behaviour, 


That's fuitable to.greet him. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter King Henry, after a fourith of Trumpets, 


King. 
‘Where is my love! My Rofamond! . 
Sir “Pris. 
Firft, as in ftridteft duty bound, 
kif yur royal hand. 
Kon: 


Where is my life! my Rofemond! 


dir Ts uftys a 
Next with fubmiffion met profound, 
1 welcome you to land, & 
. Kon. 
Where is the tender, charming fair! 
Sir Trap. 


Let me appear, great Sir, U pray, 
Methodical in what | fay. 





Kins, 
Where is my love, Q tell me where * 
Sir Trufly. 
Fos when we have a prince’s cary 
We fhould have wit, t 
"Vo know what's fit 
For us to {peak, and him to hear. 
King. 
Thefe dul! delays, 1 cannot bear, 
Where is my love, O tell me where! 
Sit Trufly. 
I fpeak, great Sir, with weeping eyes, 
She raves, alas: fhe faints, the dies, 
King. 
What deft thou fay? 1 thake with fear. 
sir Trufty. 
Nay, good my liege, with patience hear, 
She raves and faints, and dues, "tis true; 


But raves, and faints, anc dies for you. 


King, | 
Was ever nymph dike Rolamond, 
8 fair, fo farhful, and fo fond, 
Adorn’d with ev’ry charm and grace 

'm all defire + 

My heart’s on fire, : 
And leaps and fprings to her embrace. 

Sir Trupy. 

Atthe fight of her lover 
She'il quickly recover. 

Whar place will you chpofe 

Por firit interviews? 

King. 

Full in the centre of the grove, 
I yon pavilion made for love, 
Where woudbines, rofes. jeffamines, 
Amaranthus, and eglantin.s, 
With intermingling [weets have wove 
Uhe particelour’s gay alcove. 


asa 


Bit Trafty. 
Your Highnefs, Sir, as ¥ prefime, 
‘Has chole the moft convenient gloom ; 
‘There is not a {pnt it all the park 
Has trees fo thick, and fhades fo dark. 
King. 
Meanwhile with due ateention wait 
"To guard the bower, and watch the gate: 
Let neither envy, grief nor fear, 
Wor lnvelick jealouly appear ; 
Nor fenfelefs pomp, vor noife intrude 
On this delicious fulitude ; 
* But pleafure reign through all the grove, 
And all be peace, and dll be love, 
Oh the pleafing pleafing anguith 
‘When we love, ahd when we Janguifh! 
Withes rifing ! 
Thoughts furprifing ! 

Pleafure courting ! 

Charms tranfporting ! 

Fancy viewing 

Joys enfuin 
O the pleafing, i 


eating anguifh ! [Exeuat. | 








ACT lf. SCENE 
A Pavilion in the middle of the Bower. 


1 


King and Rofamond. 
King. 
‘Thus let my weary foul forget 
Reftlefs glory, mattial ftrife, 
Anxious pleafures of the great, 
And gilded cares of life. 
Ryfamond. 

‘Thas Ict me lofe, in rifing joys, 
Fierce impatience, fond defires, 
Abfence that flatt’ring hopes deftroys, 

And life-confuming fires, 

King. 
Not the lord Britith fhout that warms 
"The warriot's heart, nor ¢lafhing atms, 
+ Nor fields with hoftile banuers ftrow’d, 
Nor life on proftrate Gauls beftow’d, 
Give bulf the joys that fill my breaft, 
‘While with my Rofamond I’m blef. 
Refamond. 
‘My Henrg is my foul’s delight, 
My with by day, my drean: by night. 
Tis not in language eo impare 
‘The fecret meltings of my heart, 
. While T my congueror furvey, 
And look my very foul away, 
King. 
© may the prefent blifs endure, 
¥rom fortune, time, and death fecure ! 
Leth, 
Q may the prefent blifs endure ! 
King, 
My eye cou'd ever gaze, my ear 





Thole gentle founds cou’d gver hear : 
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But oh: with noow-day heats oppreg, 
My aching temples call for reft ! 


| tn yon cool grotté’s axtfal night 
Refrefhing flumbers PH fhvite, 


Then feek agata my abfene fair, 
With all the love 2 heart cah bear. 
Rofenind, fola. 

From whence this 4 ing fear, 

This fudden figh, this falling eear 2 

Oft in my filent dreatns by night 
With fuch a look I've feehi hith fly, 
Wafted by angels to the fy, 

And lof in endlef traas of Upht; 

While 1, abandon’d and forlorn, 

To dark and diftnal deferts born, 

Through lonely wilds have ieem’d to ftray, 

A long, uncomfortable way. 


{Exa King, 


They’re phantoins all; Vil chink no more: 
My life has endlefs joys in ftore. 

Farewell forraw, farewell fear; 

They're phantoms all! my Henry’s here. 


SCENE I, 


A Poftern Gate of the Bowsér. 
Grideline and Page. 


Grideline. 


My ftomach fwells with fecret fpite, 
To fee my fickle, faithlefe knight, 
With upright gefture, goodly anicn, 
Face of olive, goat of yreen, 
‘Phat charm’d the ladies long aga, 
So tittle his own worth to know, 
On a mere girl his thoughts to place, 
With dimpled cheeks, and baby face; 
A child: a chit! that was not bern, 
When I did town aid cours adarh, 
Page. 

Can any man prefer fifteen 
‘Vo venerable Grideline ? 

Grideling. 
He does, my child; or tell me why 
With weepiag eyes fo oft I fpy 
His whifkers curl'd, and Shoe-ftrings ty’d, 
A new Toledo by his fide, 
In fheulder-belt fo trimly plac’d, 
With band fo nicely fmooth’d and lac’d. 


Page. 
} Ef Rofamond his garb has view'd, 


The knight is falle, the nymph fubdu'd, 
\ Grideline. 

My anxious boding heart divines 

His feifchaod by a thoufand figns ; 

Of o'er the lonely rocks he waiks, 

And to the foolith echo talks :. 

Oft in the glafs he rolls his eye, 

But tarns and frowns if I am by; 

‘Then my fond ealy heart heguiles, 

And thinks of Refamend, and fmiley 


BOSAMOND. 


Page. 
‘Well may you feel thefe foft alarms, 
She has a heart—— 





G. idelines 
———And he has charms. 
Page, 
Your fears are too juft 
Grideliue. 
——Too plainly I’ve prov'd. 
Bab. 
He loves and is Jov'd. 
Grideliae, 
O mercilels fate 
Page. 
Deplorable ftate 
« Grideline. 
To die—~ 
Page. 
—To be flain 
Gridelines 
By a barbarous fwain, 
Bath. 
‘That laughs at your pain. 
Grideling. 
How fhould f act? canft thou advife ? 
Page. 


Open the gare, if you are wile ; 
J, in an unfufpected hour, 
May catch ’em dallying in the bower, 
Perhaps their loofe amours prevenityy 
And keep Sir Truly innocent. 
Grideline. 
Thou art in truth 
A forward youth, 
Of wit and parts above thy age + 
‘Thou know'ft our sex; thou art a page. 
- Page. 
Til-do what Ucan 
To furprife the faife man, 
; Grideline. 
Of Such a faithful fpy I’ve need f : 
Go in, and if thy plot fucceed, 
Fair youth, thou may’ft depend on this, 
VI pay thy fervice with a kifs. 
Grideline, fola, 
Pry'thec, Cupid, no more 
Hurl thy darts at threefcore ; 
‘To thy girls and thy boys 
Give thy pains and thy joys; 
Let Sit Trufty and me 
From thy frolics be free. 


Exit Page. 


K.it Grid. 


SCENE If. 
Page, folus. 

O the folt delicious view, 

Ever charming, ever new ‘ 

G-ceens of various fhades arife, 

Deck’d with flow’rs of various dyes; 

Paths by meeting paths are croft, 

Alleys in winding alleys lof; 


+ An op 
bower, 





iag (erie difeevers ancther view cf the 





Fountains playing through the trees, 
Give cootnefs to the pafling breeze, 


A thouland fairy fcenes appear 5 
Here a grove, a gro:to herg ; 
Here a rock, and here a ftream + 
Sweet delufion, 
Gay coufufion, 
Alla viGon, alJ a dream! 


SCENE lv. 
Buen and Page, 


Queen, . 
At leneth the bow’ry vaults appear ! 
My bofom heaves, and pants with fear + 
A thoufand checks my heart controul, 
A thoufand terrors fhake my foul, 
Page. 
Behold the brazen gate unbarr’d ! 
—She’s fixt in thought, I am not heard—f{ Apart. 
Qucen. : 
1 fee, T fee my hands imbru’d 
tn purple ftreams of reeking blood : 
I fee the vidiim gafp for breath, 
And ftart in agonies of death : 
I {ee my raging dying Lord, 
And O, I fee mylelf abhorr'd : 
Page. 
My cyes o’erflow, my heart is rent 
To bear Britaania’s queen lament. 
Queen. 
What shall my trembling foa! purfug ? 
Page. 
Behold, great queen, the place in view ! 
Dueen. 
Ye powers inftru& me what to do! 
Page, 
‘That hower will fhow 
‘The guilty foe. 


{Afides 


ueerte 

Tt is decreed—it fhall be fo; 

I cannot fre my lord repine, 

(O that f could call him mine! Fi 

Why have vot they moft charms to move, 

Whofe bofoms burn with pureft love ? 
Pages 

Her heart with rage and fondnefs glows, 

Q jealoufy, thou hell of woes! 

That confcious fcene of love contains 

‘The faral caufe of all your pains: 

In yonder flow’ry vale the lics, 

Where thofe fair-bloffom’d arbours rife. 


Let us hafte to deitroy 
Her guilt and her joy! 
Wild and frantic is my grief! 
Fury driving, 
Mercy ftriving, 
Heaven in pity fend relief! 
The pangs of love 
Ye pow’rs remove, 





[afer 2 parft, 
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Or-dart your thunder at my head : 
Love and defpair 
‘Whar heart can bear! 

Eafe my foul, or firike me dead ! 


SCENE Vv. 


The Scene changes to the Pa. ilion, as before. 


' Refexord, fala. 
Tranfporting pleafvre who can te’) it! 
When our longing eves difeover 
"The kend, the dear, approaching lover, 
Whe can utter, or conceal it! 
.. A fudden motion fhakes the grove : 
Yhear the ftepe of lum Tieve; 
Prepare, my foul, to meet thy blifs! 
s—--Death to my eyes; wha: fightis this! 
* The queen, th’ offended queen I tee! 
mm—Open, O earth! and Iwalluw me! 








SCENE VL 


+ Enter te ber the Queen, with a boral in one band, 
and a dagger in the other. 


wee 

“hus a arm’d with doa, Seat th Tcome: 
Behold, vain weetch, hehold thy doom! 
Phy crimes to their fall peried tend, 
Gr foon by this, or this, thal! end. 

Rejamund, 
“Whar fhall I fay, or how reply, 
To threats of injur’d majelly ? 


Braun. 


y fongue controul. 





Tis guilt that does t! 
Or quichly drain al bowl, 
> Or this right hand performs its part, 
(And plants a dagger in thy heart. 
Ki fimond. 
ive fuch commands, 

















Can Britain's queen 
Qe dip in blood thole fucred hands ? 
Tncher fall fuel revenge be feen? 
. Far be that fro Britain’s queen | 








. How black does my deli 
_ Was ever mercy to fevere! (Sfide. 
Rofimond. 
When tides of youthtul bid run high, 
‘And feenes of ?promis’d joysare nigh,” 
Health prefuming, 
Beauty bluommg, 
© how dreadtus “tis to die! 
: Dusen. 
* "To thofe whom fou! diibonours ftain, 
Life icfelf fhould be a pain. 
Refanrond. 
Who could refit great Henry’s charms, 
Aud drive the her: from her arms ? 
Thind: on the folt, the tender fires, 
© Melting thoughts, aud gay delires, 
That in Salt dean ara bofom rife, 
hing with luvefick eyes, 














[Exeunt. 


OF ADDISON. 


That great, that charming man you fee: 
Think on yourfelf, and pity me ! 
ween. 

And doft thou thus thy guilt deplore ! 

[Offering the digger to ber breaft, 
Prefumptuous woman : plead ne more ‘ 

Rofamond. . 
O Queen, your lifted arm reftrain | 
Behoid thefe trars : 

; Dueen. 
They flow in vain. 
Refamond. 

Look with compaffion on my fate! 
O hear my fighs 





Queen. 
‘They rile too late 
Hope not a day’s, an hour's reprieve, 
Rofamond 
‘Though I live wretched, let me live. 
In fome deep dungeofi'let me lie, 
Cover’d from every human eye, 
anith'd the day, deharr'd the light 5 
Where fhades of everlafting night 
May this unbappy face difarm, 
And caft a veil o’er ev'ry charm: 
Offended heaven I'll there adore,” 
Nor fee the fun, nor Henry inore. 
Queen. 
Moving language, fhining tears, = 
Glowing guily and yraceful fears, 
Kindling pity, kindling rage, 
At ofice provoke me, and affuage, 
Rofamund, 
What fhall I do to pacify 
Your kiudled vengeance ! 
Queen. 
——-Thou thait die. [Offering the dagger. 
Ro amond. 
Give me bat one fhort nioment’s ftay. 











[fides 


——O Henry, why (0 far away? [Afidtee 
teem 

Prepare to welter in a flood 

Of ftreaming gore. [Offering the dagger. 


Pefumord. 
0 fpare my blued, 
And let ine gralp the deadly bowl. ~ 

[Takes the bowl in ber hand. 


Queen, 
Ye powers, how pity rends my foul! {Afide. 
Rofamond. 


This proftrare at your feet € fall, 
© let me fil) for mercy call! [Falling on her knees. 
AAcec pr, great queen, like injur’d heav'n, 
‘Lhe lovl that begs to be forgiv'n + 
Hf in the latett gasp of breath, 
if in the dreadiul pains of death, 3 
When the cold damp bedews your brow 
You hope for mercy, fhow it now. 
Queen. 

Mercy to lighter crimes is due, 
Horrors and death fail thine purfue. 

> [Oferirg the dagger. 

Refamond, 





\ 





Thus I prevent the blow, { Drinks. 


cr,ah) whither thelll go! & 





ROSAMOND. 


Queen. : 
Where thy patt life thou thalt lament, 
And with thou hadft been innocent. 
Rofamond. Ns 
Tyrant! to aggravate the ftroke, bs 
And wound a heart already broke! 
My dying foul with fury burs, 
And flighted grief to madnefs turns. 
‘Think not, thou author of my woe, 
"That Rofamond will leave thee fo + 
At dead of night, 
A glaring fpright, 
With hideous {creams 
Til haunt thy dreams; 
And when the painful night withdraws, 
My Henry fhalt revenge my caufe. 
© whither doce my frenzy drive! 
Forgive my rage, your wrongs forgive. 
My veins are froze; my blood grows chill; 
‘The weary {prings of life ttand ftill ; 
‘The fleep of death benumbs all o’er 
My fainting limbs, and I'm no more. 
(Falls on the couch. 
Queen. 
Here and obferve your queen’s commands. 
[To ber attendants. 
Beneath thofe hills a convent ftands, 
‘Where the fam’d ftreams of Ifis fray; 
"Thither the breathlefs corfe convey, 
‘And bid the cloifter’d maids with care 
The due folemnities prepare. . 
[Exeunt with the body. 
‘When vanquith’d foes beneath us lie, 
How great it is to bid them dic? 
But how much greater to forgive, 
And bid a vanquéth'd fae to five? 


SCENE Vit. 


Sir Tray. in a fright. 
A breathlefs corpte | what have I feen! 
‘And follow’d by the jealous quecn ! 
It muft be fhe: my fears are true: 
The bowl of pois’nous juice 1 view. 
How can the fam'd Sir Prufty live 
‘Yo hear his mafter chide and grieve ? 
No! though [ hate fuch bitter beer, 





Fair Rofamond, (il pledge thee here. — [Drinks. 
“The king this doleful news fhali read 
in lines of my inditing : 
“ Great Sir, UW rites 


“ Your Rofamond is dead 
« As Lam at this prefent writing.” 
The bower turns round, my brain’s abus'd, 
The labyrinth grows more confus'd, 
"The thickets dance—-I itretch, | yawns 
Death has tripp’d up my heels—I'm gone. 
[Staggers and falls. 


SCENE VII 


Queen, fola. 
The conflict of my mind is o’er, 
And Refamond fall charm ne more. 


Hence ye fecret damps of care, 
Fierce difdain, and cold dulpair, 
Bence ye fears and doubts remove t 
Hence grief and hate! 
Ye pains that wait 
On jealoufy, the rage of love. 


My Henry thall be mine alone, 
The hero thali be all my owns 
Nobltr joys poffels my heart 
Than crowns and fceptres can impart. 


ACT I. SCENE TL. 


Scene a Grotto; Henry aflecp. A cloud defeends : in 
it two Angels, fuppofed to be the guardian ppirits of 
the Britife kings in war and in peace. 


¥ Angel. 
Beuoxp th’ unhappy monarch there, 
‘That claims out tutelary care ! 

a Angel. 
In fields of death around his head 
A thield of adamant I fpread. 

1 Angel. 
In hours of peace, unfeen, unknown, 
I hover o’er the Britith throne, 

2 Angel. 
‘When hofts of foes with foes engage, 
And round th’ anointed hero rage, 


| The cleaving falchion J mifguide, 


And turn the-feather’d shaft afide. 
I Angel. 
When dark fermenting factions fell, 
And promp th’ ambitious to rebel, 
A thovfand terrors { impart, 
And damp the furious traicor’s heart. 
Both. 
But oh what influence can remove 
‘The pangs of grief, and rage of love! 
2, Angel, 
I'll fire his foul with mighty themes, 
7 Pill love before ambition fly. > 
1 Aayel. 
PI} footh his cares in picahog dreams, 
Fill grief in joyful rapturcs dig” 
* a Angel. : 
Whatever glorious and renown'd 
In Britifh annals can be found ; 
Whatever aétions fhall adorn 
Britannia’s heroes yet‘enborn, 
In dreadful vifions fhall fucceeds 
On fancy’d fields the Gaul fhall blee¢ 
Crefly thail and before his eyes, 
And Agincourt and Blenheim rife, 
x Anzel. 
Seé, fee, he {miles amidft his trance, 
‘And fakes a vifionary lance! 
His brain is fll’d with loud alarms y 
Shouting armées, clathing arms, 
R ij 
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‘The fofter prints of ove deface ; 
And trumpets found in ev'ry trace. 
Bath, 
Glory fteives! 
‘The field is won! 
Fame revives, i 
And love is gone. 
1 Angel, 
‘Fo caim thy grief, and luil thy cares, 
- Look up and fee 
What, after long revolving years, 
Thy bower fhall be! 
When time its beauries fhall deface, 
And onty with its ruins grace 
‘The future profpect of the place. 
Rehald the glorious pile afcending ! 
Columns fweltiog, atches bending, 
Domes in awful pomp arifing, 
Art in curious ftrokes furprifing, 
Foes in figur'd fights contending, 
Behold the glorious pile afcending ! 
2 Angel. 
He fees, he fees the great reward 
For Anna's mighty chief prepar’d :, 
His growing joys no meafure keep, 
Too vehement and fierce her fleep. 
1 Angel. 
Let grief and love at once engage, 
iis heart is proof to all their pain ; 
“Love may plead. 
@ Angel, 
o——And grief may rage—~- 


. 





joth. 
But both fhall plead and rage in vain. 


[ The Angels afcend, and the vifton difuppears. 


Henry, flurting from the couch. 
Where have my ait one been ! 
‘What joys, what wonders, have I fcen! 
'Vhe {cene yet ftands before my eye, 
A thoufand glorious deeds that lic 
In ‘deep futuricy obfcurc, 
Fights and triumphs immature, 
Heroes immery’d in time’s dark womb, 
Ripening for mighty years to come, 
~ Break forth, and, to the day difplay'd, 
My foft inglorious hours upbraid. 
‘rranfported with fo bright a fcheme, 
My waking life appears a dream. 
Adieu ye wanton fhades and bow’rs, 
Wreath of myrtle, beds of fow’rs. 
ofy brakes, 
Silver lakes, 
To love and you 
A long adieu! 
. © Rofamond | O rifing woe ! 
‘Why do my weeping eyes o’erflow ? 
© Rofamand! O fair diftrefs'd, 
How fhall my heart, with gtief opprefy’d, 
tus unrelenting purpofe tell; 
And take the long, the lat farewell ! 
" Rile, glory, rife in all thy charms, 
“hy waving creft, and burnifh’d arms; 


* Scene changes to the plan of Blenheim cafe. 
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Spread thy gilded banners round, 
Make thy thundering courfer bound, 
Bid the drum and trumpet join 
Warm my foul with rage divine’; 
All thy pomps around thee call: 


To conquer love will afk them all, [Fxit, 


SCENE It, 


The foene changes to that partaf the Bower where Sir 
‘Trulky lies upon the ground with the bowl and dag- 
ger on the table. 


Enter Queen, 
Every flar and every pow'r, 
Look down on this important hour: 
Lend your protedtion and defence, 
Every gaurd of innocence! 
Help me my Henry to afluage, 
To gain his love, or bear his rage. 
Myfterious love, uncertain treafure, 
Hatt thou more of pain or pleafure? 
Chill'd with tears, 
Kill’d with fears, 
Endlefs torments dwell about thee : 
Yct who would live, and live without thee ? 
Bot ob the fight my foul alarms: 
My lord appears, Um all on fire! 
Why am I banith’d from his arma? 
My heart’s too full, T muft retire. 
4 Retires to the end of the figtes 


SCENE WL 
King and Queen, 


King. 

Some dreadful birth of fate is near, 
Or why, my foul, usus’d to fear, 
With fecret horror doft thou thake ? 
Can dreams fuch dire ttapteffions niake? 
What means thus folemn filent thow ? 
This pomp of death, this fcene of woe! 
Support me, heav’n! what's this | read? 
O horror! Rofamond is dead. 
What fhall { fay, or whither turn ? 
With grief, and rage, and love, 1 burn: 
From thought to thought ary foul is toft, 
And in the whirl of paffion loft, 
Why did I not in battle fall, 
Cruth'd by the thunder of the Gaul ! 
Why did the fpear my bofom mifs ? 
Ye pow’rs, was I referv’d for this! 

Diftracted with woe 

I'll rufh on the foe 

To feck my relief: 

‘The fword or the dart 

Shall pierce my fad heart, 

And finith my grief! 


Seem 
Fain weu'd my tongue his gricfs appeafe, 


And give his tortur’d bofom eale, [4fan. 


ROSAMOND. 


fo. King. 
But fee! the.cavfe of all my fears, 
The fource ef all my grief appears! 
No unexpected guetts is here 
The fatal bowl 
Inform’d my foul 
Eleonora was too near. 
Queen, 
Why do I here my lord’receive ? 
King. 
Is this the welcome that you give? 
Queen. 
Thus thou’d divided Jovers meet ? 
Both. 
And is it thus, ah! thus we greet‘ 
eens 
What in thefe guilty thades could you, 
Inglorious conqueror, purfue? 
‘King. 
Cruel woman, what cou’d you? 
Queen. 
Degenerate thoughts have 
: King. 
| The thirft of blood has yours poffefs'd. 
Disvecas 
A heart fo unrepenting, 
Ki 


ng. 
as 


ee 
fir'd your breaft. 


A rage fo ynrelenting, 
Bath, 
Will for ever 
Love diffever, 
Will for ever break cur reft. 
; King. 
Floods of forrow will t thed 
To mourn the lovely fhade,! 
My Rofamond, ats, is dead 
‘And where, O where convey’d! 
So bright a bloom, fo foft an air, 
Did ever nymph difelofe! 
The Sily was not half fo fair, 
Nor half fo fweet the rofe. 
Quein. 
How is his heart with anguith torn ! 
My lord, f cannot fee you mourn ; 
‘The living you lament: while f, 
To be lamented fo cou’d die. 
King. 
‘The living! fpenk, oh fpcak again! 
“Why will you dally with my pain? 
uen. 
Were your lov’d Rofaniond alive, 
Wou'd not my farmer wrongs revive ? 
King. 
Oh no; by vifions from above 
Prepar'd for grief, and freed from love, 
T came to take my laft adieu, 
Dueen. 
How am I blefs’d if ths be true! 
King. 
And leave the unhappy nymph for you, 
But 0! 


[Aft 





[Afide. 





Queen. 
Forbear, my lord, to gricve, 
Aud know your Rofamond does live, 


If ’tis joy to wound a lover, 
How mich more to give him eale? 
‘When his paffion we difcover, 
Gh how pleafing "tis to pleafe! 
The blifs returns, and we receive 
‘Tranfports greater than we give.” 
King. 
© quickly relate 
This riddle of fate! 
My impatience forgive, 
Does Rofamand live? 
Queen. 
The bowl, with drowfy juices fil'd, 
From cold Egyptian drugs diftiil’d, 
In borrow’d death hae ¢los'd her eyess 
But foon the waking nymph fhall rife, 
And, in a convent plac’d, admire. 
“Phe cloiiter’d wails and virgin choir: 
With them in fongs and hymns divine 
The beauteous penitent fhal) join, 
And bid the guilty world adieu. 


King. 

How am I bleft if this be true! Gide. 
Quean, 

Atoning fer herfelf and you. 
King. 


Lafk no more! fecure the faic 
tn life and blife; Eafe oot where. Per 
For ever from my #ncy fled ee) 
May the whole world believe her dead; 
That no foul minifter of vice 
Again my firking foul entice 
Its broken paffion to renew; 
But let me live and die with you. 

: Queen. 
How does my heart for fiich a prize 
The vain cenforious world defpife, r 
Tho' diftant ages, yet unborn, F 
Fer Rofamond fhall falfely mourn 5 
And with the prefent times agree, 
To brand my name with cruelty ; 
How does my heart, for fuch a prize, 
The vain cenforions world detpite ! 

But fee your flave, while yet } peak, 
From his dull trance unfetter’d break ! 
As he the potion fhall furvive, 
Believe your Rofamond alive. 
King. 

O happy day! O pleafing view! 
My qucen forgives: 





ween. 
——My lord is true. 
King. : 
No more T'll change. 
Qucen, 
No more I'll grieve. 
Both. 
But ever thns united live. 
Sir Trufty azwaking. 
In which world am I! ail I fee, 
Ev'ry thicket, bufh, and tree, 
So like the place from whence [ came, 
‘That one would fwear it were the fame. 
My former legs too, by their pace ! 
' and by the whitkers, ‘tis my face! 
: R iii 


* 
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. "Fhy felf-fame habit, garb, and mien ! 
They ne'er wou'd bury me in green, 


SCENE lv. 
Grideline and Sir Trufy, 


Grideline. 
Have | then liv'd to-fee this hour, 
And took thee in the very bow'r ? 
Sir Frufly 
Widew Trufty why fo fine? 
Why doft thu thus in colours thine? 
Thon thould’® thy hufband’s death bewail 
Tn fable vefture. peak, and veil. 
Grideline. 
Forbear thefe foolith freaks, and fee 
How cur good king and gieen agree. 
‘Why thou'd not_we their fteps pustue, 
And do as our fuperiors do? 
j Sir Tray. 
Ain T bewitch'd, or do It dream ? 
T know not who, of where I am, 
Or what { hear, of what I fee: 
Bort this I'm fure, howe’er it be, 
Tt fuits a perfon in my ftation F 
T’ obterv’ the mode. and he in fathion. 
Then let nt Grideline the chame 
Offended be for what is paft, 


OF ADDISON. 


And hence anew my vows T plighs 
To be a faithfui courteous knight. 


T'll too my plighted vows renew, 
Since ’tia fo cour-ly ta be true. 
Since conjugal paffion 
Is come into fafhion, 
And marriage £. bieft om the throne is, 
Like a Ven.s i'll thine, 
Be fond and be fine, 
+And Sir Trufty fhall be my Adonis, 
Sir Try : 
And Sir Trofty thall be thy Adonis, 


‘The King and Queen advancing. 


Kiag. 
Who to forbidden joys wou'd rove, 
That knows the fweets of virtuous love? 
Hymen, thou fource of chafte delights, 
Cheerful days, and blifsful nights, - 
Thu doft untainted joys difpente, 
And pleafare join with innocencé ¢ 
Uhy raptures laft, and are fincere, 
From future grief and prefent fears 
Both. 
Who to forbidden joys wou'd rove, 
‘That knows the fweets of virtuous love?. > 
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While lonely left, and defolate below, 

Full grief I feel, and alla Broraxa’s woe! 
Yet would Slinger on a little fpace, 

Before I clofe my qvick-expiring race, 

Till J have gather’d up, with grateful pains, 
Thy Works, thy dear unperifhing remains; 
An andecaying Monumenr to ftand, 
Rais'd to thy name by thy own fkilful hand. 
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Joun Hucues was born at Marlborough in Wilithire, June 29. 1677. His father twas a citizen of * 
London, “ of good charaéter, figure, and credit.” His mother, Anne Burgefs, was of an ancient 
family in Wilthhire. fas 

- He was educated in London, at the Academy of Mr, Thomas Rowe, a diffenting tninifter, where 
Dr. Watts, Mr. Say, and other eminent perfons were his fellow ftudente. 

He made a great proficiency in his academical ftudies; but devoted his attention particulacly to 
poctry, painting and mufic. ; 

At nineteen (1696) he wrote a tragedy, intitled, Amatafont Queen of the Goths, whieh ig fill ia 
MS. in the poffeffion of ‘the family of his nephew, the late amiable and ingenious Mr, John Dune 
combe, of Chrift’s Church, Canterbury. It is deemed too imperfed for publication ; though fome 
of the fpecches and feenes have evident marks ef genius, 

His conftitution was very delicate, which fubjeéted him to frequent indifpofition ; but his valetu- 
dinary flute of health did not difqualify him for bufinefs; nor did bufinefs hinder him from ftudy. 

He had a place im the Office of Ordinance, and was fecretary to feveral commiflions for pur- 
chafing lands neceffury to fecure the reyal docks at Chatham and Portfmouth, yet found time to ac- . 
quaint him(eH with modern languages, and to indulge his propenfity to poetry. 

In 1697, he publithed The Triumph of Peace, occafioned by The Peace of Ryfwick, which wos re- 
acived with very great approbation. 

Two years alter, he publifhed Te Court of Neptune, on King William's return from Holland, ad= 
dreffed to Montague, the Macenas of the time, which was admired for the mufical flow of the 
numbers, and the propriety and boldnefs of the metaphors, and the machinery. ~ ; 

In £702, he publithed a Pindaric Ode on the King’s death, called The Houfe of Naffax, which, 
contains the praifes of the illuftrious Princes of Orange, and paraphrafed Horace’s fateger vite 
otinm dives, and tranflated Zuflumt et tenacem. 

In 1763, he wrote his Ode to Mufic, which was performed at Stationer’s Hall. He afterwards 
compofed fix cantatas, which were fet to mufic by Dr, Pepufch, the firft mafter of that time. He 
publified feveral other cantatas, and alfo fevergl fongs, which fhewed a thorough knowledge of 
mufic, and were much admired. The intention of them iecms to have been to exclude the Italien 
Opera, “ an exotic and itratienal entertainment, which has been always combated, and always has 
prevailed.” 

His reputation was now fo far advanced, that Dr. Johnion fays, “ the, public began to pay reve- 
rence to his name.” In confequence of his literary fame, he was folicited to prefix a preface to the 
tranilation of Boccalin?’s Advices from Parnaffis, and Tonfon applied to him ¢o engage in a tranflation 
ef Lucan, by feveral hands. He undertook the tenth book, and finithed the verfion. His affociates 
failing in their promifes, the defign was dropt, and the whole work was afterwards performed by 


Rowe. Ile did not confine himfelf to poetry, but cultivated other kinds of writing with great - 
fuceels. 4 
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In 1708, he tranflate-: Fontene.le’s Dialogues of the Dead,to which he added two.compofed by hints 

» felf, and dedicated his woik to the Earl of Wharton. When Wharton went Lord Lieutenant ta 

freland, he offered to te‘xe Hughes with him, and eftablifh him; b ¢ having hopes of fome provifion 
more fuitable to his inf lination, he declined Wharton's cffer.  ~ 7 ; 

in 1709, he publifted 4 tranflation of Moliere's Mifantbroe, which has been fince reprinted 
with Ozeli’s tranflation of the other plays of that celebrated comic writer. 

., About the fame ti ne he publithed a tranflation of the Letters of Abelard and Heloife, upon which 
Pope formed his adrairable « Epiftle of Eloifa to Abelard.” 

Being by princip’e a Whig, and very much atrached to liberty, he became intimately connected 
with Steele, Addifonj and other men of genius of the Whig party ; and occafionally contributed te 
the Tatler, and Guardian ; but much more liberally to the Sped?ator. 

"His papers in yhe Tatler are No’s. 64, 73,413. His papers ia the Speéiator are No’ss 35, 53, 664 
91, 104, 141, 270, 220, 230, 231, 237,252, 311, 375, 525,537, 541,554. Ina late edition of the 
Spedator, No. 467, containing the charadler of Manlius, fuppofed to be intended for Lord Chan- 
cellor Cowpen, is afcribed to Hughes, who was honoured with the patronage of that able and 
patrictic fatefcaan. _in the Guardian, No. 37 is the only paper afcribed.to him. : 

In #712, he tranflated Vertot’s Revolutions of Portugal, and produced an Ode to the Creator of the 
World, from the fragments of Orpheus, which is mentioncd with applaufe in, the Speétater. 

‘The fame year, he brought og the ftage an Opera, called Calyp/o and T, ‘tlemachus, intended to thew 
that the Engtith language might be very happily adapted to mutfic. 

A fub{cription was obtained for it as ufual, which alarmed the Itafjan performers, who had fuch 
intereft,with the Duke of Shrewfbury, then Lord Chamberlain, who had married an Italian, as to 
obtain an order to take off the fabfcriptions,'and to open the houfe at the lowelt prices, or not at all, 

This delpicable attempt to injure one individual,to gratify‘others much lefs deferving, cannot be 
told without indignation. The opera was performed; though under great difcouragement, and an 
obftruction of the profits; and was revived afterwards at Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields. 

Jt is faid, on good authority, that Cuto was finifhed and acted in 1713, by his perfnafion. Ie 
had long wanted the laft aé, which Addifon even is faid to have made him promife to fupply ; but 

_ on going a week after to how Addifon his firft attempt, he found near the one half of the 
ad written by himfelf. Cato was foon after acted, upon which he fent Addifon fome complimentary 
verfes, which were printed before it, with other copies of verfes. 

In 1715, he publithed the works of Spenfer in 6 vols. zamo, with his Life, a Difcourfe on Alle- 
gorical Poetry, and a Gloflary; a work for which Dr. Johnfon obferves he was well qualified as a 
judge of the beauties of writing ; but perhaps wanted an antiquary’s knowledge of the obfolete 
words. He did not much revive the curiofity of the public; fer near thirty years elapfed before his ~ 
dition was reprinted. : MO 

In 1716, he produced Apello and Daphns, a mafque, formed on Ovid’s metamorphofis of Dapbne 
into a laurel, the fuccefs of which was very carnefily promoted by. Steele, a man whofe beundlefs 
henevolence merits a more ample encomium than this brief memorial can beftow. Before this time 
he thewed his knowledge of human nature by 2 profe Ef » on the Pleafwre of being deceived, to which 
he added, during the two fucceeding years, an Effay on the Properties uf Style, and an Effay on the 
Afeéetation of Mi:th and Railfery, which difcover good fenfe, obfervation and tafte. 

In 1717, he publifhed a vifion, entitled Charon, or the Ferry-Boat, which is one of the moft lively 
and humorous imitations of Lucian in our language. . 

_ He had hitherto, notwithftanding the profits of his publications; been in narrow circumftances, 
Tis employment in the Ordnance was cither not Iuceative, or not permanent; but in 1717, Lord 
Chancellor Cowper appainted him Secretar the Commiffions of the Peace, in which he afters 
wards, by a particular requeft, defire’ <*fior Lord Parker to continue him. He had now an 

44 not eliow him long enjoyment of his good for- 














agreeable competence ; Lut his deci. = ina 





tune. 
In 1919-20, his Jat work, The 2. 29 of Lameicns, a Tragedy, was a@ed at Drury.Lane. “This 
play was received with great applavfc, and i continues te be acted with general approbatien. 
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| "The characters are finely varied and diftinguithed, arid the fentiments are jaf and well adapted to the 

I charaders. Whe language is elegant, and the. verfification harmonious. The wickednefs and. 

* folly of ufing force to extend fyftems of religion, are very happily illuftrated. The miid benefie 
sial tendency of Chriftianity is placed in a clear and ftriking light. 

It has been objected to this tragedy, that the remorfe of Phocyas is much greater than his crime, 
and that the abhorrence af Eudocia is unnatural. The objeGtion is jut; but in Hughes's own copy 
Phocyas apottatifes from his religion, which fully accounts for the horrors of his repentance. The 
players conceiving that he could not be a hero if he changed his religion, required that his guilt 
| fhould terminate in his defertion to the enemy; and Hughes, unwilling that-his rélations-fhould lefe 
' the benefit of the play, complied with the alteration. The fcenes as they were originalty wricten, 
are printed in the third volume of “ Letters of feveral eminent perfons deceafed,? 8vo, 1773. 

There is a beautiful groupe of verfes at the end of the fourth act, which were greatly relifhed by 
Quin. 


"Think that ye all to certain triumph move ; 
Who falls in fight, yet’ meets the prize above ; 
"There in the gardens of eternal fpring, 

While birds of paradife aroutid you fing, 
ach, with his blooming beauty by his fide, 
Shall drink rich wines, that in full rivers glide, 
Breathe fragrant gales o'er ficlds of fpice that blow, 
And gather fruits immortal as they grow ; 
Jn blifs ecftatic your whole hours employ, 
And every fenfe be loft in every joy. 





‘ 
Haghes did not farvive the firkt appearance of his tragedy. Weaky, with a Hingering confumpe 
tion, he was unable to attend the rehearfal; yer. “was fo. vigorous i in bis facultica, hac] he wrote the 
dedication to his patron Lord Cow} a gays } before his deaths: He lived to ‘hear of its fuecela, 
{but paid no regard to, Syf intsHlgon s 
j on the great change be ‘was. about: He. died on the firtt,.night’ performance of the. 
| play, 17th February 1719-20, ia the age gear Of his age, fated Gein Privately buried in the Naa 
under the chancel of St. Aridrew's chareh, Holborn, 

His poems were colleéted and printed fu foon after his death, ‘by Mr. Jabez Hughes, his younger: 
brother, and like him a poet and a fcholar. He died Jan. 17.1733, in the 46th year of his Be 
A volume of his “-mifcellanies, in verfe and profe,” was publithed in 1737. 

A complete colle@ion of his poems and plays'was publithed in 2 vols, ramo, 1735, with an ace 
count of his life, by his brother-jn-law, William Duncombe, Efq-., the author and editor of many 
agreeable and ufefut publications. He died Feb. 26. 1769, aged 80, He deft behind hin two acts 
of a tragedy, entitled Sophy Mirze, which was finifhed by Mr. Duncombe, and is ftill in MS., in the 
poffeffion of the family: of his fon, the late Mr. John Duncombe, author of The Feminead,”* 
and other ingenious performances, 

» The charadter of Hughes appear's to have been highly eftimable, as a learned, upright, benevolent, 
{religious man. The mention made of him by Steele, a writer of the firft rank, ix fuicient to" give us 
‘ the moft exalted idea of his talents and virtues. “ He may,’ fays that excellent writ in an effay 
| dev oted to his memory, in “ Phe Theatre,” « be the emulation of more perfons sof different talents. 
tthan any one | have ever known. His head, hands, or heart were always employed in fomething 
;woithy imitation. His pencil, his bow, or his pen, each of which he ufed ina mafterly manner, 
wer: always dirc@cd to raife and entertain his own mind, or that of others, to a more cheerful 
profecution of what is noble and virtuous.” _ 
"Asan effayift, he shares the praife with Addifon and Steele, of being a benefaGor to mankind, 
His moral and critical obfervations are juft and judicious, and expreffed in fuitable language. 

As 2 poet, he does nor rank in the higheft clafs; but he defervés more praife than he has rea 

acived. Moft of his pocins are very pleafing and elegant all of them are friendly to virtue. In 
















fig then wholly -cmpleyed isi the medithtionnof a-Chriftian < 
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operas, fongs, and tranflations, he makes a re{pectable figure; and if he fails in heroic odes, it is net 
- from waneity talents for any kind of poetry, but from attempting the higher kinds of lyric compo- 

fition, for which his geoins was nut fitted. His Poem on the Peace of Ryfwick, is evidently a juvenile 

prodadtion, and abounds in mythological puerilities; but there are not wanting in it good lines, 4 

particularly thofe upon St. Paul’s Church, which was finifhed about that time. The Court of Nep- 

fune is a performance of fuperiot merit. The achi¢vements of the great William, the preferver of 
his own country and ef ours, are defcribed with animation. The verfification is harmonious; the 
mythological part of the poem is bold and claffical, but frequently puctile. The boufe of Nuffau < 
contains an dhimated and elevated defcription of great exertions andfaccefful events. The cha- 
sadter of William the Firft (of Orange) is forcibly exhibited, and his fate pathetically deplored. The 
merits of his two celebrated fons, Maurice and Frederick Henry, are defcribed with great juftice and: 
animation. Confidered as a lyric ode, it is perhaps deficient in fublimity of imagery and of fen- 
timént, It abodtds too much in vague epithets, which convey only a general idea of the objects 
and the heathen mythology is too frequently employed to dignify charaéters, which do not require 
the afliftance of fable to be moft defervedly eminent. The Ode to the Crector of the World, is july 
efleemed one ‘of the noblefk odes in our language. It abounds jn’ elevated thoughts, magnificent 
imazery,.and rational piety.” The defcriptions are difcriminate and ftriking ;:but fometimes dilated by 
smaneceffary epithets, and fometimes weakened by a minute coumeration of, patticalars. The Eeftacy.- 
is a fuccefsful imitation of the ¢ rebus bumanis Exceffus of Cafimire, and is perhaps the moft animated 
and poetical of all his performances, The fevcnth {tanga approaches to fublimity. 

. His tranflatins are, accurate,-elegant, and harmonious. - His verfion of the sbird Ode of Anacreon 

is very full and exadt; and his tranflation of Ovid's Pyramus sud Thifve does complete juttice to that 

beautiful and pathctic ftory. Of his Parapbrafis fom Horne, perhaps the beft paflages are thofe 
that are the leaf paraphraflical, 
- Swift and Pope give the character of his genius in their epiftolary corrcfpondence, quoted and 
* fnétioned by Dr. Johnfon, 
: ‘si A mioiith ago,” ‘faye swilt to Pope, “ was fent me over, by a friend of mine, the works of John 
Hughes, Elg.; they aye in profe and verfe. I never heard of the man in my life, yet I find your 
name asa fubferiber. He is too grave a pact for me, and } think among the mediscrifs in profe 
as well as verfe.”” 

To this Pope replies,‘ To anfwer your queftion as to Hughes; what he wanted in genius he made 
wp ag an honeft man; but he was of the clafs you think him.” Knowing “ the reverence that was 
paid to his-nante,”” the juft ‘reproach inflicted by Horace sedigeribus poetis, Dr: Johnfon's choice of 

fixing the charaster of Hughes cannot but be confidered as inconfiqent and i injurious. 

At does*not clearly appear what Swift meant by faying, “ He is too grave a post for me,” which, 
taken by itfelf,. might be deemed a compliment, and was the truth. Of the charadter of “ an ho- 
neft man,” Hughes found the value on his death-bed, when literary fuccefs was put in the fcale 
with religious confidence. In this cafe, however, Pope appears to have acted with duplicity. Ina 
letter to Hughes, jut before his death, he thus expreffes himfelf : * Would to God you might live 
as long ad [ am {ure the reputation of your tragedy mui.” Letters of Several Dec afed Eminent Perfons, 
Let. 290. In one to his brother, juft after his death, with other evlogiums, he fays, “1 am glad of an 
occafion to give you, under my hand, this teftimony, both how excellent [ think this work to be, 
and how excellent I thought the author,” Jbid. 1.197. And, which is ftill more remarkable, this 
Taft “ teftimony of his real regard (as he ftyles it) for Mr. Hughes,” being given after his death, 
the editor of his works was allowed by Pope to publifh, as “ a greater inftance of the fincerity with 
which it-was given,” Zéid. 1. 205. | 

The teftimony of Pope, thus folemnly given to the world, may be thoyght more deferving of 
credit than.the echo, as it were, of his peevihh correfpondent, whom he was afraid to contradi@, 
ina letter which he little thought would have been preferved and printed, and which, with his other 
Jetters to him, he wanted to recal, At every tribunal, a witnefs who contradiéts himfelf, is dis- 
ne YE fuch an opinion is not allowed to eflablifh, much lefs fhould i it be Stautted to traduce a 

aracter. 
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f . To | 
: Mr. JOHN HUGHES, 


ON Hi3 POEM INTITULED, 
THE TRIUMPH OF. PEACE. 


i 

© 'Jrsere’> by what melodious Hocues has fung, 

~ Pil tune a lyre that long has lain unftrung: 

| Awak'd from drowfy floth, and foothing reft, 
Poetic tran{ports fire my ravith’d breatt 

‘What pleafure mutt retiring Daroen find, 

To fee that art his fkilful nvufe refin’d, f 
So much improv'd by thole he leaves behind ! 

So when a father fees @ earetul fon 

Enlarge thofe coffers, which were fittt his own, 
‘With joy to heaven he lifts his aged eyes, 

Bleffes his profperous heir, and calmly dies. 

May all your fortune, like your numbers, fhine, 
And {moothly flow, without one rugged line ! 
‘Till we confefs the genius is the fame, 

‘That guides your fortune, and poetic Rame. 
So when of old fome fportive amorous god 
* Vouchfaf’d awhile to leave his bleft abode, 
th whatfoever form the gueft appear’d, 
¥lis beavenly Inftre fhone, and was rever'd. 
Cutherine-Hally W. Woats. 
Gambridse, February, £697. 





TO THE 


MEMORY OF Me. HUGHES, 
BY MISS JUDITH Cowen 4, 


Rounp Hucues’s humble, though diftinguifh’d 
urn, 

‘The mufes, wreath’d with baleful cyprefa, mourn; 
7 In every face a deep diftrefs appears, 

Each eye o’erflows with tributary tears : 

Such was the {cene, when, by the gods requir'd, 

Majeftic Homer from the world retir’d : 

Such grief the Nine o’er Maro’s tomb beftow’d; 

And tears like thefe for Addifon late fow’d, 


© Daughter of Juege Cowper, afterwards married to 
Cel. Marup Madan, author of the Progrels or Puctry, &e, 





Snatch’d from the earth, above its trifling. praif, 
Thee, Hucues, to happier climes thy fate _con- 
weys; ? ts 2 
Eas’d.of its load, thy gentle fpirit roves os 
‘Through realms refulgent, and celeftial grovess 
The toils of life, the pangs of death are o'er, 
And care, and pain, and ficknefs, are no more. 
O may the {pot that holds thy ble& remains 
(The nobleft fpoil carth’s fpacious breaft contains) 
Its tribute pay ; may richeft flowers around 
Spring lightly forth, and mark the facred ground; 
There may thy bays its fhady honours ipread, 
And o'er thy urn eternal odours fhed; 
Immortal as thy fame, and verfe, Bill grow, 
Till thofe thall ceafe to live, and Thames to flow. 
Nature fubdued foretold the great decline, 
And every heart was plung’d in grief, but thine 5 
Thy foul, ferene, the confli@ did maintain, 
And trac’d the phantom death in years of pain; 
Not years of pain thy fteady mind fleas. 
By judgment ftrengthen'd, and with virtue arm'd; 
Still like thyfelf, when finking life ebb’d low, 
Nor rafhly dar’d, nor meanly fear’d the blow 5 
Loofe to the world, of every grace poflett,’ 
Groatly refign’d, thou fought’ft the ftranger, Rests 
Firm &s his fate, fo thy own Phocyas dy'd, 


'| While the barb’d arrow trembled in his fide. 


Drawn by thy pen, the theory we fee; . 
The pradtic part, too foon ! beheld in-thee. 
Who sow thail ftrike the lyre with {kill divine, 
Who to harmonious founds * hatmonious numbers 
jein! oe 
Who the rapacious tide of vice contrél,, - -~ 
And, while they charm the fenfe, reform the foul? 
in whom the lovely fifter arts unite, . 
Wich virtue, folid fenfe. and boundlefs wit ? 
Such was the turn of thy exalted mind, 
Sparkling as polifh’d gems, as pureft gold refin’d. 
Great Ruler of our paffons ! who with art 
Subdu’d the fierce, and warm’d the frozen heart, 
Bid glory in our breafts with temper beat, 
And valour, feparate from feverith heat, 
Love, in its true, its genuine luftre rife, 
And, in Eudocia, bid it charm our eyes, 
Virtue diftreft, thy happy lines difclofe, . 
With more of triumph than a congucror knows ¢ 


% Opera ef Calyplo and Telemachys, 
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"Touch'd hy thy -hand, our ftubborn tempers bend, | O gentle fhade accept this humble verfe, 


And flowi g t:ar- the well-wrought icene attend, 
‘That filent eloquence thy power approv'd: 
‘The caufe fo g cat. "twas generous to he mov'd. 

What pleafure can the burfting heart p- fiefs, 
In che laft parting, and fevere diftr-fs ? 

Cav fame, wea th, henoar, tithes. joy beftow, 
And make the labouring breaft with tranfport 
. Lew? 2 
Thele gauily trifles gild our morning br ght, 

But Oho w weak their influence on our night! 
“Ther fame, weal h, honour, titles, vainly bloom, 
Nor dat one heam‘sf comfort on the gloom 5 
But if the Groygling foul a joy receives, 

"Ti in he ju apylaule that covlci us virtue gives: 
"This blamelefe pride the dying Hucnes poffett,” 
Sciten’d his pam, far lightly on his breaft, { 
Ano footh'd his unc ffending toul to reft 

Free frum the big.t’ fears, or ftoie’s pride, 
Caimas our Chrittian hero itv’d, he dy’d. 

A on the utmot verge of dife he ftood, 

Ready to plunye ard { ize th’ imniortal good, 
ColleGing alt his ravs diffu-'d, in one, 

Bliet iatt great work with heiybten'd luftre fhone 
There his jul! fe. timents, tran-ferr'’d, we view'd! 
Bit, while ovr eyes the this in pah purlu'd, 
Ard fheep afcent his Ready judgment gain’d, 
"The thining + arh, alas’ alone. remain’d.— 

S+ when the fun to wo:ids urrknown retires, 
How }-.ug, how boldly thoot his parting fires | 
Larger his ferting orb our cyes confefs, 

Bager we gaze, and the full glory blefs; 

As over the heavens. ublime, his courfe extends, 

aWith equal ftate, the radian globe di feends, 

Binks in ac oud of vold, and azury. bight, 

Aiud leaves behind gay tracks of beamy iight. 
2720, 





Gr for ourfelves the tears profufely flow, 

Woo juttly we is dulge the vender wee, 

Since thou im virtuc’s robes walt richly dreft, 

And ot five art. abundaitly puffett 

Bur if we rather fhould congratulate 

A friend’s entargement and exalted fate; 

Refign’a to Providence, what ‘can we leis 

Thar cheerful bai rhy loug’d for ha, pinefs, 

Who now, releas’d from every piercing pain, 

Doli tthe realms of lighe triumphant reqyn | 
Feoruary, 719-20. W. Duxcomse, 
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® cost too early! ard too lately known! 
My love's intetided ma.ks receive in one; 

he.e, new to ecfi, and recent Irom ‘hy pains, 
‘With ample joy thou tread & the builsful plains : 
df there, veparuft of the ways of men, 
Phou feel with pity whac theu once hatt been, 


 Scige of Daraleus. 


Amidft the meanct honours of thy hearfe. 
How does thy Phocyas warm Britannia’s youth, 
in arms to glory, and in love to truth ! 
Oh! if the mufe of future aught prelage, 
Thefe feeds tha'l ripen in the coming age; 
Then youths, renown’d for many a field well.’ 
fought, 
Shall own the yloriousieffons thou haft caught ; 
Honour's ftri@ laws fhall reign mn every mind, 
And every Phocyas his Eudocia find, 
O yet be this the loweft of thy fame, 
To form the hero, and inftrudt the dame; 
Hee the Chriftian, friend, relation, fn, 
Burn for the glorious courfe thar theu haft rum 
Hf avghe we owe thy p. neil, or thy lyre, 
OF maniy ftrokes, or « f duperior fire, 
How matt thy mufe be ever own'd divine, 
And in the facred Jift unrival’d thine ! 
Nor joyous health was thine, nor downy eafes 
fo chee forbidden sas the fidt recefs; 
Worn with cifeafe, and uever-ceafing pain, 
Haw fi mily did thy fou! her feat maintain! 
harly Uy fide the n.ortal fhaft receiv'd, 
Al., but the wounded hero, fw and griev'd. 
No fenfe of fmart, no anguith, cou.d control, 
Or turn the generous purpofe vf his foul. 
Witueis, ye nobler arts, by heaven defign’d 
fo charm the ferifes, and improve the mind, 
How though your mazes, with inceffanc toil, 
He urg’d his way, to reap th’ immortal fpoil { 
>o fabled Orpheus tun’d his potent fong, 
Death’s circring thades, and Stygian glooms among. 
UF thy great labours this, the latt $ and-chief,  j 
At once demwnds our wonder, and wur grief; ‘ 
Uhy foul in clouded majeity till now 
It. finith'd beauties did bur’; arly fhow ; 
Wondering we faw difclos’d the apie ftore, 
Gc ev'd in that inftant, to-expea& no more, 
So in the evening of fome doubrful day, 
and clouds divided with a mingled ray, 
Haply the golden fun unveils his hgbt, 
And his whole glories fpreads at once to fights 
Th’ enliven’ world lock up with giadfome cheer, 
Biets the gay {cene, nor heed the night fo near; 
Sudden, the lucent orb drop, {wiftly down, 
Through weftern dkies, co fhme in worlds une 
known, 
March 28 1720 


Wm. Cowrer, 


From thy long Janguifhing, and painful ftrife, 
Of breath and labour drawn, and watting life, 
Accomplift’d fpirit . thou at length art free, 
B rn snto bli; and immortality ! 

Thy fteugyles are no mure ;. the palm is won; 
‘Thy brows evcircled with the vidtor’s crown; 
Whue lonely left, and delolate brlow, 

Fuil grief Lieel, and all 2 Baoruer’s woe! 
Yet would [ iniger on a little tpace, 

Before § clofe my quick expiring race, 
Lil 1 have gather’d up, with graceful p tins, 
Thy Works, th dear unperifhing remains; 


+ Tus Seige of Damatcus, 





An undeeaying Monomenr t6 dand, -, 
Rais’d,to thy name by thy own ikiifal and. 
*Phen let me wing from earth my willing way, 
To meet thy foul'in blaze of-iving day,» 
Rapt to the fhies, like thee, with joyful flight,, 
‘An inmate of the hedvens, adopted into light) 
rene 3088, Mut by 3720. Janez Hocues- 
: : . « Ob, pth Fan. £731. 
Anne Hit 46. 

















tr oe ee 
“Pamonr ar bard! thotigh’from the world retir’d, 
Srill known co fame, tll honour’s, 
While fiil’d with joy, in 
And dwell in manfions of eternal day; 
While you, confpicunus through the heavenly choi, 
With {welling rapture tune the chofen lyre; °°" 
Where echuing'angels the giad notes proton 
Or withattentive iiierice crown your, fong 5 
Forgive the mute that in unequal lays 
Offers this humble tribute of her praife. 
b LLoit in thy works, how oft | pats the day, 
“While the fwift hours teat unperceiv’d awry 5 
There; in feet union, wit and virtue charm, 
And noblett fentimenre the bofom warm; : 
The brave, the wife, the virtuous, and the fair, * 
May view themfelver in fadelel’ colours,there. ° 
_ Phyough every polith’d piece correctnef flows, 
Yet each bright page with (prighrs fancy glows; 
Oh! charpy clegarice, where thuvare join’d 
_A fotiit judgment, and awit ref'df 28 
42° “Bere injur'd PRucyas and B£udocia claim «se 
A lafting pity, anda luting fame : 3 
Vhy hecoine’s filter vjrtues charm the fight, . 
“Sand fli our fovis with ravidhing delight. Y 
Exalted Igve and dauntlefs courage mectyee™ “5 1” 
To make thy héro’s chara@er couplete.: * 
‘This finifh'd piece the 'nobleft pers commend, = 
And evi thetcriticsare the poet’sfricnd. —* 
‘Led on by thee, thofe } flowery paths L view, 
“For ever Jevely, and forever new, * ~ “hee 
Where all the graces with joint force engage 
Wo Gerx th” impetuous follies of the age + 
(Virtue, there deck'd. evercblooming charm,” 
With fuch refiltetsrays of beauty warms, | 
“Phat vice, abath’d, conf nrided, fkulks aways * : 
Asnight retires at dawn of rofy day: at 
Struck with his guilt, the hardy. Atheilt dreads * 
Approaching fate, arid trerubles as he roads tw 
Vanquito’d by reafon, yet afhans'd to Ay, 
He dares not own.a God, nor yet deny ; 
Convine'd, thiugh late, forgivencts he implores; 
Shrinks from the jaws of hell, and heaven adares. 
Hither the wild, tie frolic, and the gay, 
As thonghtlefs through their wantan.reun 
we. ifhray, © ts - 
Compell’a by. faite, repair with curious eye, "| 
And-their own various forms with wonder ipy- 
The cenfor-{o polite, fo kindly true, ‘ 
‘They fee their faults, and ficken at the views! 
+: Hence tritling Damon ceafes to de.wain; - 
And Clog fcorns to give her lover pain 2, 
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t. Hughes. - 


+ Alluding,co-the Spcaora written by M 
Vou. Vil, OTE z 
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and admiv’d ! 
happier realms you fttay, | 


29g~ 
: iret < <4 #8: 
Strephon is true, who ne'er was true before 
And Catia bids him foe, but not adore. 3 
“Though ABDIsON and $trets the honour claiiuy. 
Here to ttand foremoft on the Tit of fame; 
Yer fill the traces of thy haad we fee, 
Some of the brighteft thoughts are due tor thae., 
While then for thofe illufrions bards we mouzhy 
phe mite {hull vifit thy diftinguith’d urn 5 
With copious tears bedew the facred. ground, 
And plant the never-faging bay around. ~~ : 
| Here ‘through the. gloom, afpiring bard 
en (plote; 2 at 2 a ae 
Thefe awful relics, and be vanrno more 5. > 
Learning and wit, and fame icfelf mutt. di¢ 5: 
4} Virtue alone can gowering seach che. iky. va 
This crown’d his life. Admire’ ‘not, heaven in, 
* vidw,., 7 se MP nev ms 
He ta the. glorious prize with tranfport flew.-~ 
A fate fo bictt fhould check our flreaming woe, ¥ « 
He reigus above, his works furvive belows 1.2 
ans See j. Bunce, 
pate of Trniy Heb 
Te Qamabridiesy  £ 
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IN MEMORIAM Writ CLARISSING 
JOHANNIS HUGHES# 1, 


* n 
Ocwrprr heu nimium fate fablatus geerbo, <8 
} Occidit Aonidiim decus itle dolorque fororum! 
Quix te, magne, tuis rapuit fors afpera, vates? _ 
Quo fugis, ah+ nofiras nunquam reditusus in, 
oras! +" 5 - 
Rn! tibi ferali crinem cinxére cupreffo, 
Et Grcum cineces Parnaffia numina lugedt. .~ 
4 {pfatuam fict adhuc, febivque-Britanma mortem; 
‘Te patria expolcit, feecundaqug criminis tas. 
Non tua te pictas, non Candida vita, nec artes 
Ingeoux, dure juvencin eripuére fepulchro! 
Sed tibi mors longos nequicquam inviderit ane,” 
nos;, | ee A este 
Dum maneant clare monumenta perennia fama, 
Direwufque volet fupersi funsales inaoras, 
* Speruis trita, fonsns plecirum, tenuifque cameos 


¥ 1 











ne : 
Hiaud petis anxilium f tertis te ‘piena relictis * 
Mens rapit impavidum, cocliqae per ardva ducit. 
Jam procul ex oculis gentes & regna recedunt; , 
Jam tellus perit, & punctum vix c.rnitur orbiss 
‘Ac vos, iain:enfi placidiffima lumina mundi, 
Sol, Luna, zterno megitas Q - paugite Iaudes 
Auétori Deminoque 5 fuis conculfa tremifeat 
Sedibus, & magnum agrivfcat Natura Parentem, 
Jum vates arcana, parum fententia valgi * 
Ur ftee follicittis, fublimi catmine pandit!  , 
Qualis verborum, pompa . ut rait ore profundd | ; 
Fervidus, ingenil caleat cum, Spiritus ingens f° 
Nee minor incedis, tragico’ iudigoufve cothurs 
7 $ : 





no. 
‘} Dum tuos. Arabices Phocyas ruit Yeerin hoftes, ~~ 





_- # Haec, et préxima alludnnt ad tavtimis if authors 
noftri Poewata, quidus ciruli, * Hymnus ad qicateresn 
© Muadi, e EcRaiia” > = 








ua 
‘Quis npn aquales toto fab pectore fammas 
Concipie, & fimili laudis fervefcit amore ! 

© qualis lingux divina potentia! quali 

Aste trahis faciles animos ; feu pectora fle@i 
Dura jubes, & pulchta acuis virtutis honore ; 
Sive intus placidos Eudocia concitet ignes; 

Ah nimiom, nimium infelix Eudocia ! qsiem non 
Sors tua feva mevet ? madidi vectigal ocelli 

Quis neget? infauttos quis non deploret amores 2 
© Semper: damnata-pati fata afpera virtus | 

At tibi quis fenfus, quz mens, Eudocia, cum jam 
Extrahit infixam Phocyas tua famma fagittam, 
Securus fati, vitamque ex vulnere fundit ? 

Quis fatis ingenium:comis miretur Abudze ? 
Quam Piger ai Penas, miferupque benignus in 

oftem | 


Exemplar vel Chriftianis imitabile, mores 

Digni etidm meliore fide! O quam, nube remot’ 
Ertoris, tanti eniteant pietatis honores ! 

, Sed quid = Plute:hic: laudace nitentia per- 


Tota nitet, pulchiro tota ordine Fabrica furgit, 
Bt delectamur paflim, paffimque monemor, 


L. Duncomaz, 
BGM. Met, * 
re Oxon oe ee 
Amabilis Juvenis, bujus Carminis Anther, 


Obiit 26. Devers, 17303) xno LEtatic 19. 


Nox atra caput trifti circumvolat umbrd.” 
tse ‘ Vins, 


“ 
oa 


} Though Phaedra, and 
fore. 


RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 


PROLOGUR 
TO THE 
MEMORY OF MR. HUGHES. 


Spoken by Mr. Milward, on the revival of the Sigs 

“of Damafeusy at the Theatre-Reyal in Drury-Lane, 
24d March, 2734-5. 

Hent force and fancy, with united charms, 

Mingle the fweets of Jove with war’s alarms. 

Our author thows, in eaftern pomp array’d, 

The conquering hero, and the conftant maid. 

None better knew fuch noble heights to foar, 

though Cato, charm'd bee 


While in the Inftre of his glowing lines, 

Th’ Arabian paradife fo gaily fhines, 
With winy rivers, racy fruits, fupply’d, 
And beayties fparkling.in immortal pride, 
Gallants, you'll own that! g. rofiftleis fire 
Did juftly their enamour'd breafty infpire. 

At firft a numerous audience crown’d this play, 
And kind applapfes mark’d its happy way, [view, 
While ‘be, his own Phocyas, foateh’d from 
To fa ‘with ripen’d glory flew. * 
Humane, though witty Rumble, thovgh admir’d; 
Ww le great, the'virtucns expir'd | 

ul fay the bard, beneath ind plarets born, 
Whom every grace and every. mufe adorn, 

Whofe {preading fame hasreach'd to foreign lands, 
Receive fome tribute too fram Britith bande, 








THE TRIUMPH OF PEAQEs 2°! 





OCCASIONED BY THE FRACE or E 3 * 
Hear, Britain, hear a rongh umpractis’d tongee ! 
hough rough my vote, the mufe infpircs the 

fang, 

‘The heayen-born mufe; cv’n now fhe 
Bight, | 

And bears my. raptur'd. foul through untrac'd 
realms of fight.” ’: : 

We monnt aloft, and; in our airy way, 

Reuring kingdoms far beneath furvey. 

Amid the relt a fpacions tract appears, 

Obfcure in view, and on its vfage wears 

Black hovering mitts, which, thickening by degrees, 

Extend a low’ring ftorm: o’er earth and feas. 

Bur, lo’ an eaftern light, arifing high, 

Drives the tempeftuous wreck along the fy! . 

‘Cher thus the mufe—Look down, my fon! aid fee 

"the bright proceffion of a deity! 

She fpoke; the form difpers'd ; vanith’d the night; 
And well-known Europe tiands difcios'd to fight, 
Of various ftates, the various bounds appear ; 

‘There wide Hifpania, fruitful Gallia here ; 

Relgia’s moift foil, confpicuous from afar, 

And Flandria, long the field of adeftrudtive war. 

Gerrmania too, with chufter'd vines o’erfpread ; 

And lovely Albion from her watry bed, 

* Beautcous above the’ reft, rears her aufpicious 
head. 

Beneath her chalky cliffs, feanymphs re(ort, 

And awful Neptune keeps his reedy court; 

iis darling Thames, rich prefents in his hand 

+t bounteous Ceres, traverfes the land ; 

And feems a mighty foake, whofe shining pride 

Does through the meads in finuous volumes ghde. 
Ah, charmjngifle | faireft of ali the main: 

Too tong thou doft my ulion oye detain. 

¥or fee a hero on the adverle ftrand 

And, lo! a blooming virgin in his hand! _ 

Allhail, celeftial pair '—a goddefs fhe, 

Of heavenly birth confeft, a'more than mortal, he! 

ViGorious laurels on his brows he wears; 

‘Ub’ attending fair a branching olive bears; 


Springs her, 


"| Her fnowy garments loofely flo 





Slendeg her thape, in Gilver bends'confia'd; » >" 

behind; 

Rich with embroider'd ftars, ‘vuffle ie the! 
wind. H .. vee 


But-once fuchi differing beauty met before, 
When warrjor Mars did love's brigtit queeniadore 5 
Ev'n levee ight queén might feem lefs winning 
fair, 
And Mars fubmit to his heroic air. : 
Not Jove himfelf, imperial Jove ean tow’ 
A nobier'mien, or more undaunted btow, fplaing, 
When his‘ftrong arm, through heawa's' athereal 
Compels thé kindled bolt, and avwfal rule main- 
tains. . 

And now embark'd they feek the Britith ifles. 
Pleas’d with the charge, propitious ocean fmiles. 
Before, old Neptuste {mooths the liquid way 5 
Obfequious Tritons on the furface play; 

And fportfu} dolphins, With a nimble glance, - 
To the bright fun their glittering feales advance. 
In oozy beds profound, the billows fleep, ' 

No clamerous winds awake the filent deep ; 
Rebuk'd, they whifper in a gentle breeze, 
And all around isuniverfal peace, {clare ; 

Proceed, my mufe! The following pomp de- 
Say who, and what, the.bright attendants were! 
Firft Ceres, in her‘ chariot feated high, 

By harnefs'd dragons drawn along the fky; 

A cornucopia fill’d her weaker hand, . 
Charg'd with the various offspring of the land, 
Fruit, flowers, and corn ; her right a fickle bore; 
A yellow wreath of twifted wheat fhe wore. 
Next father Bacchus with his tigers grac’d =~ 
‘The fhow, and, fqueezing clufters as he pafs'd, . 
Quaff"d flowing goblets of rich-flavqur’d wine. 
In order, laft fucceed the tuneful nine ; 

Apollo too was there; behind him hung 

His ufelefs quiver, and his bow unftrung ; 

He touch’d his golden lyre, and thys he fung. 

“ Lead on, great William ! in thy happy reigr 
“ Peace and the mufes are reftor’d again. 

“ War, that fierce lion, long difdaining law, 
“ Rang’d uncontroll’d, and kept the world in 
“awe, 


While trembling kingdoms créuch’d, beneath 
“ his paw, 
84 
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* At laf the reeling monfter, deunk with gore, ~ | 

“Falls at thy feet Subdued, aut quedis his roar; 

“ Tamely to thee he bends hia thaggy mane, 

# And on his neck admits the long-rejedted chain. 

« “At thy prorecting court, for.this bleit day, 

f€ Attending nations thcie glad thanks thall pay : 

© Mot Belgia, and the fefcued iffe alone, 

But Europe fhall her great deliverer own. > 

 Rome's.mighty grandcur was nex more confett, 

“ When great Antonine travell'd through the aft,” 

** And crowds of monarchs did each morning wait 

Wich early homage at his palace gute. 

“ Hafle then, bright prince! thy Britain’s tranf 
7 “ port meet; 

* Fatte to her arms, and make her blifs. complete! 

$f Whate’er glad news has reach*d her littening’) 

“ ear, . 

# While htr long-abfent lord provokes her feat, 

A Her joys arg in fulpenice, ber pleafures ugfin- 
"yO cere, , : 

He comes, thy hero cnmes! O beavteous ifle! 

™ Revive thy ws with a cheerful 

Let thy rejoicing fons frefh palais pr 

* ‘Yo grace the trephirs of che Snifh’d 

$ Omhigh be hung the martial (worMulbeath’d, 

‘Lhe thield with ribbons drefi'd, and ipeas with 

* © ivy wreath’d! 7 

# Let fpeaking paint in various tablets how 
Patt feuncs of battle to ihe crows beiow ! 
Round this triumphant pile, in ruficadance, 
© The outing Gwainy fiali haud in hand advances 
“The wealthy farmer from his toils fhail ceafe 5” 
“Lhe ploughsven- frei the yoke his fuoking 
. , “ Rects releale, : 
# And join w folumniat the feftival of peace. 
No moje for wart of hands th’ unlabour’d field, 
* Chok'dwirh rank weedsya fickly crop'thall yields 
Calin peace returns; behold -hgr thing train | 
ff And irujtiul plentyis reflor’d again.” 
Agalle, cems'd —— The mules take the found, 
¥rom voice to yoise th’ barmonigus notes ree 
oe bound, [arband ! 
And cebring Tyres tranimit the valant fugne 
Meéspwhie the ftesdy bark, with profperous 
Filly the large fheete of her expanded fais, (gals, 
And gains tl’ intended ports thick on the frrand ) 
* Like iwariniry bees, sh’ aflembcd Britons hand, 
“And picts to lec their welcome tovercign lund ; 
At his approach, unruly tranfport reigns i 
"An every breail, and rapéure fires their 
A generel Shout lucceeds, aswhen on 
_ Exploded thunder rends the vaultud xy. 
“A fhort convullion fhakes the folid fhore By 
And rocks th’ adjacctit deep, uurkov'a before 3 

* Lovd acelamations threagl tne valieys ring, 

. While to "Augila’s wall the crowd attend their 
King. F : . 
“And naw behold a finifi'd tems 

On lotty pidars climbing to the & 7 
Gt bulk itupe its proud pile jt rears, . - 
‘The gradual produdt of fiucceftiue yearse * 1. 

“An inrer yste, that Tol’s with iron leaves, 

“Lhe charms'd ipetiatar’s entering fleps receives, 
» ‘The choir Of St. "Panl’s was fit ¢ Bstedun the day of 
sPhaukigivuiy for the ptate, 2. , cat 
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. Aufpicious firu@ure! born in happy days, 


|. Two fcrale counties in its cuvrie divides, 
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‘Where curious works in twifled fems are feen 
Of branching foliage. vacuous hetween.-" 
Over this a vocal organ, mounted bigh 
On marble columns, trikes the wondering eyes: 
And feeds at once two fenfes with delight, 


“4, 





“Sweet to the eur, and fplendid to the fight. 2: 


Marble the floor, enrich’d with native fhains ‘ 

Of various dye, and ftreak’d with azure veins. 

Ev’n emulous art with nature feems,to firive, = 

And the carv'd figures almoft bréathe and lives, 
Phe paintad altar, glorious to behwld, 





| Shines with delightful bloc, and dazzling gold. 


Here firft th’ illaftrious thrac, of heaven: 
Religion, liberty, and peace, embrace; ‘ 
Here joyful crowds chcir pious thanks exprefs, 

For peace reftor'd, and heaven’s indulgence biefa. 


y race, 


Whote firtt cmploymert is the nobiett, praife ! 
So, when by jutt degrees th; cternal thought ~ 
His fix days lear to perfeSion brouyht, - 
With Jaws of motion firft endved the whole, 
And bade.the heaveus in deftin'd circles ro, 
The poliih'd {phercscommene’d their harmony 
All uature ina chorus did agree, * ; : 
And the worid’s birch-day was a jubilee. 








“THE COURT OF NEPTUNE, | 


ON KING WILLIAM'S RETURN FROM HOLLAN: 
WG 


Adreffed to the Kight Honourable r 
CHARLES MONTA GUE, Ee 


; . Ne tas 
Beam, celeftial mufe! a tuneful fain ~ : 
i Aibion’s prince conducted o’er the mains ” 
Gf courts couccal’d in. waves, und Neptune’s 
watry seigu 5° eae 
Sing, from beneath, how the'green deity. °- 
Role to the fovercign of the Britith fea; * 
‘Lo power conteti’u, the triple mace refign’d, 
O'er-rul’d tive Hoods, and charg’d the rebel wind ; 
Secur'd his paflage homeward, and reftor’a, _ 
“Safe. to the lovelictl ifie, the belt lov'd lord. «>, 
‘The generous name of Moutegue has Lng 
Been fum’d in verte, and grac’d the poet's long ie 
An verfe, hindelf can happy wongers do, 
The belt of patrons, and of poets too, 
Amid the thaitui their that court-his car, 
Mt he veuchlafe thle ruder lays.to tear, - 2 a 
His bright example, while to"him 1 fing, [win a 
Shall rate my sebfe Hight, ‘snd mount me on ute 
On Alvion’s catiern coait, an * ancient wn * 
Oerluvks the fea, to mariners well known ; 
Where tie. fwilt ¢-Stourus ends his fuaky wain, 
And pays his watery utbute to cht lain : 
Stourus, whofe itreanii, profife as it guides,” 


\. 














And rolls to feaward with a luver’s pace? =e 


‘there beausecus Oswell meets his Jund embrace; 





L# Hatwieh. > ee 


i 
liver Stoure, that rons betwee Soffolk and kite.” 





They mix. theie amorout fireams, the briny tide? 
‘Receives them join’d; their crooked fhoves pro 
oe vide | 
A {pacious bay witfin, for anchor’d thips to ride: 

Here, on the margin of the railing flood, * 
Divinely fair, like fea-born Venus, itood + 
Britanvia’s genius, ina robe array’d 

Of broider’d arms, and heraldry difplay’d 

A crown of citiés charg’d her graceful brows3 | 

Tn waving curls her hair luxuriant flows; ‘ 

Celeftial glories in her eyes are feen; : 
~ Her ftature tall, wajeftic is her mica. Motes 
With fuch’a prefence through th’ adoring fkies ¢ 
Shines the great-parent of-the deities 5 
Such towery honours an-her tempies rife, © 
© When, drawn by lions, the procee in ftate; 

* "Trains of attendant gods around her chariot wait; 

‘The mother goddefs, with foperior grace, “ frace. 
Surveys, and numbers o'er hér bright immortal 

While thus the lovely genius hovers o'er.» 

* “The water's brink, and from the fandy shore 
Beholds th’ alternate billows fall and rile 
(By turns they fink below, by turns t 

; the tkies)? free 

* And muft, the faid—— - 

4% "Then paus'd, and drew a figh of anxious love ; 

«é Mutt my dear lord this faithlefs ocean prove 5 

Eftap'd the chance ef war, and fraud of foes: 

Wilt thon to wirring waves thy facred lile ex- 
. poles. . : 

Why am { thus divided by the fea, + 
From all the world, avd all the world'in thee ? 
Could fighs and tears the rage of rempefs bind, 









ry mount 
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With tears. I'd bride the feas; avith fighs the t 


“a0, 
sei Herds endich’d'around,- 
¢ flocks, the flocks with fleeces 
A crown’d. cee aS Eeain, 
Ali thefe with nativé wealth thy power main- 
‘And bloom with bleffinigs of thy cafy reign. 
Hatte, hoilt thy fails !.and ‘through the foamy 
_ # brine, ‘ a ‘ 
“Roth to my arm’ henceforth be wholly mize 5 
‘Alter nine toilfome years, lee flanghter ceate, © 
And Sourith now tegure, ia the foft arts of 
ence! 
She ; th’ entreatedé winds her accents bore,. 
‘And wing’d the meffage to the Belgic fhore. < 
The pious hero heard, ngt contd delay | “ 
To theet the lovely voice, that famimon'd him away; 
The lovely voice; whole foft complaining charms; 
Befose bad calt’d the fuccour of his arnvs, . 
Nor Gif'di p when fir’d-with gceneront 
"£? oppofe the fury cfa besbareus age, ° 
Like Joye with awful thunder in his hand, 
‘Through florms and ficets at fea, and foesat land, 
He urp't his daring way; before his fight, 
On filver wirgs, bright glory took her flight, * 
Aud left, to guide his courfe, tong fhining tracks 
of ligne : pee 
And sow once more embark’d, propitiots.gale 
1 Blow freth from fhore, and fill’ his hollow fails. © 
As whet the golden ged, thac rules the day, - 
Drives down his damning chariot to the fea: 
‘And leaves the nations here involv'd in’ night, 
To diftant regions he tranfports his light; + 
So. Wiiliam’s cays, by turns, 2Wo nations chegt ; 
And when he fets to them, he rifes heres 
Forlaken Selgia, ere the fhip withdrew, 
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MON 6 winds : cans Shedtgenerdus tears, and breath’d this foft adieu; 
# Soft fighing gales thy canvafs ftiould infpire;- « Since empire cails thee, and a glorious throne, 
4 Bat hence, ye boitterous forms : far hence retire hy ghty interefts, and thy own; 


“ 


a 


‘To'inland woods; there your mad powers ap- 
“ peale,- {trees 5 

Anitfcour the dufty plains, or tip the foreft 

Or lodg’d in hollow rocks profoundly fleep, - 

‘and relt drom the loud labours of the deep f 

Why thould I fear ?—1f heroes be the care. 

Of Heaven above, and Heaven inclines to prayer, 

Thou fail’ fecure; my fons with lifted eyes; 

And pious vows, for thee huve gain'd the fries. 

Come then, my much-lov’d iord: No ‘more 
© th alarma : Son 

Of waftefol wat require thee from my arms. 

‘Thy {word gives plenteous pease but without 
“ thee, °- rs 

« Peace has no charms, and plenty’s poverty.? 

At length enjoy, for Whom you've fought, the 

_ * gieen BHT ns . 

OF ifignds, bright, majeftic, and ferene t 

Unveil'd from clouds, which did h& form 
« difgyife, + 

And hid a thoufand beanties from. thy eyes. « 

A thonfand treafutes unfurvey’d invite 

Their lord to various {cenes of new delight. 








vot dayne, E 
My numerous counties, and my ancient towns; 
jLandicapes of rifing mountains, fhaggy woods, 
‘Grech valleys, filing nwadows, filver floods, - 











Come fee the dower 1 brought: My fpacious | 











iting love would -fain perluad 
© thy tay) m : . 
Go, where thy better fortung leads the way ¢ 
Meanwhile my fofs, allow me to complaint, 
‘And wilh--ah no. ¢uat partial with were vain. 
‘Yhongh honour’d Crete bad” nurs'd the thun-’’ 
dering god, . : : 
Crete was not always bleft with his abode; ~ 2. 
Nor Was it fit, that William's gadlike mind, * 
For nations botn, fiould be ta one confin’d:. “7 
‘This only grant, fince I muit afk no more,’ 
Revifit once dgaip ‘your native fhore! t 
That hope my fortows thall beguile ; and Hiod,2 
My-happy rival! wilt that hope allow ; 
“Tis ail ti’ enjoyment, fate bas left me hows 4 
So may'it thou, fair Britannia! ever bess” 
© Firm ¢o thy fovercigu’s love,'and his to thee t . 
“ While widow’ P?—Thege. rifing fighe-re- 
prefd 
Ber fainting: voi 
Now, while the bounding veffel drives before,” 
The guhy gales, and leaves the ieifening fhore, « 
Behold the parting clouds to diftance Ay, : 
And goldey glories, peurieg from on high 
Mew’ deeis the day, and cheer th’ enlighten'd 
wiky* £ 
One fheating beam, 
Darts on ‘the middie 











ce, and ftifled—in the reft. . < | 


like lightning doubly bright, 
main its ftreaming lights... 
$ ij . 


ae 


Lo! William's guardibn angel there deftends; 
‘To Neptune’s court his heavenly meffage terfds : 
¥n arms celeftial, how he fhines afar, 

Like Palins faarching fo th’ awaken’d war! , 
Mis lefr hand gripes a fpacious orb of fhield, 
‘With thoufand intercepted dangers fill’d, 


* And déaths of verions kind ; his right difplays ” 


ftrikes the waves; th* obfequious waves obey, 
|. cpening in a gulf, difclofe the downward way. 
O tule !'by thee condudted down, I dare 


5 blade, that Ipread?a formidable blaze. 


The fecrevs of the watery world declare ; 


For nothing fcipes thy view: to thee “tis given’, 

‘To range the fpace of earth, and feas, and: heaven, 

Delcry a thatiftand forms, conceai’d from fight; 

And in inimortal verfe co give the vifions ght. 

A rock there lies, in depth of fea profound ; 

About its clefts, rich béds of pearl eboiind, 

‘Where fportful nature, covering bet retreat 

‘With flowing waters, holdssher feeret feat: - 

Th woods of coral, intricate- fhe firays, 

And wreatheethe fhellsof fe, a thoufand mand 
Attd ahithdted the fpawn of all-her finny race. 

‘Th’ unnotabér'd fpecies-of the fertile tide, 

In fhoals, atotnd thein thighty-shother, glide. 

Wroth out the'rock's wide tavern’s deep ‘below, 

‘The ruthing ocean rifes td its flow ; 

sAnd, ebbing, here retités;. within its fides, i 

Im roomy caves the gad of fea refides. 

Pilars unhewa, of living ftone, bear high | 
Yatlted. courts; in ftorms the billows fly 

‘er th’ echoing roof, like thunder through the 

ws Sieg, oe ° : 

Aind warn the ruler of the flodds to’ rife, 

And check the raving winds, and >the fwoln 

waves chaftife, ~ . 

Rich fpoils, by plundering tempefts hither borne, 

An oniverfe of wealth, the palace rooms adorn. 

Before its entraeee, ‘bréken wrecks are feen 

In heaps defurm’d, a melantholy {cene. “ 

But far within, dgon a mofly throne, 

With wathy ooze and famphire overgrown, 

‘The fea-green kirig:his forky fceptre rears; 

Awfabhis dfptG, numerntis are his years. 

A'pearly crown’ circles His brows divine; [brine. 

‘His beard and dewy hair thed trickling drops of 

"The rivér-gods, -his numerous progeny, 

Ob beds of rufhed- round their parent lie: 


Here Danube and the Rhine ; Nile’s fecret fource 


Dwells here conceal’d; hence Tiber takes his 
% courfe 5 ; 

Hence rapid Rhodanus his carrent pours ; 

And, iffting from his urn, mejeftic Padus roars; 

And Alpheus feeks, with filent pace, the lov’d 

Sicilian ores. 

But, chief in honour, Neptune’s darling fon, 

"The beauteous Thames lies neareft te his throne, 

Nor thou, fair Boyne! fhal! pals unmention'd by, 

Already fung in ftrains that ne’er fhall die. [trains 
Thefe, and a thoufand morc, whofe winding 

Geek various lands, theweal:hy fire maintains ; 

Each day, the fluid portions he divides, _[tides. 

find fills their craving, urns with frefh recruited 

‘But not alike; for oft his partial care 

Bows on fome a difproportion’d shares 
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From whence their {welling eatrents, o’er-fupply’s 

Through deiug’d fields in noify triumph ride. 
‘The god was juft preparing to renew 

His daily tafk, when fudden ia his view 

Appear’d the guardian power, sll dazzling bright; 


» 


| And, entering, flafh’d the caves with beamy light. 





Boyne, Rhine, the Sumbre,-on their banks had (eer. 
The glorious form, and knew his martial mien ; 
In throngs th’-admiring Nereids round him prefs'dy, 
And Tritons crowd to view the heaveniy gueft. ‘ 
Then thus, advancing, he his will explains : 
‘© O mighty fovercign of the liquid phins! 
“ Hate, to the furface of the deeprepair, 
“ This folemn day requires thy prefence there, 
* To rule'the ftormy, the rifing waves reftrain, 
“ And fhake thy fceptre o’er the govern’d main. 
“ By breathing gules on thy dominions drive::, 
‘To thee’ three. kiagdoms hopes in charge are 
“ piven, * on& : {heaven. 
The glory of the world, and bed belov'd of. 
Behold him figur’d here :«+He faid, and held, 
Refulgent to his view, the guardian. fhield. 
On the rich mould, inwrought with {kill divine, 
Great William’s wars in {plendid feulpture thine. 
Here, how his fewing power wag firlt difplay'd, 
And Holland refchéd by his youthful aid; 
When, kindling in his foul, the martial flame 
Broke fiercely out, préluding future fame, 
And round the frontiers dealt avenging fire; 
Swift from the hot purfuit the blafted foes retire, 
Then passien fieges, camps are grav'd afar, .. 
Aud the-long progrefs of the dreadful wits. 
+ Above the tel Synefle!simmortal Sight, 
In larger puxes' offer'd.to the fight, 
“With martiat terror charms, and gives 2 fierce 
delight. : 
Here the confederate troops are fore’d to yield, 
Driven by unequal numbers through the field: 
With his bright fword, young Naffau there with- 
ftands . teas {commards, 
Their Sight; with prayers and blows he urges his 
Upbraids their fainting force,.and boldly throws 
Hinfetf the firft-amidf the wondering fues. 
What dare not men, by fach a peneral Jed? 
Rallying with fhouts, their hero at their head, 
Fir’d with new rage, afham'd they once did fly, 
Refolv'd t’ o’ercome, or refolute to dic, 
Through trampled heaps of flain they rufh to 
victory, 
Earth trembles at the charge; death, blood, and 
prey, nee oe 
Infatiate riot all the murderons day; - * 
Nor night itfelf their fury.can allay; 
Till the pale moon, that fickens at the fight, 
Retires behind a cloud, to blind thebloody fight, 
Again, the thield in favage profpe@ fhows 
An ancient * abhey, which rough woods enclofe ; 
And precipices vaft abruptly rife,, [defies’ 
Where, fafe encamp'd,.. proud Lucenboogh 
All open violence, or clofe farprife. - © 
But fee! a fecond Hannibal from far, 
Up the ftcep height, conducts th’ entangled war. 
Brave Offory, attended with the pride _ 
of Englith valour, charges by his fide. 
+ 3z Denuis near Mona, 


“ 


“ 
ue 
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‘With flafhing fires; the thunder’d hills rebound; 

And the thack’d country, wide beneath, rebel- 
lows to the found, pre} 

¥ere’d from their holds, at length they fpeed theic 
flight; {[quite. 

Rich tents, and ftores of war, the vidtor’s toils re- 

"Then peace enfues; and, in a fhining train, 

"Phe friendly chiefs affemble on the plain. 

An ardent zeal the Gallic general warms 

“Lo fee the youth, that kindled fuch alarms ; 

Wondering ht views; fecure the foldiers prefs 

Round their late dread, and the glad treaty blefs. 

Next, on the broad circumference is wrbught. 

The nine years war for jov'd Britannia fought ; 

"The caufe the fame’ fsir liberty betray’d, 

And banith’d juttice; fly to him for aid. 

Here failing thips are drawn, the crowded ftrand, 

And heaven’s avenger haitening to the land. 

Oppreffion, fraud, cqnfufion, and attright, 

Fierce fiends, that ravag’d in the gloomy night © 

Of lawlets power, defeated; By before his dax- 
ziing light. sot 

So to th’ eciipfing mooh, by the ftill fide 

Of forne lone thicket, revelling hags provide 

Dire charms, that threat che fleeping neighbour= 
hood, {blood 5 

And quaff, with magic miz’d, vaft bowls of human 

But, when the dawn reveals the purple eaft, 

“They vanith fuller trom th’ unfinih’d featt. 

Here joyful crowds triumphant arches reac i 


Ehclos'd they fight; the forefts thine around } 


‘Yo their deliverer’s praife ; glad fenates there, 
in fplendig pomp, the regal fate confer. 
“‘Hibernia’s fields hew trhimphs then fupply 5 

‘THe rival kings, in.arms, the fate of empire try. 

See where the Boyne two warring hofts divides, 

And rolls between the fight his murmuring tides! 

In vain—hills, forefts, ftreamé, mutt all give place, 

Whetu Wijliam leads, and vi€tory’s the chace. 

‘Vhou faw'tt him, Boyne! when thy charg'd) 

‘waters bore 1 
‘The {wirtting courfers to th’ oppofing fhore, > 
And, round thy banks, thou heafd’ft the mur- 
dering cannons roar. 

What more than, mortal bravery infpir’d 

‘he daring troops, by his example fir'd! — {court 

“Thou faw’it their wondrous deeds; to Nepeune’s 

"Thy flying waves convey’d the fwift report, 

And, red with flaughter, to their father thow’d 

Streams not their awn, and a difcolour'd flood. 
Here, on th’ ethereal mcold, hurl’d from afar, 

‘Th’ exploded ball had mark’d a dinted fcar. 

7 Fwas deftin’d thus; fer when all glowing red, 

The angel took it from the forge, he faid ; 

This part be left unfated from the foe! ~~ 

And, fcarce efcap’d, once let the hero know, 3 

How much to my prateation he thall owe ; 

Yee, from the batter’d fhield, the bali fhall bound, 

And on his arm infli& a (carlet wound. 
Elfewhere, behold Namur’s proud turrets rife, 

Majeftic co the fight, advancing to the fkies! 

"The Meufe and Sambre here united How, 

Nature’s defence againft th’ invading foe : 

Induftrious art her ftrength of walls fupplies = 

Before the town the Britifh army lies, 











afd 
The works ate mann’d ; with fury they contends: 
Thefe thunder from the plains, thofe from the walle. 
. defend. 
Red globes of fite from bellowing engines fly, «. 
Abd lead a {weeping blaze, like comets, through 
_., the fky . 
Th- kindled region glows; with deafening found 
They burit; their iron entrails, hurl'd arcund, 
Strow with thickefcatter'd deaths. the crimfon (” 
_ghound. i 
See, where the genius of the war appears, 
Nor fhfins the labour, nor the, danger fears! 
In clouds of falphurous, finoke he shines more: 
bright, * tego... [highs 

For glory round him waits, with, bdamp of living: 
At length the widen’d gates a conqueft own, 
And ta his arms refign the yielding town, 

Here, {fom the field return’d, with olivg chown'd, ; 
Applauding throngs their welcome prinée far- 





round ¢ , 

Bright honours in his glorious entry thine, = 
And peace reftor’d concludes the great defiga. 

Long o’er the figur’d work, with vaft furprife, 
Admiring Neptune roll’d his ravith’d eyes; 
Then, rifing fromr his throne, thus call’d aloud ; 
“ Ye lovely daughters of the briny flood! (pare, 
« Hafle, comb your filver locks, and ftraight pre~ 
“ To fill my train, and gaze in upper air. 


““ This day, majeftic glories you fhall fee >! 


“ Come, all ye watery powers, who under me 


“ Your little tridents wield, and rule the boifter-( | ~ 
ous fed!” ‘ ‘ 
“ What God, that views the triumphs here dif. 
“ play’d, _- teas 
Can to fach trorth refute his heavenly aid 7” 


He tald no more=-but bade two Tritons found ° 
Their cropked hells, to {pread the fummans reund 
Through the wide caves the biaft is heard afar; 
With {peed two more provide his azure cary 
A concave thell; ‘two the finn’d courfers join: | * 
All wait officious round, and own th’ accuitom’d 





. Heys a 
The god atcends; his better hand fuftains 


The three-fork’d {pear, his left diredéts the reine. 

"Vhrough beealing waves, the chariot mounts him 
high ; ‘ 

Before its thundering courfe, thegrothy waters fly; 

He gains the furface ; on his either fide, ‘ 

The bright atresdants, rang'd with comely pride, (-: . 

Advance in joft array, aad grace the pompous’ | * 
tide. Sa ; 

Meanwhile Britannia’s king confpiruous ftood, 

And, from bis deck, furvey’d the Boundlefs flood, 

Smooth was the glaily fcene,, the fun bebeld 

His face unclouded im the liquid field, 

‘The gazing Nereide, in a dhining train, 

Enclofe the ruler of the British main, 

Aud fweetly fing ; fafpended winds forbear 

Their loud conaplaings, the foothing lay to hear. 

“ Hail, facred charge, they cry; the beauties we 

Of Neptune’s court, are come t’ attend on thees 

* Accept our offer’d aid! thy potent (way, 

“ Unbounded by the land, thele watery realms 
obey; (mage pay.(! 

And we thy ‘fubjedt-powers our duteous ho-Jj 
: 3 ij 


abo 
* See Neptune's felf, inferior in command, 
* Prefeni:s his trident to thy horfour’d hand ! 
They faid; the Qre approach’ 'd with awe pro-) 
found ¢ [found ; 
‘The rite perform’ d, their fheils the. Tritvay. 
Swell'd with the fleritl alarm, the joyful billows 
bound. 
_. Now, fram the thore, Britannia Gre deteries 
“White fails afar; then bulky veffels rife, 
Nearer to views her beating heart foretels 
‘The pleafiag news, and eager tranfport feels, 
Safe to her arma, imperial Nepture bears * 
‘Fh’ emrufted charge, chen diving’ difappears. 


{ 








teehoor of 


THE HOUSE: OF NASSAU. 


APINDARIC ODE, 1702. 


“Clo demittitur alto - 
“Chara Déum-Soboles.” 


‘« 





Vine. 
,) Po Bis Grace, 
“CHARLES, DUKE Ok SOMERSET. 





UMAY ET PLEASE your onac, vt aa 

y Duanes the great lofswe fuffered in the death of 
the kirig has been fo: bappiiy fupplied Ly her ma. 
: et sacerfiiun to the threne, and her lave coro- 
nation juilly filled thd hearts, of her fabje&s with 
BS 3 yet fo glorieus a reign as the laf will always 
@ remembered with admiration by all geod and 
wife men; and. your Grace has gives tufficient 
proofs, that you are of that number, Tt can never 
therefore be chought too late to offer a juit tribure 
to his Jate majefly’s memory, aud to that of his 
great anceftors? a race fo afrioully diltinguithed 
, Jn Europe ; though this indeed might foondr have 
“been attempted, but for many interruptions, ‘too 
$nconfiderable for ‘your: Grace’s notic# How I 
have performed is humbly fubniitied to your 
Girace’s judgment, and to the judgment of ali thefe 
gentlemen who are ufed to entettain themfelves 
With witings of this fort. But if, through the 
_ author's want of genius, the poem itfelf thould he 
* theaghe inconfiderable, ‘Lan fure i¢ will have fome | 





* diftinétion from the great names it celebrates, and * 


the great patron it ir inferibed to, And to whom 
thoutd the praifes.of eminent virtue bé addreifed, 
bat to fuch as are poffeffed of great virtues them~ 
>felves? Fo whom can 1 better prefent the chief 
_ chara@ters of a‘noble abd aucicnt family, than to 
_ Your Grace, whofe family. is‘ fo ancient and fo 
noble? And here 1 am proud to acknowledge that 
‘fome of my, relations have been honoured with 
’ marks of favour from your Grace's illuftrious ane 
ceftors. This t confefs has long givef me the am- 
bition of offering my duty to your Grace; but 
chiefly that valuable character your Grace has ob- 
tained among all worthy.perfons, ¥ have: not 
room to enlarge here, nor is there any need of it 
- an a fubjedt.fo well knewn as your Grace's merits. 
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“+ # My delegated thunder throw!” 





: Therefore. I concladé with. my 7 hamble tequelty 

that your Grace wouhd favour this‘ode with your * 

ac¢eptance, and do me the honour of believing 

that, among the crowd of your admirers, there-is 

“not, o who is more. paffionately or Bncerely fo, . 

. thai 2 

° Your-Grace’s mott humble, 

-° -€:And moft obedient-fervant, > 

JOHN HUGHES, 











THE HOUSE OF NASSAU. 


be . 
| Gonvess of numbers, and of ihenghas fublime! 
Celefiial mufe! whofe tuneful fong,- 
Can. fix heraic acts, that glide along: 
Down the vait fea of ever walhag, times: 
And-all the gilded images can thay, 
Till time's vatt fea itfe!f be roll’d away $ 
O now aflitt with confecrated firains! ¢, 
Let art and nature join to raife ©. 
A living monument of praife in of ie 
Oler Wildam’s great remains. aad 
While Than:es, majeltically fad, and flow," 
“ Seqms hy «hat reverend dome: to flow, 
Which new-irieerr’d his facred urn contains. 
If thou, O mufe, would’ e’ex immortal be, 
> This fong*bequeaths thee immortality 5 seas 
‘For’ William’: ’s praifé.can ne'er expire}, 
*. Thou nacure’s lelf at laf. mul digg 
And all this fair-ere@ted tky > 
Mutt'fink with eatth ane fea, and melt away in fre, 























Begin—the {pring of: Virtue tracey,i veins, 
‘That, from afar detcending, flow'd . 
Throngh the rich veins of-ail the godlike race, 
And fair renown on all the godlike rate beltow’d !' 
T cient fource of noble blood. , |: 
"Chrough thee, Germania, wandering wide, 
. Like thy own Rhine’s enriching tide, + 
Jn numercus branches lung diffus’ d its flood, = . 
Rhine, fearce more ancient, never praca thee 
more, . 
Though mantling* vines his comely head farrour * 
‘And all along his funny thore 
Eternal plenty’s found, 

















. In ye * 
From heaven itfelf the iiluflrious line began ; 3 
Ten ayesin defcent it ran...” Boa. 


In each defcent ir¢reas’d with honours new. . 
Nevor did heaven’s Supreme infpire 
tn Mnortal breafts a nobler fires: 4 ; 

1 image livelier drew, yo’ 

‘eal flame their fouls hemade,* + 

. And, as beneath his forming hands they Brew) 
He blefs'd the mafter-werk, and faidj 

+. Go forth, my honour'd champions, Bee ~ 

“© To vindicate my canfe below ! 
*. Awful iv power, defend for me! 
* Religion, juftice, liberty, 

* And at afpiring tyranny,. | 
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For this, the great Naffovian name Traife, . 
=: And (till this chara@er divine, ae 
» - # Diftinguifh'd through the race fhall thine, 


Zeal for their country’s good, and thisft of yir- 


vcotf tuous praife,”” wge a Be 
. TW. ve con 
Now ldok, Britannia, look, and fee: _ 
"Through the clear glafs of bitory, 
_.# From whom thy mighty fovereign came, 
. And take a large review of far extended’ fame. 
Ste,.crowd$ of heroes rife to fight! 


‘Advlphus®, with, imperial fplendor gay 


“a Brave Philibert, unmarch’d in fight, 


~ Who led the German eagle to his ptey;.. [way, 

Through Lombardy he matk'd his conquer’d 

And made proud Rome and Naples.own.his unre- | 
gee ares 


: filled. might: es 
His gallant | nephew next appears, 


And on his brows the wreaths of conqueft wears, 
js. the martial figure 





"Though ftreathing wou 
pel fain goed. os: Baca 
Bor thee, great” || Charles, in batele 
Slain ip all afOldier’s pide, | wet 
He fell triumphant by thy fide, sone 
|” And falling fought, and fighting dy", ” 
“And Jay, a manly corpie, extended: on the plain, 
. oo ’ OR nite ae 
See next, majeftically great, 
The founder cf the Belgic flate! 
The {un of glory, which fo bright 
_. Beam'd onall the darling line,+ 
*Did, from ‘ts golden ur of hight, 
On William'shead redoubled thine 5 
His youthful looke-diffus'd an awe, on 
+3. CRarles, who bad try’d the race before, .” 
| And knew great merits to explore, -- 
~ When he his rifing virruc faw, > . 
He put in f{riendthip’s ‘noble claim’; 
ro his imperial court the hero brought, 
| And there by-early honours fought 
_ Alliance with his future fame, 











-O generous fympathy, that binds . 
In chains unfeen the braveft minds! - * 
© love to worthy deeds, inall great fouls the fame! 


“NTS 


“Bat time at laf brought forth th’ amazing.day, "|. 


When Charles, refolv'd to difengage 
. From empire's toils his weary age, 
Gave with each band a crown away. 
Philip, his haughty fon, ofraid 
OF William’s virtues, bafely chofe 
His father’s favourite to depole; | 
His tyrant reign requir’d far other aid; [rofe ; 
And Aiva’s fiery duke, his Rourge of vengeance, 
~ With flames of inguifition rofe from hell, 
_ Of laughter prod, and infolent in blood. 
‘What hand tan-paint the fcehes of tragic woes? 
=: What tongue, fad Belgia! can thy. ftory tell, ° 
‘When with her liftedsaxe proud murder flocd, 


Sind thy brave fons, in crowds unnumbet'd, fell, |. 


+ The fun, with horror of the fight, 
~ | Withdraws his fickly bgams, and fhrouds 


& Adolphus the emperor,,of the houfe of Radian! 
ge Rene of Nadu W Charles ¥, + 











+ His muffled face in fallen cloadgy ~~. >> 
And, gn the, Kaffilds, faintly teds.a pale malig 
* anantightes css! + 
B Vita san CASS vit, ! 
Thus Belgia’s liberty expiring lay, 





J And almott gafp’d her generous life away, 


‘Vill Grange hears her moviag cries; .:°. 
\He hears, and marchitig * from afar, 
Brings to her aii the fprightly war. 24... 
At his approach, reviv’d4with freth fupplies 
Of gather firength, fhe on her murderers flies 
But heaven, at firft,.refole’d to try” 5 
By proofs adverfe his conitancy, _ o 
Four armies loft, tsvo, gallant brochers+ flaia, 
Will he defperate war maintain ? 








"Though rolling tempelts darken all thé fy, 


* And-thunder breaks around his head, 

Will he again the faithlefs fea explore, 
And, oft driven back, fill quit the {hore 
‘He wiil—his foul averfe to dread, 5? 
Unwearied, ill the Spite of fortune braves, 






Superior, and § ferene, amid the Rormy waves, 


Wi 
Such was-the man, fo vaft his mind! 
The ftcady infirument of fate, 

"To fix the bafis cf a.rifing flate!. ite 

My mule with horror views the fcene behind, 

+ And fain would*draw a fhade, and fain ; 
Would hide his deftin’d end, nor tell 
How he-—the dreaded foe of Spain, 25.2 
Mere fear’d than thoufands on the plain, 








By the vile-hand of a bold ruffian fell, 


No-more—-th’ ungrateful profpeet let us leave! 
And, in bis rocm, behdld arife, x 

Bright as ch’ imniortal twins that grace’ the thies; 

A noble | pair, his abfence to retrieve!" 

In thefe the hero’s foul furvives, , 

* “And Willijm doubly in _his.ofspring lives; ; 
: ‘ IK, Skee 

Maurice, for martial greatnefs, far -.. 
His father’s glorious fame exceeds 
Henry along can’ match his brother’s deeds 








Both wert, like Scipio's fous, the thunderbolts of 


None e’er, than Maurices better knew, (war. 
Camps, fieges, battles, to ordain ;- 
None e’er, than Henry, fiercer did purfue 
The flying foe, or earlier conquefts gaim . 
Por fearce fixteen revolving years he told, 
When, eager for the iight, and beld,. 
Inflam’d by glory’s fprightly charms, 
His brother brought him to the fields. : 
Taught his young hand the sruncheon well’ to: 
_ wield, : , 
~~ And pradtis'd him betimes to arms. ”. 


nee 











i 2 Re a . 
Let Flandrian ‘Newport tell of wonders wrought 
_-Before her-walis, chat mermorabie.day,. 
When the vi@torious youths in. concert fought, — 
Aod ratchiefs valour did difplay t i 
«How, ere the battle join’d, they Mrove-..- 
‘With emulous honour, and with mtutual love; * 




















. rs roa el Mae 
He was then In Germariy. - % on 
+ ‘Phe Counts Lodowick and Henry . : 
%, iranquillusda yodis," -she Prince’s motto, 
iW Maticcand Henry ~ ras air: 
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How Maurice, touch’d with tender care 
Of Henry's fafety, begg’d him to remove; 
Henry refus'd his blooming youth to fpare, 
But with his muchlov’d Maurice vow'd to 
‘prove . 
‘Th’ extremes of wat, and equal dahgerg fhare. 
© generous itrife ! aod worthy fuch.a pair! 
How dear did Albert this contention pay ! 
Witnefs the floods of flreaming gore ; i 
‘Witnefs the trampled beaps, that chok’d the 
plain, 2. 
And ftopp’d the victors in tHeir-ways <i ¢ 
‘Witnefs the neighbouring fea, and fandy fore, 
Brunk with the purple life of twice ‘three thet- 
fand flain! Peg titing KOU ros 
xi, BAS Bs 
Fortune, that ott her wheel e4priciatiz (tands, 
And waves hee 
ptoud, . . + 
Hood-wink'd, and :fhaking from her hands 
Promifedous gifts among the crowd, 
Reftlefs of place; and tilt prepar’d for flight, 
‘Was conftant here, and feem’d reftor’d to fight ; 
‘Won by their rherit, and refolw'd to blefs 
‘The happy brothers with a:long!fuccefsid 
. Maurice, the firk zefiga’d vo fates. 
‘The youngeft had a longer date, 
And liv’d the {pate appointed: to complete’ ..- 
‘The great republic, rais’d fo high before § 
Finith’d by him, the ftately fabrie bore 
Its lofty top afpiring to the fry : 
ia vain the winds and rains around it beat ; 
In vain, below, the waves tempeftuous roar; 
They dath themfelves, ang break, and back- 
vweard fly, 
Difpers’d and murmuring at his feet. 
Tufulsing Spain the fruitlefs trife gives o'er, 
And claims dominion there no more, 
Then Henry, tipe for immortality, - 
His flight to heaven-cternal {prings, 
And, o'é& his.quiet: grave, peace fpreads her 


- downy 4 a ie 


XM, 
Hie fon, a fecond Wiltiam, fills his place, 
And climbs to nfanhood with fo. fwife a pace, 
Asif he knew he'had-not long to flay; 
Such young Marcellus was, the hopeful grace 
Of ancient Rome, but quickly fnatch’d away. 
Breda beheld th’ adventurous boy, . 
His tender limbs in fhining armour drefe'd; 
‘Where, with his fathez, the hot fiege he prefs'd. 
His father faw, with pleafing joy, 
His own reflected worth, and youthful charnis 
exprefa'd, nt 
But, wheo his country: breath’d” from war's 
His martial virtues lay obfeure ; 
Nor could a warrier, fam'd for arms, 
"'Th’ inglorious reft endure ; . 
But ficken’d foon, and fudden dy’d, 
And left in tears bis preguant bride, 
His bride, the daughter of Britannia’s king; 
Nor faw th’ aufpicious pledge of nuptial love, 
Which from that bappy marriage was to 
fpring, : {above, 
But with hie great forefathers gain’d a blifeful {eat 


painted: wings, incopftant, |. 





{alarms, |: 
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Estee : . 
Here paufe, my mufe! and wind up higher 
The drings of thy Pindaric lyre ! 
‘Then with bold ftrains the lofty fong purfue : 
And bid Britannia once again review 
‘The numerous worthies of the lines 
See, likc immortals, how they-fhinc ! 
Each life a hiftory atone ! 
And latt, to crewn the great defign, 
Look forward, and behold them all in one! 
Look, but fpare thy fruitleis tears— 
. *Tis thy own William next appears. 
. Advance, celeftial fotm ! let Britain fee’ 
‘Yh’ accomplifti'd glory of thy race in thee! 
'v. 


xiv. 
So, when fome fplendid triumph was to come, 
In long proteffien through the fiteets of Rome, 
The crowd behsld,-with vat furprife, 
The glittering train in-wveful ogder move, 
To the bright temple of Beretrian Jove ; [eyes; 
And trophies borne alo: ploy’d their dazzled 
But when the laurel’d emyeror, mounted high 
» Above the ret, appear'd to fight, 
in hie proud car of victory, 
Shining with rays exceflive bright, 
He put the preceding pomp to fight; 
ee rohnert rieren. Lai ne 
With joy they throng his chariot whcels, and 
rend with fhouts the fkies. 
av. 
To thee, great prince! to thy extenfive mind, 
Not by thy country’s narrow bounds confin'd, 
The fates an ample {cene afford ; 
And injur'd nations tlaim the fuccour of thy fwoid, 
No refpite to thy toils is given, 
‘Till thou afcend thy native heaven : 
One hydre-head cut off, ftill more abound; 
And twins {préut up to fill the svound. 
So endlefs is the tafk that heroes find 
To tame the'mopfter vice,-and to reform: man- 
. For thiapdalekdes berersfore, [kind. 
4 And:mighty Bhefeus, travel'd o'er 
Vaft tratts of:fea:aud land, and flew {prey; 
Wild beafts and ferpents gorg'd with human 
From Rony dens fieree lurking robbers drew, 
And bid the cheerful traveller pafs on his peace- 
ful % {purfue, 
Yet, though ‘the toilfome work they long 
. * To-rid the world’s wild pathlefs field, 
Still poifonous weeds and thorns in clufters 
grew, 
And large unwholefome crops did yield, 
To exercife their hands with Jabours ever new. 
: xvi. : 
, Thou, like Alcides, early didft begin, 
And ev’a a child did& laurels win. 
Two fnaky plagues around -his cradle twin’d, 
Sent by the jealous wife ef Jove, 
Jn fpeckltd wreaths of Death they ftrove, 
The mighty babe to bind; = * te 
And ‘twifted faction, in thy infancy, 
Darted her forky tongue at-thec. - 
But, as Jove’s offspring New his hiffing foes ; 
So thou, defcended. from a line 
OF patriots no lefs divine, 


6 
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pide quench the brutal rage of thofe, 
PWro durft thy des ning worth oppofe. 
The viper ipite, erufh’d ly thy virtues, fhed 
dts yellow juice, ard at thy feet lay dead. 
“Thas, like the fun, did thy great genins rife, 
With clouds around his facred head, 

“Yet foon difpell’d the drooping mille and aude’ 

‘ali the Mies - ae 
: RViK. 

Great Julius, who with yencrous envy view’d 
‘The ftatue of brave Philip’s braver fon,; 


And wept to think what facha youth fubdued, : 
‘While;merein age, himfelf had yet fo little done, | ' 


Had wept niuch more, if-he had liv’d to fee 
The ;Jorious deeds atchiew'd by thee 5 
To fee thee-at a beardlefs age, E 
4 Stal arm'd againtt th’ invader’s rage, $ 
And bravely fighting for thy counery’s liberty ; 
° While he inglorious laurcls fought, > * 
2: ‘And not to lave. his country foughe ; - 
ssWhite he--O-ftain upon the greateft name;. 
That e’er before, was kuown to fame't *. 
Wher Romeyhis awful mother, did.demand 
"The {word from his unruly hand, 
The {word fhe gave before,» .° 4a’ - 
* Enrag'd, ‘he {purn'd at het confmand, 
aorta at her bréatt the impious. fteel, ‘and bath’d 
‘or it inher gory. wa. sy 
OU xwi = 
Far other battles thow haft won, 
. Thy ftandard ftill the public goods .~ 
v “Lavih of thine, to fave thy people’s blood : - 
And when the hardy taik of war was done, 
44. With what a mild well-temper’d mind, 
(A mitd.unknown to Rome’s ambitious fon) 
Thy powerful arnties were refign’d ; 
Thi; wictory o’er thylelf was more, ; ; 
. i "Than all thy conquefts gain'd before: 
‘| ¥wvas more than Philip's fon could do, 
-s'When for new worlds the madmgn cry’d;i 
Nor in his own wild breaft had fpy’d - 
“Towers of ambition, hills of boundlefs pride, 
vs Hoo great for armics to Subdue- 
2 BRS 
ar) favage luft of arbitrary fway ! 
sw Infatiate fury, which in man we find, 
s#1n barbarous man, to prey upon his kind, 
and make the world, enflav’d, his vicious will 
obey! +, ° 
“How fas this fiend-ambitinn long defac'd 
Heaven’s works, and aie the fair creation 
+ waste! %: [crown’d, 
_ afk Silver Rhine, with ‘fpringing suthes 
As to the fea his waters flow, 
‘Where are the numerous cities now, ~~ 
‘That ence he {aw, his honour’d banks around ? 
4; Scarce are gheir filent ruins found ; 
But; in th’ enfuing age, - Oo 
“Trampled into common ground, 
igs hide the horrid monuments . of Gauls des 
ftroying rage. 
* All Europe too had fhae’d this wretch’d fate, 
And mourn’d her heavy woes.too late,__. 2": 
. | Had not Rritannia’s chief withftood .. . ” 
_ The threatcn’d deluge, and tepell’d, +. 








str gad: we 









a z _ 4Yf- 
To its forfaken banks, th’ uawilling dicnd, “a : 
And. in. his hand the fcales of bakine’d © ida 
doms held. 
~ Well was this mighty tok repos'd in thee, 
i ‘Whofe faithful foul, from private interett free 
ta: (Interefts which vulgar princes know),. ~ 
4 - O’er all its paffions fat exalted high, x 
| As Teneriff’s top enjoys.a purer iky; - ¢ 
‘And fees the moving clouds at diftance fly below. 
oe . 5 
Whoe'er. thy warlike annals reads, =. 
Behold reviv'd our valiant Edward’s deeds. 
Great Edward + and his glorious fon - 
; -. »- Will own themfelves to thee outdone,” [won.<. 
Though Crecy’s defperate fight eternal honours 
, * Though the fifth Henry too does claint 
* A fhining place amongBritannia’s kings, 
And Agincourt has rais’d his lofcy- name; 
Yet the loud voice of evereliving fame 
Of thee more numerous triumphs fingss 
But, though no chief contends with thee, » 
in all the long records of hiftory; 
» Thy own great deeds together ftrive, 
Which hall the faireft light derive, 
* On thy immortal memory ; “5 
Whether Seneff's amazing field - 
‘To celebrated Mons fball yield ;..... 
Or both give place to more amazing Boyne; . 
Or if Namur’s well-cover'd fiege muft all-the rh 
oupthine : | 


While in Hibernia’s fields the’ sie Swain 
Shail pafs the plough o’er fkull’s of warriors flain, 
And turn up bones, and ‘broken fpears,: , 
Amaz’d, he'll thew his fellows of the plain, 
The'relicks of victorious years [regain. 
And tell, how fwift thy arms that kingdom did 
. Flandria, a longer witnefs to thy glory, * , 
. With wonder too repeats thy itory’s = 
Plow oft the foes thy lifted {word have feth 
"In the hot battle, when it bled s ete 
At all its open veins, and oft have fled, -- 
As if their evil genius thou hadft been: {pear, 
How, when the blooming fpring began t’ ap- 
* sAnd with new life reftor’d the year, -:2 
Confederate princes us’d to cry ? 
.# Call Britain's king—the {prightly trumpet found, 
vt And fpread the joyful {ummons round ! ~ 
“ Call Britain’s king, and vidtory1?%2. i 
So when the flower of Greece, to battle led + + 
“In beauty’s caufe, juft wengeance {wore ¢ 
Upon the foul adulteres’s head," 
‘That from her royal} lord the ravith'd Helen bord,” 
‘The Grecian chiefs, of mighty fame, = 
i+ Impatient for. the fon of Thetis wait ; 
Atlaft the fon of Thetis came; - ¢ 
Troy shook her nodding towers, and. mours’’ th 
impending fate. : 
7 ee +s) 
© facred peace! goddefs ferené 
; Adorn’d with robes of fpotlefs white 
Fairer than filver floods of light! Pe 
‘ Mom More bat thy mild empire | beat? > 





a 








“sa + Edward Ul, aud the Black Prince, 


ate 
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When preinatic timie brodight forth this. new- 
born age, ah 
At firft we faw thee gently finite. = 
oe ‘the young birth, and thy fweet voice a while 
.. Sung a foft qbarm to martial rages 
But foon thé lion wak'd again, 





te : grifly mane. 
« Sooa was the year of triumphs path; ; 
And Janis, whering in anew, . 
‘With backward look did pompous feenes review3, 
Bat his fore-face with frowns was overcalt; 
“" He faw the gathering ftorms of war, 
And bid his priefts aloud, shis iron gates uubar. * 
xxKOE . is 
But heaven its hero can no longer fpare,.. 
Fo mix in our tumultuons-broils below 5 
Yet fuller" his forefeeing care, ‘ 
“Thole bolts of vengeance'to prepare, 
Which other hands fhall throw ; 
, That glory to a mighty queen remains, 
ae et mph o'er-the extingnifi’d fos; 
lA She fhall (upply the thunderer's places, 
s Pa}ias, from th’ ethereal plains, -°: 








. 'd on-the giants impious race, - 
And laid their huge dumolifh'd works in finoky 
ruins low. 
Thea Anne’s fhall rival great Uliza‘s reigns" ' 
And William’s genius, with a grateful {mile, 
» Look down, and blefs ‘this happy ifles* * 
And peace, reftor'd, fhalt wear her vlive crawn 


again, * 











TRE os ” 
ot! renee god of founds and verfe, - . 
a Pathetic airs and moving thoughts infpire | 
Whilft we thy Damon's praife rehearf :v 
Damon himlelf could animate the lyre. 
* Apollo, god of founds and verfe, © 
Pathetic airs and moving thoughts infpire 
Look down ! and warm the 4. a memey ccleitigh 


fire... 1 
we 
Se Abystovely youth ! when thou wert here, * 
‘Phyfelf a young Apollo did appear; vod 


Young 4s that god, fo tweet a grace, 

Such blooming fragrance in thy face p* 
Bo foft thy air, thy vitage fo ferene, 5 
“Vhat harmony ev’n,in thy look was feen. 2 

at. 


Boge 


“But when thou cidft th’ sheet firings | 


. command, 

And join in confort thy melpdi ous «hand, 
“Ewn fate itfelf, {uch wondrous ftrains'to hear, 
“Fate had been charm’d, had fate an car. 

© But what does mufic’s fkiliavgii?. +” 
‘When Orjtheus did his lofs deplore," 
‘Wrees bow’d attcntive to his tale ; froar; 
Hofh'd were the winds, wild beafls forgot to 
“But dear Euryddice eame back no more. 


i 


. 


“y « Vice gerit ila ‘Toneptiv;” the motto op her 
Majefly’y Coron lation dedaia, 4 


ai fizetch'd his opening claws, and thook his | 
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Iv. 
Then ceafe, ye fons of harmony, to fours $ 3 

Since Damon dever can return. 

See, fee! he mounts,and cleaves thé iquis id way 3 ; 

Bright choirs of angels, on the wing, 

For the new gueft’s arrival fay, 

And hyning of triumph fing” ¢ : 
Tey bear him to the happy feats above, 3 
Seats of erermal harmorty and love ; : 

Where arifal Purcell went before: | 
Ceale then, ye fons of mufic, ceafe ¢o mourn 3 es 

Your Damon never will return, 

No, neyer, never more ! 








‘ ANACREON, ove dL, 


Ar des of night, wtes mortals Jefe: 
Their various cares in foft repolt, 4 
Uheard a knocking at my door: 
Who's that, faid I, at this late hour 
Difturbs my reft ?elt fobb'd and ¢ry'd, 
od thos.in mournful tone reply’d. 
* A poor unhappy child am I, r 
“ That's come-to beg your charity) Bite 
“ Pray let me in!—You need not fears” 
“ T mean no harm, I vow and fwear ; 
* But, wet-and cold, crave ficlter heres 
“ Betray'd by night, and ted altray, oe 
« Tve'loft—atus’ I've loft my way,” 
Mov’d with this litle tale of fate, 
Ttvok a lamp, and ep'd the gateh,, 
When fee! a naked boy before’. - x 
The threfhold ; at his backehe wore 
A pair of wings, and by his fide 
A crooked bow and quiver ty’d. 
“ My pretty angel! come, faid I, * 5 
“ Come:to the fire, and do not cry". 
1 frok’d his neck and fhoulders bare, .. 


mt 








| And fgucez'd the water fram his hair 5 


Then chafd his little hands in mipe, 

And cheer’d him with a craught of wine. | 
Recover’d this fays he, *{'d know, - 

a Whether the rain has. fpoil'damy bow ; 

“ Let's try”—then fhot me with a dart.. 
The vevom throbb'd, cid ache and fmarty” 
As if a bee had ftuog my hearts... 

‘* Are thefe your thanks, ungratefal child, 





j* Are thefe your th ke Ph! impofior fnit'd y 


“ Farewell, my loving holt, fays he ; 
“ All's well; my bow’s unhurt, I fee; 
“ But what.a wretch l’ve made of thee! 


ry 





“ 


sToRY, OF PYRAMUS, AND THISBE, 
“From the Fourth Book df Ovid's Metemespis 


Watnx Babylon’s prond walls, ereéted ne 
By fym’d Semiramis, afcemd the iky, es 
Dwelt youthful Pyramps, and Thithe feir;- 
Adjcining houles held the lovely pairs _ © 








PR O-E M & 


Fifa perfeG form all other youths farpats'd s 

Charms {ach as her’s no éaftern beauty grac’d. 

Near neighbourhood the fir acquaintance drew, 

An ely promife of the love’ enfoe.. {kind, 

‘Time nurs'd the growipg flame; had fate been 

‘The nuptial sites their faithful hands had join'd 

But, with vain threats, forbidding parencs ftrove 

To check the joys they could not check the love. 

Each captive heart confumes ia like detires 

The more concea?d, the fiercer rag’d the fire. 

Soft looks, the filent eloquence of eyes, 

And fecret figns, fecure trom houfchold fies, 

Exchange their thoughts; the’ common wall, be- 
, tween 

Each parted houfe, retain’d a chink, unfeen 

For ages paft. ‘The lovers foon efpy’ re 

This {malt defect, for love is eagir-ey’d, c ‘ 

And in foft whifpers foon the paffage try’d. 

Safe went the murmur’d founds, anthewery day. 

A thoufand amorous blandifkments convey 5 ‘ 

And often, af they ftond on eisher fide,* 2 

To catch by turns the flitting voice, theg cry’d, 

Why, envious wall, uh! why doft thot deftroy 

‘The lovers hopes, and why forbid the joy? 

How fhould we blefs thee, would’ ft thoa yield: to 

charms, - & 

And, opening, let us rufh into each other” farms? 

At Teatt? if that’s too mych, afford'a fpace 

‘To meeting lips, nor fhall we flight the grace;’ 

“We owe to thec this freedom te complain, 

And breathe our vows, bat vows, alas! in vain, 
'Thas having faid, when evening call’d to reft, 
“Lhe faithful pair on either fide impreft 

An intercepted kifs, then bade good night; * 

» But when th’ enfuing dawn had put to fli ght ° 
‘The ftars, and. Phecbus, rifing from his bed, . 
Drank wp the dews, and dry’d the flowery mead, 
Again they meet, in fighs again difclofe , 
Their grief, and lait this bold defign propofe 5 
‘Vhat, in the dead of night, both would deceive” 
Their keepers, and the.houfe and city leave ; 
‘And lett, efcap’d, without the walls they ftray 
Ju pathlefs fickls, and wander from the way, 

At Ninus' tomb theif meeting they agree, 
Beneath the thady covert of the tree ; 

‘The tree well known near a‘cool fountain grew,’ 
And bore fair. mulberries of {nowy hue. 

, ‘The projec pleas’d ; the fun's unwelcome light’ 
(Thar flowly feem’d to move, and flack his 

Bight) {fable night; 
Sonk fa the feas; from the fame feas arte the 

‘When, ftealing through the dark, the crafty. fair’ 

Pnlock’d the door, and gain’d the open air; 

Love gave hee courage ; unrerceiv'd the went, 

Wrapp’d in a veil, and'reach’d the monument. *, 

Then fat heneath th’ appainred tree alone ; 

at, by the glimméring of the fhining eet 

“She : fat.not Jong, before from far fhe {py’ d, 

LA lionefs approach. the fotntam-fice; 

_ Fierce was her glare, hex foamy paws in cod * 

SOF faughter'd ‘bulls befniear’d, and fon} with foods 
For reeking from the prey, the favage cae,  *¢ 

‘To crown her’ thirit within the neighbouring 

oAffrighted Thithe, trembling at the fight, (trea, 

pled toy "darkfome, den, but-in her Sighs W04 











ay. 

Her veil dfopp’d off behind, “Deep of the flood 

The monfter drank, and, latiate, to the wood 

Returning, found the garment as it lay,“ 

And, torn with ‘bfedy fest, dilpers'd | it in her 
way. 

Belated Pyrimtie a arriv’d, and found ~ ., he 

‘The mark of favage feet alung the fandy ‘grounds 

Ail pale he turn’ Us but fosn as he beheld 

The crimfon’d velture {cagter’d o’er the field, 

One night, he cry'd, two lovers fhall deftroy ! 

She worthy to have liv'd long years of joy, 

But mine’s the forfeit life; unbappy mnaid! + 

* Twas [that flew thee, f th! appointment made; 

‘Fo places full of death thy inaeceyce betray’d, 

And come not firt myfelf{+0 hither hatte, 

Ye Jions all, that roam this rocky wafte ! 

‘Tear my devoted entrails, gnaw, divide, 

And gorge your famine in my open'd fide? 

But cowards call for death !—Thus having {pokey _ 

The fatal garment frum the ground he took, 

And bore it to the tree; ardent he kifs'd, 

And bath’d in flowing tears the well-known vet; 

Now take a fegond ftain, the lover faid, <<. 

White from his fide he fhatch’d histharpen’ Ablade, 

And drove itin his groin; then from the woind 

Withgrew the ftcel, and ftaggering fell to gtobud’s ? 

As when, ‘a condeit broke, the ftreams thot High, 

Startifig in fudden fountains through the ky, 

So {pout 5 the living flream, and {prinkled °' "er caf 

“Phe tree's fair berrfes with a crimion gore, 

While, fapp’d in petple floods; the conscious root * 





| Tranfmits the fla of murder'to the fruit. 


‘The fair, who fear'd in dusppant her love; ‘+? 
Vet. trembling with the fright, forfuk the grove, 
And fenght the youth, impatient to relate 

Her new adventure, and th’ avoided fate.’ 

She few the vary’d tree had loft its whites 4 | 
And doubting ftood if that could be the right, 
Nor doubted fong; for now her eyes beheld 

A dying perfon dpumi the fangvine Geld.” 
Aghatt the farted back, and fhook with p pain, 


] As rifing bicezes curt the trembling main, 


She gaz’d.awhile ertranc’d; bot when the found 
It. was her lover weltering on the ground, 

She beat her Jovelf breaft, and tore her hair, 
Clafp’d the dear corpfe, and, frantic in defpair, 





| Kils'd bis cold face, fupply’d a briny flood 


‘Yq the wide wound, and mingled tears with blood, “ 
Say, Pyrainus, oh fay, » hat chance {evere 
Has fuatch’d ghee from my arms ?——» oe 


“Lis thy own ‘Thifbe talis, look up_and hear! 


At Thifbe’s name he.lifte his dying eyes, 

And, having fen her, clos’d them up, and dies.” 
But when the knew the bloody veil, and fpy’d 
The ivory Scabbard enipty by his ide, 

Ab! wretched yeuth, faid fhe, by love betray’ ay 
Thy baplefs hand guided the fatal blade. : 
Weak asi am, I boaft as ftrong a love; - 
For fuch a.deed, this hand as bold thail prove. 

[Il follow thee to death; the world fhall call 
Thithé the caufe, and partner of thy-fall t 
And ev “nin death; which could alone disjoint 
Our perfons, yet in death thow fbait be mune. ? 
But hear, in ‘Voth our names, this « dying: Prayer, 
Ya wretched parents of.2 wretched pair § 





- With amorous play, miftake, and jealous fear. 


’ Bince thefe extend o’er men and gods shy reign; 


. And, {miling, fcatter 
whilt 


ang 
Let in pne urn our athes he confin’d, eee 
‘Whom mutual love and the fame fate have join’d. 
And thou, fair tree, beneath whole friendly thade, 
One lifelefs lover is already laid, ee cents 
And foon fhall cover twos forever wear | 3° 
Death’s fable hue, and purple berries bear!” + - 
She Taid, and plunges in her breaft the fword, 
Yer warm, and reeking from its flaughter’d 
Relenting heaven allows her la(t requeft, 
And pity tonch’d their mournful parents breatt. 
The fruit, when ripe, a purple dye retains; > 
And in ene urp are plac'd their dear remaing, 





Tord. 3 
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HE TRIUMPH OF LOVE. Se 


wees 





@€ IMITATION OF OVID, AMOMUM, DMA. 1. ELEC. 4. 
Tart me, .fome god, whence.does this change 
: arife; : : ar 
‘Why’ gentle fleep forfakes my weary eyes? ¢ 
Why, turning often, all the tedious night “2. 2: 
In pain | lie, and watch the fpringing light 2 
‘What cruel damon haunts my tortuf'd mind 2. 
Sure, if *twere love, I fhould th’ invader find; 
“Unlefs difguie’d he lurks, the crafty boy,* =, 
With filent arts ingenious to deftroy. - 
Alas! ‘tis fo-—'tis fix’d the fecret darts » + 
1 feel the tyrant ravaging my heart. 06S + 
‘Then, hall L yield; or th’ infant flame oppofe? 
yield :—Refiftance would increafe my woes: 
For fleuggling flaves a fharper doom fuftaip, : ~ 
Than fuch 28 Roop obedient to the chain... ~: 
J own thy power, almighty love! I'm thine; 
With pinion’d hands behold me here refign ! 
Letehis fubmiffion then my life obtain ; a 
Small praife ’twill be, if thus unarm’d Pm dain, 
Go, join thy mother’s doves; with myrtle braid 
~ thy hair; ; any ay eet 
"The god of war himfelf a chagiot dhall prepare; ° 
Then thou triumphant through. -the.. thouting 
throng tos% o {alongs 
Shalt ride, and move with art the willing birds, 
‘While captive youths and maids, in folemn ftate} ; 
Adorn the {cene, and on thy trinmph wait. , 
"There I, a later conqueft of thy bow,« : 
tn chains will follow too; and asI go, ted 
To pitying eyes the new-made wound will fhow, ~ 
Next, all that dare love's fovereign power defy, - 
‘¥n fetters bound, inglorious.fhail pafs by 5 
All fhall fubmit to thee—Th’ applauding crowd: 
Shall lift their hands, and fing thy praife aloud. * 
Soft looks fhall in thy equipage appear, = = ="* 





Sata A 
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Be this thy guard, great love! be this thy train; ¢ 


Bot robb’d of thefe, chy power is weak and vain. 
-¥rom heaven thy mother Mali thy pomp furvey, 
fragrant fhowers of rofes in’ 
thy wayee Ge : 
thou, array’d in thy unrival’d pfide, 
On golden wheels, alt gold thyfelf, thalt ride: "> 
Thy {preading wings shall richeft diamonds 
tag 








| O ceafe to wourd, and let thy iatal ftore 
4 OF piercing fhafts be fpent on me no more:* : 


| Come, my'mofe, a Vetus'dtaw, 
i} Not the fame the Grecians faw, 


:| On thy gaudy-feather’d ving 





THE WORKS OF HUGHES. 


‘Thus paffing by, thy arm fhall hurl around -: -.3 
Ten thoufand fires, ten. thoufard hearts ‘thal 
. wound. BB ress at a 2 , 
This is thy pradtice, love, and this thy gain; >-4 
From this thon canft not, if thou would’, refraiw 
Since ev'n thy prefence, with prolific heat, ~ - 
Does reach the heart, and active flames create. 
From conquer'd India, fo the * jovial god, -" 
Drawn o’er the plains. by harnefs'd tigers, rode. « 
Ther fince, preat love, | take a willing place - 
Amidft thy fpoils; the facred fhow fo graces 


No more, toe powerful in ny charmer’s eyes, 
Torment a flave, that for her beauty dies; 
Or look in fmilcs from thence, and I fhall: 
A, flave no longer, but 2 god, like thee; ~~ 








“THE PICTURED 








By'the fam’'d Apelles wrought,’ 
Beauteous offspring of bis thought 


‘| No fanthttic goddefs mine, (> 5 





Fiction far fhe does outshine. 
Queen ‘of fancy ! hither bring 








All the beanties of the fpring. * 


\ Like the bee’s:induftrious paing - 


To colle& his golden gains, 4 
So from eyery flower and plang. * 


*| Gather firft th’ immortal paint): 


Feech me lilies, fetch me rofes, 


“| Daifies, violets, cowilip-pofies,” ** 


Amaranthus, partot pride, “77+ 
Woodbines, pinks, and what befide. 
Does th’ embroider’d meade adorn. 
‘Where the fawng and fatyrs play .... 
In the merry rnonth of May. * 
Steal the blyth of opening morn} 
Borrow Cynthia's filver white, 
When the fhines at noon of night,, 
Free from. clouds to veil her ighta 
Juno’s bird his tail thal fpread, 
Iris’ bow its colour fhed, ae 
All to deck this charming piece, 
Far furpaffing ancient Greece.” 
Firft her graceful ftatuge thow,:; 





.Not too tall, nor yet too low. -,.. 


Fat fhe muft not be, nor Jean; 

Let*her thape be fraight and clean y * 

Smalt her waift, and, thence increas’d; 

Gently fwells her rifing breaft, | * 
Next, in comely order trace; 

All the glories of her face... 

Paint her neck of ivory,:.. 2. 

Smiling cheeks and forehead high. 

Ruby hips, and fparkling eyes, 








Whence refiftlefs lightning flies...” > 
Foolith mufe! what bait thou done& ::> 
Scarce th’ outlines are yet begun, 


+ Bacshyn: a 


‘ POF M*s. 


Ere thy pencil’s thrown afide $ 7 
"Tis no matter, love reply’d; . . 2 
(Love's unlucky god ftood by) 
At one flroke behold how 1 g 
‘Will th’ unfinith’d draughe fupply 

Smiling then he took his dart, 
And drew her picture in my heart. 


erence one 
BARN-ELMS. 


Lr Phebus his late happinefs rehearfe, x: 
And grace Barn-Elms with never-dying verfe ! 
Smooth was the Tha:nes, his watérs fleeping lay, 
Unwak'd by winds that o'er rhe furface play 3." 
‘When th’ early god, arifing from the eaft, A 
Difclos’d the golden dawn, with bluihes-dreft. 
Fisft in the ftream his own bright form he fees, 
But brighter forms thine through the neighboyr- 
§ ing trees. * * 2 
He fpeeds the rifing day, and theds his light 
Redoubled’ on the grove, to gain a nearer fight. ~ 
.Not with more fpeed hig Daphne he purfu'd, 
Nor fair Léucothoe with fuch pleafure view'd ; 
Five dazzling nymphs in graceful pomp appears 
He thinks his Daphne and Leacbthoe here, 
Join’d with that heavenly three, who on mount Ide 
Defcending once the prize of beaty try’d. 
Ye verdant elms, that towering grace this grove, 
Be facred {till to beauty and to love! . ae 
No thunder break, nor lightning glare between 
‘Your twifted boughs, bur fuch as.theri was feen. 
The grateful fun will every morning rife 
Propitious here, faluting from the fkies i 
Your lofty tops, indulg’d with {weeteft air, © 
sAnd every {pring your loffes he'll repair; 
Nor his own laurels more hall be his care. -. - 





; ‘ON THE FRIENDSHIP oF 
PHBE AND ASTERIA; 
AND % Y 


THE SICKNESS OF THE FORMER. - 
AN altar raife to friendfhip’s holy fame, 
Infctib’d with Phobe’s and Afteria’s name! 
Around it mingled in a folemn band, 

Let, Phocbe’s lovers, and Afteria’s ftand, 
‘With fervent vows t’attend the facrifice ; 
While rich perfumes from melted gums arife, 
To bribe for Phabe's health the partial fkies. 

- Forbid it, love, that fickly blaits confume 
‘The flower of beauty in its tender bloom! @ 
Shall the fo foon to her own heaven retire, * 
‘Who gave fo oft, yet never felt thy fire?” 
Who late at (plendid feafts fo graceful fhone, 
By pleafing {miles and numerous conqueits known; 


3 








983 
(As beauty’s goddefs once a wound fuftain'd, | - 
Not from her fon, but from a + mortal’s hand) 
Afteria too forgets her {prightly charms, 
And-drooping lies within her Phecbe’s arms. 

Thus in romantic hiftories we read 
Of tournaments by fome great prince decreed, 
Where two companion knights their lances wield 
With matchlefs fore, and win, from all, the field; 
Till one, o’erheated in the courfe, retires, 
And feels within hit veins a fever’s fires ; 


| His grieving friend his laurels throws away, 


And mourns the dear-bought triumphs of the day. 
So ftriét’s the union of this render pair, 
What heaven decrees for one, they both muft fhare. 
Like meeting rivers, in one ftream they flow, 
And no divided,joys or furrows know. 
Not the bright || twins, preferr’d in heaven to 
fhine, 
Fair Leda’s fons, in fuch a Ieague could join., 
One foul, as fables tell, by turns fupply’d 
That heavenly pair, by turnsthey liv’d and dy'd ¢ 
But thefe have Sworn’a matcblefs fympathy, 
They'll live together, or together die. 
When Heaven did at Afteria's birth beftow 


‘| Thofe lavifh charms, with which fhe wounds us fe, 


To form her glorious mind, it did infpire 

A double portion of th’ athereal fire, : 
That half might afterward be thence convey’d, ~ 
To animate that other lovely maid. : 
Thus native inflin& does their hearts combine, * 
Tt knots too clofe for fortune to untwine, 

So India boafts a tree, that Spreads around 
Its amorous boughs, which. bending reach the 
ground, . : 

Where taking root again, the branches raife 

A {ccond tree to meet its fond embrace 3) 
, Then fide by fide the friendly neighbours thrive, 
Fed by one fap, and in each other live.) | 

Of Phatbe’s health we-need not fend to know" 

How nature ftrives with her invading foe, 

What fymptoms good or ill each day arife; 

We read thofe changes in Afteria’s eyes, 

Thes in fome cryftal fountain you may fpy 

‘The face of heaven, and the reflected fky, 

Sce what black clouds arife, when tempefts lower 
And gathering mitts portend a falling fhower, 
And when the fun breaks out, with conquering 


ray. , 

To chafe the darknefs, and reftore the day, ~ 
Such be thy fate, bright maid ! from this decline 

Arife renew'd thy charms, and doubly fhine! 

And as that dawning planet was addreft . 

With offer’d incenfe by th’ adoring eaft, 

So we'll with fongs thy glad recovery greet, 

‘The mufe fhall Jay her prefents at thy feet ; 

With open arms, Afteria thall receive Ly 

‘The deareft pledge propitious Heaven can give.” 

Fann’d by thefe winds, your friendfhip’s generous 

irc a= + 
Shall burn more bright, and to fuch heights afpire, 


‘Where, 'midft the brighteft nymphs, the bore the | The wondering world fhall think you from above 


prize f + 
From all—from ‘all but her Afteria’s eyes.” 
Behold the maid, whe then fecure repell’d 
‘The thatts of leve, by fainting ficknefs quell’d! 


Come down to 


teach how happy angels love. = 


$ Diomedes. . 
{| Caftor and Pollux,“ 


§ O.N G, 
P = Teo. 
Tame of Dorinda’sioonguett brought 
‘The god of ‘her-chatms'to view; . 
‘To wound th’ uswatynizid he thought, 
: Hiut foon beeame hereonquelt too. 
ce: 
He dropt, half drawn, his feetie bow, 
He look'd, he raw’; and fighing pin'd; 
Atid with’d in vain-he'had been now,. 
As painters falfely-draw him, blind. 
Rig # Dae, UB + . 
. Difarm'd, he to his mother’ flies; 
Help, Venus, help, thy wretched for | 
Who now will pay us facrifice 
* For love hiowdelf’s, alas ! undone. 
. * Shoe ave ® . 
-'To Cupid now no-lever's prayer’.- 
Shall be addrets’d in fuppliant fighss; 
My darts are gone, but-ob beware, 
Foud mortals; of Dorinda’s eyes. 









"-rorod ratia INDtsPOseD. 


Around your ‘couch whillt fighing lovers view 

‘Wit, beauty, goodnels, fuiffaring all in yous 

So mournful W thé fcehe, "tis hard to.te}l 

Which face betr: who is well. 

They feel not theit own pairs, while your’ 
fhare, pat “s 

‘Worle tortur’g nowy, than lately by defpair. 

. For bigeding veins a like relicf ig fourid, 

when irdn red hot by burning ftops tite wound. 

GranteEleaven, they ay, thix mément our delire, 

‘To fee her. well, though we the feat expire. 












BEAUTY AND MUSIC. 


Ye fwains, whom radiant beanty moves, - 
O mofic’s at with founds divine, 

‘Think how the rapruvons churin improves, 
Where two fuch gifts-cekeftial join; 








Me 
‘Where Cupid’s bow, aid Phachas' lyre, 
In the fame powerlul hand’ are fotad 
Where loveiy eyes inflame Gefire, 
While trembling nutes are taught to wound. 
4 Wh 
Inquire fot who's the matchlefs fair, 
thar can this double. death beftow :- 
Myoung Harmonia’s flrairs you bear; 
' Or view her eyes, too well you'll know, 


a 


, CURID’S REVIEW, 


Carin, furvey thy fhiniig train around 
" Qi favcurite nymphs, for conqueit m 





faye 


J 


9 they: 












THE WORKS OF HUGHES. 


‘The lovely warriors that in bright array 
Thy power fupport, and propagate thy fway. 
Then fay, what beacteous general wilt thou choofe, 
To lead the fair brigade eyaindt thy rebel fues ? 
Beheld the god advance in cumely pride, 
Arn'd with his bow,his quiver by his fide ; 
inferior Cupids on their malter wait; [fate 
He {miles well pleas’d, and waves his wings in 
His lirtié hands imperial trophies bear, 
And laurel wreaths to grace ch’ ele@ted fair. 
Hyde-park the feene for the review he nam’d, 
Hyde-park fot pteafure and for beauty fan’d, 
Where, oft from weftern fkies the god of light 
Sees new-atifing fins, than his more bright; 
Then fets'in bluthés, and conveys his fire 
‘To diftant lapds, that'more his beams require. 
And now the charming candidates appear 
Behold Britannia’s vidor graces there, 
Who vindicate’ theit Country's ancient claim 
Yo Love's pre-emisenge, and beauty’s fame. 
Some, who, at Anga’s court, in honour r: 
Adorn birth -nights, byerawcing naticns ji: 
Preferv'd in Kneller’s ‘pictures ever young, 
In ftrains immortal by the mules fung. 
Around the ring ch’ iMfiftrious rivais move, 




















“And teatW’ to’lovg Kimfelf the power of love. 


Scarce, thoagh* je Can with fafety gaze 

On Bory fo profife, fuch mingled rays; 

For love hid’ éyes on this iniportant day, 

And Venus from his forehead took the blinding 
cloth away: a 

Here Mira pafs'd, and fix'd bis wandering vi w, 
Her perfect thape diftinguithed: praifes' drew 
‘Tall, beautéous, ahd, omits othe fight,” 
She'led the train, afitr Wf in the Hyht. [eyes, 

There Stella claims the wreath, and pleads her 
By which euch day fume lew adorer dies. 

Serena, by good-humour doubly fair, 

With native fweetnels charnis, and fimiling air. 

While Fiora’s youthful years and: looks difplay 

alhe bloom of ripening fonits, the.innocence of 
May, 

The pening fwects that monthsof pleafure bring, 

The dawn of ilove, and Sife’s indulgent fpring. 

* twere endicls to detcribe the various ¢ 
With which the fair are arm’d to onquer hearts, 
Whatever can the ravith’d foul infpire’ 

With tender thoughts, and animate fire, 

All arts and virtues mingied in the train; 

And long the lovely rivals ftrove in vain, 

While Cupid unrefolv'd fil fearch’d around the 
plain, = © 

©: conid I find, faid love, the phanix fhe, 

tn whom at onée the féveral charnis agree; 





“"rhat pheenix the the laurel crown fhouid have, 


And Iéve himis:f with pride_beciime her fave. 

He fearce had fgoke, “when fee—+Harmonia 
came: : . 

Chance brought ber there, and not efive of fanie; 

Unknowitig of the choiec, cill‘the beheid 

‘The god approach ‘to crown her in the field. + 

‘Yi? unwilling maid; wich woudrdus mudelty, 

Ditciaim'd her right, and pur this laurel by 3 

Warat mn.ber tender chegksarife, 

And dezble foftnefs beaurtly’d ber eyes. 









POEMS 


At this, more charm’d, the rather I beftow, 
Gd love, thefe honours you in vain forego; 





“Yake then the wreath, which you, vi@orious fair, 


fave moft deferv’d, yet leit affect to wear. 


TO A BEAUTIFUL LADY, 


PLAVING ON THE ORGAN. 


Wuen fam'd Cecilia on the organ play’d, 


And fill’d with moving founds the tuncful frame, 


Drawn by the charm, to hear the facred maid, 


From heaven, “tis faid, a liftening angel came, 


‘Thus ancient legends would our faith abufe ; 
In vain—-~for were the bold tradition true, 


While your harmonious touch that charm renewa, 


Again theferaph would appear to you. 
© hapry fair! in whom with pureft light, 
Virtuc’s united beams with beauty thine! 


Should heavenly gueits defcend to blefs our fight, 
What form more lovely could they wear than 


thine! 





SONNET. 


Je mourrai de trop de plaifir 
Si je te trouve favourable ; 
Je mourrai de trop de defir 
Se je Ja trouve inexorable, 


Alofi je ne e.urois guerir 
Fie fa douleur qui me poffede ; 
Je fuis affuré de perir, 
Par le mal, ou par le remede. 


IN ENGLISH. 


J nig with too tranfporting joy, 
Hf the I love rewards my fire; 
*s inexorably coy, 
‘h too much paffion I expire. 


tt 








Ww 


No way the fates afford to thun 
Vhe cruel torment | endure; 
Since Lam doom'd to be undone 

By the difeafe or by the cure. © 





TO A PAINTER, 


Prmyrer, if thou canf fafely gaze 

on all the wonders of that face ; 

1 thou haft charms to guard a heart 

secure by fecrets of thy art ; 

| teach the mighty charm, that we 

May gaze fecurely too, like thee. 

Cant thou love's brighteft lightning draw, 

Which none e’er yet unwounded faw 2 

"to what chen wilt thou next afpire, 

Unlels to imitate Jove's fire? 

Which is a lefs adventurous pride, 

Yhough "twas for that Salmoneus dy’d. 
Vou VU, 


That beauteous, that victorious fair, 
Whofe chains fe many lovers wear; 
| Who with a look can arts infufe, 
Create a painter, or a mufe 3 
Whom crowds with awful rapture view ; 
| She fits ferene, and {miles on you t 
Your genius thus infpir’d will foar 
‘To wondrous heights unknown before, 
And to her beauty you will own 
Your future fill and fix’d renown. 
So when of old great Ammon’s fon, 
Adorn’d with fpoils in-batele won, 
| In graceful pidttre chole to ftand, 
‘The work of fam’d Apelles’ hand ; 
“ Esert thy fire, the monarch faid, 
« Now be thy boldeft ftrokes difplay*d, 
« To let admiring nations fee 
« Their dreaded vidtor drawn by thee ; 
To others thou ma,’ft life impart, 
“ But PIL insmortalize thy art!” 








To THE 


AUTHOR OF FATAL FRIENDSHIP, 


A TRAGEDY: 





{ As when Camilla once, a warlike dame, 
j Iv bloody battles won immortal fame, 
{ Foifook her female arts, and chofe to bear 


The ponderous thield, and heave the maffy fpear, 


| Superior to her fex, fo fwift the-flew 


| Around the field, and fuch vat numbers flew, 
That friends,and foes, alike farpris'd, behakd~ 


The brave Virago defperately. 

Aod thought her Pallas in a hofnan mould. 
| Such is oar wonder, matchleis muid! to fee 

The tragic laurel thus deferv'd by thee; 


Still greater praife is yours; Camilla thines 


For evet bright in Virgu’s facred lines,” 
; You in your own. 
| Nor need you to another’s bounty owe, 

For what yourfelf can on yourfelf beftow ; 
| Su monarchsin full health are wont to rear, 
! At their own charge, their future fepulchre. 





i 
‘In trifling vilits, pride, impertinence, 

Drefs, dancing, «td difcourfe devoid of fenfe ; 
to twirl a fan, to pleafe fome foolifh beau, 





in hody weak, more impotent of mind. 
‘Yhus fome have reprefented woman-kind. 


+ But you, your fex’s champion, are come forth 
‘To fight their quarrel, aud aflert their worth; A 
[pride. 


Our Salic law of wit you have deftroy’d, 


Who thy perfections fully would commend, 
Muft think how others their vain hours anifpend, 


And fing an empty fang, the moft they know; 


5 


Eftablith’d female claim, and trinmph’d o'er our 





While we look on, and with repining eyes 
Behold you bearing off fo rich a prize, 
Spite of ill nature, we are fore’d t’ approve 





Such dazzling charms, and,.fpite of-envy, love, 
| 7 Nor is this all th’ applaufe that is your due, 
i You ftand the firft of ftage-rcformerstoo; —* 

~ ? 









aad . 
; No vicious ftrains pollute your moral feene, 


+The hafty raptures of a ftranger mute, 


. The mufe’s lof, fince Eden is no more, 








THE WORKS 





fe are yourthoughts, and your expreffion clean; } 

ing fuch ae yours the. ftrieft teft will bear : 

ng boldly then, nor bufy cenfure fear, 

Your virgin voice offends no virgin car. 

Proceed in tragic numbers to difclufe 

Strange turns of fate, and unexpected woes. 

Reward, and punith | awfully difpenfe 

Heaven’s judgments, and declare a Providence; 

Nor let the comic mufe your labours fhare, 

"Vis meannefs, after this, the fock to wear t 

‘Thongh that to merit praife, ‘tis nubler toil 

‘T’ extort a tear than to provoke a file. 

‘What hand, that can defign a hiftory, 

‘Would copy low-land boors at Snic-a-Snee ? 
Accept this tribute, madam, and excufe 





3698, 





ON DIVINE POETRY. 


In nature's golden age, when new-born day 
Array’d the fkies, and.earth was green and gay ; 
When God, with pleafure, all his works furvey’d, 
And virgin innocence before him play'ds 

‘In that iluftrious morn, that lovely {pring, 

‘The ovale, by heaven infpir'd, began to fing, 
Defeerding angels, im harmunious lays, 

Taught the irl happy pair their maker's praife. 
Sach was the facred art—We ow deplore 


‘When vice from hell rear’d up its bydra-head, 
Th’ affrighted maid, with chafe Aria, fled, 
And fought protedtion in her native fky; 
In vain the heathen Nine her abfence would Supply. 
Yet to fome few, whole dazzling « fhoue 
In ages paft, her heavenly charms were known, 
Hence learn’d the bard, in lefty ftrains to tell 
How patieht virtue triumph’d over hell; 
And heuce the chicf, who led the chofen race 
‘Through parting feas, deriv’d his fongs of praife: 
She gave the rapturous ode, whofe ardent lay 
Sings female force, and vanquith’d Sifers ; 
She tun’d to pious notes the Philmifi’s lyre, (fire! 
‘And fill’d Haiah’s breaft with more than Pindar’s 











SONG 


WRITTEN VOR THE LATE DUKE OF GLOUCESTER'S 
BIRTH-DAY, 


1 
Wurst Venus in her fnowy arms 
The God of battles held, 
And foath’d him with her tender charms, 
__ -Vidovious from the field; 
By chance the catt a lovely fmile, 
Propitions, down to earth, 


OF HUGHES. 


iw 
Loek, Mars, fhe faid; look down, and fer 
A child of royal race! i 
Let’s crown the bright nativity 
With every princely grace = 
Thy heavenly image let me bear, 
And thine a Mars below; 
From yeu his mind to warlike care, 
YH fofter gifts beftow. 
it. 
Thus at his birth two deities 
‘Their bleflings did impart; 
And love was breath'd into his eyes, 
And glory form’d his heart. 
His childhood makes of war a game; 
Betimes his beauty. charms 
The fair; who burn’d with equal fame 
For him, as he for-arma, : 
1699, e 
SEE 
ON A PEACOCK, ., 
FINRLY CUT IN VELLUM BY MOLINDA- 


Wuen fancy did Mofinda’s hand invite, 
Without the help of calqur, fhade, or light, 
To form in vellum, ' cfs'as her mind, 
The faireft image’of the feather’d kind ; 
Nature herfelf a ftri@ dtrendance paid, maid, 
Charm’d with ‘th’ attdinments’ of th” iuttrious 
{nfpir’d her thought, and, fmiling, faid, Pil'fee 
How well this fair-one’s art can copy me. . 
So to her faveurite Titian once fe came, 
‘fo guide his pencil, and attett his fame, 
With tranfport granting all that fhe could give, 
and bid his works to wondering ages live. 
Nor with lefs tranfpore here the goddess feces 
Vhe curious piece advance by flow degrees; 
At luft fuch dkill in every pare was shawn, 
It feem’d a new creation of her own} 








She ftarts, to view the finifh’d figure xife, 

And fpread his ample train, enrich’d with eyes; 
To fee, with lively grace, his form exprefs’d, 
‘rhe Rtately honours of his rifing creft, 

His comely wings, and his foft filky breaft ! 
The leaves of crgeping vines around hith play, 
And nature’s leaves lefs perfedt feem than they. 

O matchlefs bird! whofe race, with niccf care, 
Heaven feems in pleafure to bave form’d fo fair! 
From whofe gay plumcs ev’n Phoebus with delight 
Secs his own rays refleéted doubly bright ! 





} Though numerous rivals of the wing there be 


‘That thare our praife, when not compar’d to thee, 

Soon ao thy rifing glories frike our eyes, 

‘Their beacty fhines no more, their luftre dics. 

So when Molinda, with fuperior charms, 

; Dazzles the ring, and other nymphs difarms. 

To her the rallying loves and graces fly, 

And, fixing there, proclaim the victory. 

| No wonder, then, fince the was born t excel, 
This bird’s fair image the defcribes fo well : 








And view'd in Britain’s happy ifle 
Great Gloucefter’s glorious birth, 


Happy. as in fome temple thus to fland, 
Imnx rtaliz’d by her fuccefe ul hand, 


POEMS 


ON LUCINDA’s TEA-TABLE 


Ports invoke, when they rehearfe 
la happy Arains their pleafing dreams, 
Some mufe unfeen to crown their verle, 
And boaft of Heliconian ftreams : 


But here, a real mufe infpires 

(Who more reviving ftrcams imparts) 
Our fancies with the poets fires, 

And with a nobler flame our hearts. 


While from her hand each honour'd gueft 
Receives his cup with liquor crown’d, 

He thinks ’tis Jove’s immortal feaft, 
And Venus deals the ne@tar round. 


As o'er each fountain, poets fing, 

Some lovely guardian-nymph has fway, 
Who from the confecrated fpring, 

‘Wild beafts and fatyrs drives away ¢ 


So hither dares no favage prefs, 
Who beauty’s fuvereign power defies 5 
All, drinking here, her charms contefs, 
Proud to be conquer’d by her eyes. 


‘When Phoebus try’d hfs herbs in vain 
On Hyacinth, bad the been there, 
With tea thewould have cur’d the {wain, 
Who ouly then had dy’d for her, 
Sfanuary Le L7Oke 





THE MARCH, 


Vicror1a comes! fhe leaves the forag'd groves |” 
Her flying camp of graces and of loves 

Strike all their tents, and for the march prepare, 
‘And to new feenes of triumph wait the fair. 

Unlike the flaves which other warriors gain, 
That loath fubjedtion, and would break their chain, 
Her rural flaves their abfent victor mourn, 

And with not liberty, but her return. : 
The conquer’e' countries droop, while fhe’s away, 
And fluwly to the {pring their contribution pay. 
Wihile cooing turtles, doubly now alone, 

With their loft loves another lofs bemoan. 

Mean time in peopled ‘cities crowds prefs on, 
And jealous feem who that] he firft undone. 
Victories, like fame, before th’ invader fly, 

And lovers yet unfeeing hafte to die. 

While fhe with carelefs unelated mind, 

Hears daily conqueits which fhe ne’er defign’d' 
In her e foft, yet crvel heart is found, 

Averfe to cure, and vainly griev’d te wound. 





WRITTEN IN A LADY’s PRAYER-BOOK. 





So fair a form, with fach devotion join’d! 
A virgin body, and a fpotlefs mind! [fees 
Pleas’d with her prayers, while heaven propitious 


'yhe'lovely votarels on her bended knees, 


Sure it muft think fome ‘Angel Toftits way, ¢ 

And happening. qn our wretched ‘earth to ftray 5 
TVir'd with our follies, fain would take its fight,* 
Andhbegsto be reftor'd tothofe ble realinsof light. ” 








ODE GN THE SPRING: 
. .- FOR THE onan OF MAY. 


Eo ; 

Wanton Zephyr, come away! 

On this {weet this filent grove, 

Sacred to the mofe and love, | 
In gentle whifper’d muemurs play 
Come let thy foft, thy balmy breeze 
Diffuie thy vernal {weets around, a Fac 
From {prouting flowers and bloffom’d trees 5 
While hills and echoing vales refound 
With notes, which wing’d mnficians fing 
In honour to the bloom of fpring. , 

We 

Lovely feafon of defire! 

Nature fmiles with joy te fee 

Vhe amorous months fed on by thee, 
‘That kindly wake her genial fires 
‘The brighteft object in the ikies, 
‘Vhe faireft lights that thine below, 
"Phe fun, and Mira’s charming eyes, . 
At thy return more charming grows 
With double glory they appear, 
‘To warns and grace the infant year. 





HORACE, ODE Ii. BOOK Iff. +: “a 





‘The defign of this ode was to infinuate to. Auguf- 
tus the danger of transferring the fedc of the 
empire from Rome to TYoy, which we are in- 
formed he once entertained thoughts of. 


. 
Tax man to right inflexibly inclin’d, 
Poifing on virtue’s bafe his mind, 
Refts in himfelf fecure, > 
Indiffolubly firm in good; < 
Let tempefts rife, ahd billows rage, 
All reck withi:, he can unmoy’d endure 
The foaming fury of the flood, 

When bellowing winds their jarring troops engage, 
Or waftcful civil tumults roll along : 
With fiercer ftrength, and louder roar, 

Driving the torrent of the throng, 
And gathering into power. 

Let a proud tyrant caft a ‘killing frown ; 

Or Jove in angry thunder on the world look down 
Nay, let the frame. of nature crack, 
‘And all the fpacious globe on high, 
Shatter’d with univerfal rack, 
Come tumbling from the tky : : 
‘Yet he'll furvey the horridteene 9° 
With ftead: e and undaunted mie, 

et 








ign 


i: 

Thus Pollox and great Hercules, [round, 
Roam’d through the world, and bleft the nations 
‘Till, rais'd at length to heavenly palaces, 

Mankind, as gods, their benefa@ions erown'd; 
With thefe, Auguiftas thal for ever fhine, 
. And ftain his rofy lips imeups divine. 
‘Thus his fierce tigers dauntlefs Bacchus bear ; 
The glaring favages refift in vain, 
Impatient of the bit, and fretting-on the rein; 
Through yielding clouds he drives th’ impetuous 
Great Romulus purfued the fhining trace, [car. 
~'* And leapt the lake, where all ~ 
The reft of mortals fall, 
‘Aod with his * father’s horfes fcour’d the fame 
bright airy race. 


v iit, 
Then in full fenate of the deitics, 
Settling the feats of power, and future fate, 
Juno begar the high debate, [ikies : 
‘And with this righteous fentence pleas’d the 
> O Troy! fhe faid, O hated Troy! 
“ At foreign woman, and a |j boy, 
«© Lewd, partial, and unjuft, 
* Shook all thy proudeft towers to dutt; 
 Inclin'd to ruin from the time, 
“ Thy king did mock two powers divine, 
™ And raz'd thy fated walls in perjury, 
“ But doubly damu’d by that offence, 
“ Which did Minerva’s rage incenfe, 
“ And offer’d wrong to me. 
“* No more the treacherous ravifher 
“ Shines in full pomp and youthful eharms ; 
& Nor Priam’s impious houfe with Heétor’s {pear, 
© Repels the violence of Grecian arms. 


, W, 
* Our feuds did long embroil the mortal rout, 
‘© “Ac laft the ftorm is fpent, 

“ My fury with it ebbing out, 
“ Thefe terms of peace content ; 
‘* ‘To Mars] grant among the ftars a place 
* For his fon Romulus, of Trojan race ; 
“ Here thall.he dwell in thefe divine abodes, 
- “© Drink of the heavenly bow!, 
“ And in this thining court his name enrol, 

: ‘With the ferene and ever-vacant gods; 

¢ While feas fhall rage between his Rome and Troy, 
“ The horrid diftauce breaking wide, 
The banifh'd Trojans fifall the ylobe enjoy, 
a. © And reign in every place befide ; 
"While beafts infult my § judge’s du, and hide 
. © Theis litter. in his curfed tomb, 
* The fhining capitol of Rome 
* Shall oyerlosk the world with awful pride, 
“* And Parthiaus take theic’ law from that eternal 
. * dome. 
ve 
Let Rome extend her fame to every thore; 
“ And let no banks or mounds reftrain 
* ‘Th’ impetuous torrent of her wide command ; 
»* Phe feas from Europe, Afric part in vain; 


* Romulus was fuppofed to be the fon of Mars by the | 
a. 


ieflets Lia, 
Pelen. {| Paris, 


yd eS Paria, 





ra 





THE WORKS OF HUGHES. 


“* Swelling above thofe floods, her power 
“ Shail, like its Nile, o'erflow the Lybian land. 
“ Shining in polifh’d fteel, the dares 
“ The glittering beams of gold defpife, 
“ Gold, the great fource of human carcs, 
“ Hid wifely deep from mortal eyes, 
“© ‘Till, fought in evil hour by hands unblett, 
“ Opening the dark abodes, 
There iffued forth a direful train of woes, 
“ That give mankind no reft; . 
For gold, devoted to th’ infernal gods, 
“ No native human ufes knows. ~ 
ve 
“ Where’er great Jove did place 
* “ The bounds of nature yet anfeep, 
* He meant a goal of glory tu the race 
“ The Roman arms fhall win : 
“ Rejoicing, onward they approach 
‘To view the ourworkeof the world, 
The maddening fires; th wild debauch, 
The fnows and rains unborn, in endlefs eddies 
“« whirl’d! 


vin. 

“ *Tis J, O Rome, pronounce thefe fates behind, 
But will thy reign with this condition bind, 

“ That no falfe filial piety, 

* In idle thapes deluding ‘thee, 

“ Or confidence of power, 

Tempt thee again to raife a Trojan tower; 
“ Troy, plac’d beneath malignant ftars, 

“ Haunted with omens ftill the fame, 
Rebuilt, fhall but renew the former flame, 
Jove’s wife and fifter leading on the wars, 

* Thrice let her fhine with , Ea walls, 

“ Rear’d up by heavenly’hands; 

“ And thrice in fatal duft the falls, 
“ By faithful Grecian bands; 
Thrice the dire fcene thall on the world return, 
“* And captive wives again their fonsand hufbands 
“ mourn.” 
But ftop, prefumptuous mufe, thy daring fiighs, 
Nor hope in thy weak lyric lay, 
The heavenly languaye to difplay, 
Or bring the counfels of the gods to light. 





GREENWICH PARK. 


Tue Paphian iffe was once the ble& abode 
Of beanty’s goddefs and her archer-god. 


| There blifsful bowers and amorous hades were fect, 


Fair cyprefs walks, and myrtles ever green. 
’Twas there, furrounded by a halluw'd wood, 
Sacred to love, a {plendid temple ftood; 
Where altars were with coftly gums perfum'd, 
And lovers fighs arofe, and fmoke from hearts con- 
fum’d, 
Till, thence remov'd, the queen of beauty flies 
To Britain, fam’d for bright victorious eyes. 
Here fix’d, the chofe a fweeter feat for love, 
And Greenwich park is cow her Cyprian grove. 
Nor fair Parnaffus with this hill can vie, 
Which gently fwells into the wondering fey, 
Commanding all that can tranfpore our fight, 
And varying with each view the frefh deligh:, 


_PGEMS 


From hence my mule prefares to wing-her way,- - 

‘And wanton, like the Thames, through fmiling 
meads would fray; 

Defcribe the groves beneath, the fylvat bowers, 

‘Yhe river's winding train, and great Adguita’s 
cower. 

But fee!—a living profpect drawing near 
At ence tranfports, and raifes awful fear ! 

Love’s favourite band, fele&ted to maintain 

His choicett triumphs, and {apport his reign. 

Mute, pay thy homage here—yet oh beware! 

And draw the glorious fcene with artful care, & 
For foolith praife is fatire on the fair. § 
, Behold where bright Urania does advance, 

And lightens through the trees with every glance - 
A carelefs pleafure in-her air is feen ; 

Giana fhines with fugh a graceful mien, 

cu in her darlint woods the's feign’d to rove, 
chace pnifaing, and avoiding love. 

As flying deer the zoddets boatts her aim, . 

But Cupid thews the nymph a nobler game, 

Th’ unerring fhafts fo various fly around, 

*Tis bard to fay which gives the deepeit wound. 
Or if with greater glory we fubmit, 3 
Piere’d by her eyes, her Humour, or her wit. 

See next her charming fitter, young and gay, 
In beauty’s bloom like the fweet mouth of May + 
"Phe fportful nymph, once in theneighbouring grove 
Surpris'd by chance the fleeping god of love 5 
His head reclin’d upon e tuft of green, 

And by him fcateer’d lay his arrows: bright and 
keen; 4 2 
She tied his wings, and ftole his wanton darts, 
‘Then, laughing, wak’d the cyrant lord of hearts ; 
He {mil’d,—-and faid—’ Tig well, infulting fair! 
Yet how you fhost with Mecping love beware ! 
My lofs of darte I quickly ean fupply, , 
Your looks fhall triumph for love’s deity: 
And though you now my feeble power difdain, 
You once perhaps may feel @ lover's pain. 

‘Though Helen’s form, and Cleopatra’s charms, 
"The boat. of fame, once kindled dire alaems = 
Thofe dazzling lights the world no more mult view, 
And fearce would think the bright defcription true, 
Did not that ray of beauty, more divine, 
to Mira’s eyes by tranfmigration fine. | - 

Her thape, her air, proportion, lovcly face, 

And matchlefs fkin contend with rival grace 
And Venus' felf, proud of th’ officious aid, 
Wich ali her charms adorns uv ifeftrions maid. 





But hark !—what more than mortal founds are. 


thefe? 
Be ftill, ye whifpering winds, and moving trees: 
A fecond Mira does all hearts furprife, 
At once vidtoriuus with her voice and eyes. 
Mer eyes alone can tendereft lave infpire, 
Her heavenly voice improves the young defire. 
80 weftern gales in fragrant gardens play 
On buds produe’d by the fun's quickening ray, 
And foread them into life, and gently chide their 
fay. 
We court that tkill, by which we're fure to die; 
"Fhe modeft fair would fain our fuit deny, 
And fings unwillingly with trembling fear, 
As if concern’d our ruin is fa near; 


: 3. 

Sq generous vidtors fofteft pity know, 

Aad with reltétance ftrike the fatal blow. 
Engaging Cynthia's atm’d with every grace; 

Her lovely mind fhines cheerful throngh her face, 

A {acted lanip in a fair éryftal cafe. 

Not Venus ftar, the brighteft of the fphere, 

Smiles fo ferene, or cafts a light fo clear. 

O happy brother of this wondrous fair! 

The bett of fifters well deferves thy care 5 

Her fighing lovers, who.in crowds adore, 

Would with thy place, did they not wifh for more. 

‘What angels are, when wé defire.to know, ee 

We form a thought by fuch as the below, [pare,.. 

‘And thence conclude they’re bright beyond com~ 

Compos'd of all that’s good, and all that’s fair... 
“There yet remains wnnam’d a dazzling throng 

Of nymphs, who to thefe happy fades belong. 

O Venus! tovely queen of fott deGres! - ~ 

For ever dwell where uch fupply thy fires 1". 

May virtue full with beauty hare the Sway, 

And the glad world with wiking zeal obey! 






TO MOLINDA, 


Tv infpiring mufes and the god of fove, 

Which mott thould grace the fair Molinda ftrove 4 
Love arm’d her with his bow and keeneft darts, 
‘The mufes more enrich’d her mjrid with atts. ~ 
‘Though Greece in shining temples heretofore 

Did Venus and Minerva’s powers adore, 

‘Lhe ancients thenght no fingle goddefs fit, 

‘Lo reign at once o'er beauty and o’er wit; 

Each was a feparate clains;, till now we find 

‘The different titles in Molinda join’d. . 
From hence, when at the court; the park, the play, 
She gildg he evening, or, improves the day, ~~ 
All eyes regaré-her with-tranfporting firey ~ ° -” 
One fex with envy. buitis, and one with fierce défires” 
But when withdrawa from public thew and noife, 
In filent works her fancy the employs, ‘ 
A imiling train of arts around her ftand, 

And court improvement from her curious hand, 
She, their bright patronefs, o'er all prefides, 

Acd with like fkill the pen and needle guides; 

By, this we fee gay filken landfcapee wrought, 

By that the landfcape of a beauteous thought ¢ 
Whether her voice in tuneful airs fhe moves, * 

Or cuts diifembled flowers and paper groves, 

Her voice tranfports the ear with foft delight, 
Her flowers and groves furprife the ravith’d Dght;’ 
Which, ev’n to Nature’s wonders we prefer; : 
All but chat wonder Nature forni’d in her. 








A LETTER 
TO A FRIEND IN TEE COUNTRY, 


Wurzst thou art happy in a bleft retreat, 

And free from care doft rural fongs repeat, 

Whilit fragrant air fans thy poetic fire, . 
And pleafant graves with {prightly notes infpises ~ 
(Groves, whofe receffes and refrething fhade 
Indulge th’ invention, and the judgment aid) .: 
I, midft, che fmoke and clamours of the towsy, 





| ‘That choke my mnfe, and weigh my fancy downy 
' T iq 


‘ 
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Pafs my. unactive hours: 

tn fuch an air, how can foft numbers flow, 

Or in fuch foil the facred laurel grow? 

All we can boat of the poctic fire, 

Are but fome fparks that foon as born expire. 
Hail happy Woods !: barbours of peace and joy ! 

‘Where no black carea the mind’s repofe deftroy! 

‘Where grateful fiience unmolefted reigns, 

Affiits the mufe, and quickens all her ftrains, 

Sach were the feenes of our firft parents’ love, 

Ia Eden’s groves with equal flames they ftrove, 

While warbling birds, foft whifpering breaths of 

. wind, (join’d. 

And murmuring ftreams, to grace their nuptials 

‘All nature {mil’d ; the plains were freth and grecn, 

Unftain’d the fountains, andthe heavens ferene. 
Ye bleft remains of that illuftrieus age! 

‘Delightful fprings and woods !-— 

Might I with you my peaceful days live o’er, 

‘You, and ny friend, whofe abfence | deplore, 

Calm as a gentle bréok’s unruffled tide 

Should the delicious flowing minutes glide ; 

Difcharg’d of care, on unfrequented plains, 

‘We'd fing of rural joys iit rural flraina, 

No falfe corrupt delights our thoughts should move, 

Bot joys of friendthip, poetry, and love. 

‘While others fondly feed ambition's fire, 

And to the top of human fiste afpire, 

"Yhat from their airy eminence they may 

‘With pride and fcorn th’ inferior world furvey, 

Here we fhould dwell ob{cure, ygt happier far 

than they. a 








VERSES PRESENTED TO A LADY, 


WITHA DRAWING (BY THE AUTHOR) oF CULID. 


Wuew generous Dido in difguife carcfs'd 

"This god, and fondly clafp’d him to her breatt, 
Soon the fly urchin itorm'd her tender heart, 
And amorous flames difpers’d through every part. 
In vain the {trove to check the new-born fire,: 

it feorn'd her weak cilays, and rofe the 
In vain from feafts and balls relief fhe fought, 
‘The ‘Frejan youth alone employ’d her thought : 
‘Yet fate oppos'd her unrewarrled care ; 
Forfaken, {corn’d, the perifh’d in defpair. 

No fuch event, fair nymph, you need to fear, 
Smiles, without darts, alone attend him here ; 
‘Weak and unarm'd, not able to furpr 
Re waits for influence from your conquering eyes. 
Heaven change the omen, then; and may this prove 
A happy prelude to Luccefotul love ! 

















HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XXIV. 


“ Tateger vitie, {celerifqne purus, 
“ Won eget Mauri jaculis, neque arcu,” &e, 
IMITATED IN PARAPHRASE. 
i 1 
«Hence flavith {car ! thy Stygian wings difplay ! 
+ ‘dhou ugly fiend of hell, away ! 





OF HUGHES. 


Wrapp’d in thick clouds, and thades of night, 
To confcious fouls dire& thy flight! 
There brood on guilt, fix there a loath’d em- 
brace, 
And prepagate vain terrors, frights, 
Dreams, goblins, and imagin’d {prights, 
‘Thy vifionary tribe, thy black and monfirous race. 
Gu, haunt the flave that flains his hands in 
ore! 
Poffefs the perjur’d mind, and rack the ufurer more, 
Than his oppreflion did the poor before. 
ia 
Vainly, you feeble wretches, you prepare 
‘The glittering forgery of war; 
The poifon'd fhaft, the Parthian bow, and 
{pear 
Like that the warlike Moor is wort to wield, 
Which pois'd and guided from his car 
He huris impetuourthrough the field ; 
In vain you lace the helgn, and heave in vain the 
fhield; . 
He’s only fafe, whofe armour of defence 
Is adamautine innocence. 
k, 
If o’er the fleepy Alps he go, 
Vaft mountains of eterual fhow, 
Or where Tam'd Ganges and Hydafpes flow ; 
If o’er parch’d Libya’s defert land, 
Whete threatening from afar 
TW affrighted traveller 
Encounters moviny hills of fand; 
No fenfe of danger can difturb his reft; 
He fears no human force, nor favage beaft; 
Impenetrable courage fteels his manly breaft. 
iv. 
‘Thus, late within the Sabine grove, 
While free from care, and full of love, 
1 raife my tuncful voice, and ftray 
Regardlefs of myfelf and way, 
A grizly wolf, with glaring eye, 
View'd me unarm’d, yet pafs’d unhurtful by. 
A fiercer monfler ne’er, in queft of food, 
Aupulian forefts did moleft; 
jf Numidia never faw a more prodigious beat; 
Numidia, mother of the yellow brood, 
Where the ftern lion fhakes his knotted mane, 
And roars aloud for prey, and {cours the tpacious 
plain, 
v. F 
Place me where no foft breeze of fummer 
_wind 
Did e’er the ftiffen’d foil unbind, 
Where no refrefhing warmth e’er durft invade, 





Buc winter holds his unmolefted feat, 
fn all his: hoary robes array’d, 
And rattling ftorms of hail, anc noify tempefts 
beat. 
Place me beneath the fcorching blaze 
Of the fierce fun’s immediate rays, 
Whysre houfe or cottage ne’er were fecn, 
Nor rooted plant or tree, nor fpringing green; 
Yet, lovely Lalage, my generous flame 
Shall ne'er expire; I'll boldly fing of thee, 
Charm'd with the mufic of thy name, 
And guarded by the gods of love and poetry. 





P O:E M §. 


HORACE, BOOK Il. ODE XVI. 
To GRosPuvs. 


« Otium Divos rogat in patenti 
© Prenfus Aigwo,” &e, 


IMITATED IN PARAPHRASE. 


L 
Ixputcent quiet! power ferene, 
Mother of peace, and joy, and love! 
O fay, thou calm iar aeete queen, 
Say, in whatfeligdry grove: 4 
‘Within what hollaw ea or winding cell, 
By human cyes unfeen, 
Like fome retreated Druid doft thou dwell ? 
And why, illufive goddefs! why, 
When we thy manlion would furround, 
Why dott thou lead us throngh enchagted grannd, 
"To mock our vain refear ch, and from. eur withes fly? 


‘The wandering failors, pale with fear, « 
For thee the gads implore, 
When the tempeftuous fea rans high, 

And when, through all the dark benighted fky, 
No friendly moon or ftars appear 
To guide their fteerage to the fhore : 

For thee the weary foldier prays; 
Larious in fight the fons of Thrace, 

And Medes, that wear majeitic by their fide 
& full-charg'd quiver’s decent pride, 

Gladly with thee would pafs inglorieus days, 
Renounce the warrior’s tempting praife, 
And bag ey might'tt be fold,.{gold. 

‘With gems, and purple velta, and ftores of plunder’d 
ah! 
But neither houndlefs wealth, 1 nor guards that wait 
Around the conful’s honour’d gate, 
Nor anti-chambers with attendazts fill, 
"The mind’: unhappy tumults cau abate, 
Or banifh fullen cazes, that ily 
Acrofs the gilded rooms of fate, 
Aud their foul nefts, like fwally ws, build 
élofe to the palace-roofs, and towers that pierce 
the fky, 
Auch lefs will nature’s modeft wants fupply 
‘snd happier lives the homely fwain, 
Who, in fome cottage, (ar from noife, 
His few paternal goods enjoys, 
Nor knows the fordid lu of gain, 
Nor with Fear's tormenting pain 
His hovering fteps deftreys. 
We 
Vain man! that ia a narrow fpace 
At ee game projects the daring {pear ! 
Por hort is life's uncertain ru: 
hen why, capricious mortal! y 
Doft thou for happinefs repair 
To diftant climates, and a foreign air ? 
Fool! from thyfelf thou canft not fly, 
“Chyfelf, the fource of all thy care. 
Su ties the wounded i ikag, provok’d with pain, 
Bounds o’er the fpacious downs in vain; 
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The feather'd torment fticks within his fide, : 
And from the fmarting wound 2 purple tide © 
Marks all his way with blood, and dyes the grafly ° 
plain. rae 7 
ve 
But fwifter far is execrable ¢ care 
Than flags, or winds that through the fhics 
Thick-driving fnows and gather’d tempefts bears:- 
Purfuing: care the failing. thip out-flies, 
Climbs the tail ve Tel’s painted: fides 5 
Nor leaves arm’d Squadrons in the field, 
But with, the marching horfemer rides, 
And dwells alike in courts and camps, and makes 
all places yield. 





Vy 
Then, fince no fate’s c tel: Aled 
Let’s learn: the bitter 1 comply eee 
With gentle mirth, and wilely gay 
Enjoy at leait the prefent day, 
And Icave to fate the reft. 
Nor with vain fear of ills to come 
Anticipate th’ appointed doom, 
Soon did Achilles qait the ftage, 
The hero felt by fudden death; 
While ‘Vithon to a tedious wafting age 
Drew his protracted breath.: 
And thus old partial time, my friend, 
Perhaps unaik'd to worthlefs me 
Thofe hours of iengthen’ say. end, 








Which he'll ue tl 





Thee fhining wealth and pidniebus joys farround, 
And, all chy fruitful fields around, 
Uonember: 'd herds af cattle fray. 

Thy harnefs’d fteads with fprightly voice - 
Make neighbouring tales ae fterce jagce, + 

While imoothly thy gay chariut flies o'er he fwift 

meafur'd way. 

To me the ftars, with lefs profufion kind, * 
‘An humble fortune have aflign’d, af 
‘And no untuneful lyric vein, 

But a fineere contented mind, 

That can the vile malignant crowd difdain, 

~ 














THE BIRTH OF THE ROSE: 
FROM THE FRENCH, 


Orcs, cya folemn feBal day . -< 
Heid by th’ immortals iv the thigh 

Flora had fummon’d all the dejties” 

rule o’er gardens, or furvey sae 

of greens and Springing flower: 

thus addrefs’d the genial powers. 
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ay courtly train, 
cate of this affer 
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my increafing glery to maintain, 

A queen Vil choofe with {potlefs honour fais, 
‘Vhe delegated crown to wear. 

Let me your cou 
T” accompli 





296. 


The deities that food around, 
At fick, return’d 2 murmaring fund; 
‘Then faid, Fair goddefs, do you know 
‘The fagious feudathis muft create, 
‘What jealous rage, and. mutual hate 
Among the rival flowers will grow? 
. The vileft thiftle that infefts the plain 
‘Will think his tawdry. painted pride 
Deferves the crown ; and, if deny’d, 
Perhaps with traftor-plats moleft your reign. 
Vain are your fears, Flora reply’d, - 
"Tis fix’d—end hear how I'll the caule decide. 


‘Deep if. venerable wood, 
Where oaks, with vocal fkill endued; 
_ Did wondrous oracles of old impart, 
Beneath a little hill’s inclining fide, 
A grotto’s feen where nature’s art 
Is excrcis'd in.all her {miling- pride. 
Retir’d in this {weet gralty cell, 
A lovely‘wood nymph once did dwell. 
She dlways,pleas'd; for more than mortal fire 
Shine ih her eyes, and did her charms infpire; 
A Dep borg ig teous nyniph, a Sylvan was 
+ bee fire, 


t 


Chafte, wife, devaut, the Hilf cbey'd 
‘With humble zeal heaven’s dread commands, 
To every action afk’d’our aid, 

+ And oft before cur altars pray’d ; 

Pure was her heart, and undefil’d her hands, 
She's dead—and from her fweet remains 
‘The wondrous mixture I would take, 

This much defir'd, this perfed flower to make. 
Adit, and thus with our transforming pains, 
We'll dignify the garden-beds, and grace our {a- | 

vourite plains, 

" ‘TH applauding deities with pleafure heard, 
And for the grateful work prepar'd. 

A, bufy face the god of gardens wore ; 
‘Vertumnus of the patty too, 

From various.fweets th’ exhaling fpirits drew 5 

While, in full canifters, Pomona bore 
Of riche fruits‘a plenteovs ftore ; 

And Vetta promis’d wondrous things to do. 
Gay Venus ied a lively train ~ 

Of fmilea and graces: the plump god of wiue 

Yiom clufters did the flowing nectar ftrain, 

" And fill'd large goblets ‘with his juice divine. 
‘(hus charg’d, they féek the honout'd thade 
‘Where liv'd and died the fpotléfs maid. 

On a foft couch of turf the body lay; 

Th’ approaching deities prefs'd all around, 
Prepar’d the facred rites to pay “ 

Yn filence, and with awe profound. 
Flora thrice bow’d, and thus was heard to pray. 
love! mighty Jove! whom all adore ; 
xert thy great creative power ! 
Let this fair corpfe be mortal clay no more ; 
Transform it to a tree, to bear a beauteous 4 
flower— 
Scarce had the gaddefe fpoke ; when fee! : 

‘The nymph’s extended limbs the form of branches ' 

wears 

Bghold the wondrous change, the fragant trec ! 


THE WORKS,OF HUGHES, 


‘Fo leaves was turn'd her & «wing hair; 
And rich diffus'd perfumes regal'd the wanton air. 
Heavens! what pew charm, what fudden light, 
Improves the grot, and entertains the fight ! 
A fprouting bud begins the tree t'adotn; 
The large, the {weet vermilion flower is born! 
‘Vhe goddefs thrice on the fair infant breath’d, 
‘To Spread it into life, and to convey 
The fragrant foul, and every charm bequeath’d 
‘To make the vegetable princels gay; 
Then kifs'd it thrice : the general filence broke, 
And thus in loud rejoicing accents fpoke. 


Ye flowers at my command attendant here, 
Pay homage, and your fovercign Rofe revere! 
No forrow on; your drooping leaves be feen; 
Let all be proud:of fuch a queen, 
So fit the floral crown’ to wear, 
"Vo glorify the. day, #@@ggpce the youthful year. 


‘Thus fpeaking, the “the nzweborn favourite 
crown'd; 4 
The transformation was complete ;. . [greet : 
‘The deities with fongs the queen of flowers did 
Soft flutes and euncful harps were heard to found; 
While now ito heaven the well-pleas’d goddefs 
Bies cone 
With her bright train and reafcends the tkies. 








SIX CANTATAS, 
OR 
POEMS FOR MUSIC. 


SETER THE MANNER OF THE ITALIANS, 
Set to Mujic by Mr. Pepufth. 


* Non ante vilgatas per artes, 
“ Verba logiior fucianda chardis.” Hor, 


THE PREFACE, 


(AS 17 WAS PRINTED BEFORE THE MUSIC.) 
i To. THE” A 
LOVERS OF MUSIC. 


Ma. Perusen having defired that fome account 
flould be prefixed to thefe cantatas, relating to the 
words, it may be proper. to acquaint the public, 
that they are the ‘acd effays of this kind, and 
were written as an experiment of introducing a 
fort of compofition. which had never been natne 
ralized in our language. Thofe who are affe@- 
edly partial to the Italian tongue, will fcarce 
allow mufic to fpeak any other; but if reafon may 


! be admitted to have any fhare in thefe entertain- 


ments, nothing is more neceflary than that the 
words fhould be underftood, without which the 
end of vocal mufic is loft. want of this occa- 
Gons a common complaint, and is the chief, if nes 





POE 
the only reafon, that the Left works of Scarlati and 
exber Italians, excepe thofe performed. in operas, 
are generally but little known or regarded here. 
Befides, it may be oblerved, without any difhonour 
to a language which has been adorned by fome 
writers of excellent genius, and was the firft a- 
mong the moderns in which the art of poetry was 
revived and brought to any perfection, that in the 
great number of their operas, ferenatas, and can- 
tatas, the words are often giwch inferior ta the 
compofition ; and though, by their abounding with 
vowels, they have an inimitable aptnefs and facility 
for notes, the writers fur mufic have not always 
made the beft ufe of this advantage, or feem to 
have relied on fo much as to-have regarded little 
elfe ; fo that Mr, Walleriggemark on another occa- 
fion may be frequently.applied to then. 


“ Soft words, with nothing in them make a fong.” 


Yet fo great is the force of founds well chofen 
and fkilfully exccuced, that as they can hide indif- 
ferent fenfe, and a kind of affociated pleafure arifes 
from the words though they are but mean ; fo the 
impreflion cannot fail of b:ing in proportion much 
greater, when the thoughts sre natural and proper, 
and the expreflions unaffedied and agreeable. 

Since, therefore, the Englith language, though in- 
ferior in fmoothnefa, has been found not incapable 
of harmony, nothing would perhaps be wanting to- 
wards introducing the moft elegant ftyle of mufic, 
in a nation which has given fach generous encour- 
agements to it, if our beft poets would fometimes 
afiift thia defign, and make it thejr diverfion to 
mprove a fort of verte, in regulas meafures, pur- 

” sofely fitted for sufi apd ih 44 the mo- 
tern ‘inds, feenis to be the ooly one that cdn now 
properly be called lyrics.- ‘ 

It canna: but be obferved’on this occafion, that 
ince poetry and mofic are fo nearly allied, it is a 
nisfortune that thofe who excel ia one, are oftea 
serfect ftrangers to the other. If, therefore, a bet- 
ec correfpondence were fettled between the two 
ifter arte, they would probably contribute te each 

_ other’s improvement. ‘The expreffions of harmo- 
ay, cadence, and a good ear, which"are {aid to be 
fo neccilary in poetry, being all borrowed from 
mafic, fhew at leatt, if they fignify any thing, that 


it would be no improper help for a poet to under- ’ 


ftand more than the metaphorical fenfe of them. 
And on the osher hand, a compofer can never 
judge where to lay the accent of his mufic, who 
does net know, or is not made fenfible, where the 
words have the greateft beauty and force. 

‘There is one thing in compofitions of this fort 
which feem a little to want explaining, and that is 
the recitative mufic, which many people hear with- 
out pleafure, the reafon of which is, perhaps, that 
they have a miftaken notion of it. ‘They are. ac- 
cuftomed to think that all mufic fhould be air; and 
being difappointed of whdt they expect, they lefe 
the beauty that is in it of a-different kind, It may 
be proper to obferve, therefore, that the recitative 
ftyle i cempofition is founded on that variety of 
acccut which pleafes in the pronunciation of a good 











M:S. 


orator, with as little deviation from ‘it as poffible. 
‘he different tones of the voice, in aftonifhment, 
joy, forrow, rage, tendernefs in affirmations, apof- 
trophes, interrogations, and all the varieties of 
fpeech, niake 2 fort of natural mafic, which is very 
agreeable; and this is what ie intended to be imi- 
tated, with fome helps by the compofer, but with- 
out approaching to what we call a tune or air; fo 
that it is but a kind of improved clocution or pro- 
Nouncing the words in mofical cadences, and is in- 
deed wholiy at the mercy of the performer to make 
it agreeable or not, according vs hid ikill or igno. 
rance, like the reading of verfe, which is not evel 
one’s talent. "This fhort account may péffibly fu 
fice to thew hew properly the reciputive Ras «place 
in campofitions of any length, to feliétie the car 
with a variery, and to introduce the airé with the 
greater advantage. : 3 

As to Mr. Pepufch’s fuccefs in thefe compofi- 
tious, 1am not at liberty to fay any more. chap 
that he has, I think, very naturally expreffed the. 
fenfe of the words. He is deGrous the public fhould 
be informed that they are not only the firft he has 
attempted in Englith, but the-firft of any of his 
works publithed by himfelf; and as he wholly fub- 
mits them to the judgment of the lovers of this 
art, it will be a pleafure.to him to find. that his 
endeavours to premote the compofing of mafic in 
the Englifh language, after a new model, are fa- 
vourably accepted, 








er, 


CANTATA 1. 





; agg SRRSIT OTE, 

Wurn beauty's goldets from the ocean {prung, 
- Alcending, o'er the waves fhe caft a fmile 
On fair Britannia’s happy ifle, 
And rais’d ber tumeful voicc, and thus the fung. 
AIR. 
Hail Britannia! hail to thee, ~ 
Faireft ifland of the fea! 
‘Thou my favourite land thalt be. 
Cyprus too thall own my fway, 
And dedicate to me its groves; 
Yet Venus and her train of loves 
‘Will with happier Britain ftay, 
Hail Britannia! hail to thee, 
Foireft ifland of the fea! 
‘Thou my favourite land halt be. 
RECITATIVE. 
Britannia heard the notcs diffuling wide, 

And faw the power whom gods and men adore, 
Approaching nearer with the tide, : 
And in a rapture loudly cry’d, : 

O welcome: welcome to my fhore ! 

* AIR, i 
Lovely ifle! fo richly bleft ! 
Beauty’s palm is thine confels'd. 
Thy daughters all the world outthine, -- 
Nor Venus" (ell is fo divine. 7 
Lovely ifle! {o richly ble! |; 
Beauty’s palm is thine confete’d, 
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@ANTATA IL 
é wLEXis. 


RECITATIVE. 
$zn,—feom the filent grove Alexis flies, 
And feeks with .etery pleafing art 
To cafe the pain, which lovely cyes 
Created in his heart. 
+ To fhining theatres he now repairs, 
To tearn Camilla’s meving airs, 
Where thus to mufic’s power the {wain addrefe’d 
his prayers. 
: : ATR, 
Charming founds! that.fweetly languith,- 
Mufic, O compofe my anguifh 
Every paffion yeilds to thee ! 
Phebus, quickly. then relieve me; 
Cupid fhall no more deceive me; 
Vil to fprightlier joys be free, 


RECLTATIVE. * 


Apollo heard the foolifh fwain ; 
(He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, - 
How weak, Caffluage an amorous pain, 
Hlis.own harmoniens art had prov’d, 
And all his healing-Nerba how vain, 
Then thus he ftrikes the fpeaking ftrings, 
Preluding to his voice, and fings. 
AIR. 
Sounds, though charming, can’t relieve thee; 
Do not, shepherd, then deceive thee, 
Mudfic is the voice of love. 
If the tender maid believe thee, 
Soft relenting, ~ : 
Kind confenting, 
Will alone thy pain remove. 


CANTATA 
ON THE SPRING. 


I, 


[wita viorins.] 


AIR. 
Fracrant Flora! hafte, appear, 
Goddefs of the youthfl year! 
Zephyr gently courts thee now ; 
On thy buds of rofes playing, 
All thy breathing fweets difplaying, 
Hark, his amorous breezes blow ! 
Fragrant Flora! hafte, appear! 
Goddefs of the youthful year + 
Zephyr gently courts thee now. 
RECITATIVE. 
‘Thus on a fruitful hill, in the fair bloom of fpring, 
The tuneful Colinet his voice did raife, 
‘The vales remurmur’d with his lay-, 
And liftening birds hung hovering on the wing, 
In whifpering fighs {oft Zephyr by him few, 
- While thus the fhepherd did his fung renew, 
AIR. 
‘Love and pleafures gaily flowing, 
Come this charming feafor grace! 
Smile, ye fair! your joys beituwiz 








Spring and youth will foon be going, 
Seize the bleflings ere they pals + 

Love and pleatures gaily owing, 
Come this charming feafon grace! 


CANTATA IV. 


. MIRANDA, 


RECITATIVE. 
Miranpa’s toneful voice and fame 
Had reach’d the wondering fkies; 
From heaven the god of mufic came, 

And own'd a pleas’d furprife; 


Then in a foft melodious lay, 


Apollo did thefe grateful praifes pay. 
AIR, 
Matchlefs charmer ! thine fhall be 
The higheft prize of harmony. 
Phebus ever will infpire thee, 
A:d th’ applauding world admire thee 5 
All fatl in thy praife agree. 
Matchlefs charmer ! thine fhall be 
The higheft prize of harmony. 
¢ RECITATIVE. 
The god thett-fummon’d every mufe t’appear, 
And hail their fifter of the quire; {hear, 
Smiling they ftood arcund, her foothing ftrains to 
And fill’d her happy foul with all their fire. 
AIR. : 
O harmony! how wondrous fweet, 
Dott thou our cares allay! 
When ail thy moving graces meet, 
How foftly doft thou fteal our eafy hours away? 
O harmony! how wondrous fweet, 
Doft thou our cares allay ! 








CANTATA V, 
Sv Q@RYDON, 


RECITATIVE, 
Wurre Corydon the lonely thepherd try’d 
Hiseaneful flute, and charm‘d the grove, 
"The jealous nightingales, that {trove 
To trace his nctes, contending dy’d ; 
At laft he hears within a myrtle fhade 
An echo anfwer aH his ftrain ; 
Love ftole the pipe of fleeping Pan, and play’d ; 
Yhen with his voice decoys the liftening {wain. 
AIR. [with a flute.) 
Gay thepherd, to hefriend thee, 
Here pleafing {cenes attend thee, 
O this way Speed thy pace 2 
If mufic can delight thee, 
Or vilions fair invite thee, 
This bower’s the happy place, 
Gay thepherd, te befriend thee, 
Here pleafing fcenes attend thee, 
© this way fpced thy pace! 
: RECITATIVE. 
The thepherd rote, he gaz‘d around, 
And vainly fought the magic found 5 


"Fhe God eflave his motion fpies, 
Laye by the pipe, and thoots a dart 
Through Corydon’s unwary heart, 

Then, fmiling, from his ambuth fies; 

‘While in his ruom, divinely bright, 

‘The reigning beauty of the groves furpris’d the 
fhepherd’s fighe, 
ALRe 

Who, from love his heart feeuring, 
Cat: avoid tl’ inchanting pain? 

Pleafure calls with voice alluring, 
Beauty foftly binds the, chain. 

Who from love his heart fecuring, 
Can avoid th’ inchanting pain? 


a 


CANTATA VEL 


TNE COQUET. 


RECITATIVEs 
Aint Cloe, proud and young, wees” 
Phe faireft tyrant of the plain, 
Laugh'd at her adaring {wain. 
He fadly figh’d—-She gayly fung, ae 
And, wanton, thus reproach’d his pain. 
wee AIR. 
Teave me, filly dhepherd, go; 
You only tell me-what I know, 
You view a thoufand:charms in me ; 
Then ceafe thy prayers, UM kinder grow, 
When I can view fuch charms in thee. 
Leave me, filly fhepherd, go; 
You only tell me. what I know,, 
You view a thonfand charms in me. 
RECITATIVE. RS 
Amyntor, fir’d by this difdain, 
Cured the proud fair, and broke his chain; 
He rav'd, and at the fcorner fwore, 
And vow’d he'd be love’s fool no more— 
But Cloe {mil'd, and thus the call'd him back again, 
AIR. 
Shepherd, this I've done to prove thee, 
Now thou art a man, I love thee; 
Aad withcut a bluth refign, 
But. ungrateful is the pailion, 
And deftroys our inclination, 
When, like flaves, our lovers whing 
Shepherd, this I’ve done to prove thee, 
Now thou arta maa, I love thee, 
And without a biuth refign, 








THE PRAISES OF HEROIC VIRTUE. 
FROM 
THE FRAGMENTS OF TYRTZUS. 
TRANSLATED IN THE YEAR L7OI. 
On eccsfion of the King of France's breaking the peace 
of Refwick. 
‘ O,Srarvan youths! what fafcinating charms 
Nive froze your blood? why ruft your idle arms? 


POEMS 





cs ae 





When with awaken’d courage will you go, 
And minds refolv’d, to meet the threatening foe? 
What! fhall our vile lethargic floth betray . 
To greedy neighbours an unguarded prey 2 

Or can you fee their armies ruth from far, 

And fit fecure amidft the rage of war? 

Ye gods! how great, how glorious ‘tis to fee 

The warrior-hero fight for Tiberty, 

Yor his dear children, for his tender wife, 

For all the valued joys, and foft fupports of life! 
Then let him draw his fword, aid take the field, 
And fortify his breatt behind the fpacious shicld. 
Nor fear to die; if vain you fhun your fate, ~ 
Nor can you Shorten, nor prolong its date; 

For J: a meafar’d tace, and he that flies 
From darts and fighting foes, ‘at home inglorious 
No grieving crowds his obfequies attend; “ {dies ; 
But all applaud and weep the foldier’s end, 

‘Whi, defperately brave, in fight fuftains —° 
Infli@ed wounds, and honourable ftaine, “” * 
Anf@ falls a facrifice to glories charms : 
Butif a juft faccefa thall crown his arms, 

For his return the refcued people-wait, 

To fee the guardian genius of the flate; 

With rapture viewing his majeftic face, 

His dauntlefs mien, and every martisl grace, 
They’ blefe the toils he for their fafety bore, 
Admire them living, and when déad more," 


poe enre Santen cy een 


UNDER THE PRINT OF TOM BRITTON, 


THE MUSICAL SMALL-COAL MAN, 











‘Tuouca mean thy rank, yet in thy humble cell 
Did gentle peace and arts mpurchas'd dwell. 
Well-pleas’d Apollo thither led his train: 

And mufic warbled in her fweeteft ftrain: 9 
Cyllenius fo, as fables tell, and Jove, . 
Come, willing guefts to poor Philemon’s grove, 
Let ufelefs pomp behold, and blufh to find 

So low a ftation, fuch a liberal mind. 





SONG. 
THE FAIR TRAVELLER. 


1 
Iw young Aftrea’s fparkling eye, 
Refiftlefs love has fix’d his thrones 
A thoufand lovers bleeding lic 7 
For her, with wounds they fear to owmi 
ia k 
While the coy beauty fpeeds her flight - 
‘To diftant groves from whence the came ¢ 
So lightning vanifhes from fight, 
But leaves the foreft in a flame! 








A CANTATA, 
Set by Mir. D. Purcell: 
-AIRS 


Love, I defy thee! 
Venus, { fly thee * 


iso THE WORKS.OFf HUGHES. 


Vm of chaite Diana's train. 
Away, thou winged boy ! 
‘Thou bear'ft thy darts in vain, 
I bate the languid joy, 
¥ mock che.trifling pain. 
_- dove, I defy thee! 
Venus! I fly shee! 
 Vanof chatte a’ train, 
* . RECITATIVE. 
Bright Venns and her fon ftood by, 
And heard a proud difdainfut fair 
Thus boat her wretched liberty ; 
‘They {cornrd the thould the raptures thare, 
Which their happier captives know, 


Nor weuld Cupid draw his bow 


To wound the nymph, bug laugh’d out this feply. | 


AIR. 

Proud and foolift hear your fate?” 
‘Wafte your youth, and figh too kite 
-For joys which now you fay you hate. 

‘When your decaying cyes 

Can dart their fires no more, 

‘The wrinkles of thygefcare 

Shall make you vainly wile. 
Proud and foolifh ! hear yéur fate! 
‘Wafte your youth, and figh too late 
For joys which now you fay you hate. 





* SONG. 


‘Wovtn you gain the tender creature. 
Softly—gently—kindly-—treat her! 
Suffering is the lover's part ; 

Beauty by conftraint poffeling, 

Yeu enjoy but half the blefing, 
Lifelefs charms without the heart. 





CUPID AND SCARLATI. 
A CANTATA. 
Set by Mr. Pepufch. 


RECITATIVE, 
On filver Tyber’s vocal fhore, 
‘The fam’d Scarlati ftrook his lyre, 
And ftrove, with charms unknown before, 
‘The {prings of tuneful found t’ explore, 
Beyond what art alone could e’er infpire; 
‘When fee—the (weet eflay to hear, 
’  ‘Wenus with her fon drew near, 
And pleas’d to afk the mafter’s aid, 
‘The mother goddefs {miling faid. 
AIR. 
Harmonious fon of Phebus, fee, 
*Tis love, 'tis little love I bring. 
‘The queen of beauty fues to thee, 
‘To teach her wanton boy to fing. 
RECITATIVE. 
‘The pleas’d mufician heard with joy, 
Aad, proud to teach th’ immortal boy, 






Did all his fongs and heavenly skill imparts 
‘The boy to recompenfe his art, . 
Repeating did each fong improve, 

And breath'd into his airs the charms of Jove, 

And taught the mafter-thus to’ touch the heart, 
_ alr, 
Love infpiring, 
Sounds perfoading, 
Makes hie darts refiftlets fy ; 
. Beauty aiding, 
Arts afpiring, : 
- Gives thém wings to rife more high. ° 


——___ 


A CANTATA, 
Set, with Sympbonics, by Signior Nicolini Haym. . 
ATR 
Ye tender powers! how hall I move 
} A carelefs maid that laughs at Jove ? 
Cupid to my fuceour fly : 
Come with all thy thrilling darts, 
Thy melting flames to foften hearts ;" 
Ci for me, or I-die! 
Ye tender powers! how thal} I move 
A carclefs maid that.langhéat love ? 
Cupid, to my fuccour fly ! 
RECITATIVE. 
Thus, in a melancholy thade,' 
A. penfive lover to his aid 
Invok'd the.god of warm defire ; 
Love heard hime, and, to gain the maid, 
Did this fuceefsful thought infpire. 
< carn. 
Take her humeur, fmile, be gay, 
In her favourise follies join, 
‘That's the charm will make her thine. 
Caft thy ferious airs away, 
Freely courting, 
Toying, dposting, 
Sooth her hours with amorous play. 
Take her humour, fmile, be gy, 
In her favourite follies join, 
‘That's the charm will make her thine. 


poe a eee 
PASToRA! 
. A CANTATA. 


Set by Mr. Pepi. 


RECITATIVE. 
On fam'd Arcadia’s flowery plains, 
The gay Paftora once was heard to fing ; 
Clofe by a fountain’s cryftal {pring, 
She warbled out her merry Grains, 
AIR. ; 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleafe us} 
“You muft every humour Sy3 
Sometimes flatter, forsetimes teaze ue, 
Often laugh, and fometimes cry. 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleafe us, 
You mut every humour try. 





POEMS. at 
* Soft denials Nymphs,and thepherds genely thed 
Age bat trials, Spices round hisfacred head; -:- 
You muft-fellow when we fly. On his lovely-body thower 


Shepherds, would you hope to pleafe us, 
You muft every humour try. 
. RECITATIVE, 
Damon, who long ador’d the {prightly maid, 
Yet never durft his.love relate, 
Refolv’d at Jaft to try. his fate; 
He figh’d !—fhe fmil’d!~—he kneel'd and pray’d! 
She frown'd ;—-He rofe, and walk’d away, 
Bur foon returning look’d more gay, 
And fung, and danc’d, and on his pipe a cheerful 
echo play’d. 
‘Aik. [with an echo of flutes.) 
Paftora fled to’a thady grove, 
Damon view'd her, 
And puffued:her ; 
Cupid Jangh’d, and crown'd his love. 
The nymph look’d back, well-pleas'd to fe 
That Damon ran as Iwift as fhe. : 
" Paftora fled to a thady grove ; 
Damon view’d her,. 
And purfued her ; 
Cupid laugh'd, and crown’d his love, 





A PASTORAL MASQUE. 
: 
Scere, A Profpett of @ Waadh 


Enter a Shepherd, ond fings. 


‘Wx nymphs and shepherds of the grove, 
?That know the pleating pains of love, 
Eager for th’ expected bleffing, 
Sighing, panting for paffeffing : 
Leave your flocks, and hafte-away, 
“With folemn ftate, 
To celebrate 
Cupid and Hymen’s holiday. 


Enter a band of Shepherds on one fide with garlands ; 
an the other fide, Shepherdeffes with caniflers of 
flowers. : 

CHORUS. 

From the echoing hills, and the jovial plains, 

‘Where pleafure, and plenty, and happinefs reigns ; 
We leave our flocks, and hafte away, 

With folemn ftate 
To celebrate 
Cupid and Hymen’s holiday. 


[4 Dance bere.] 


Scene opening, difcovers a pleafant bower, with the 
God of Love afleep, attended by Cupids, fome play- 
ing with his bow, others foarpening bis arrows, 
toc. Oneach fide the bower, walis of cyprefe trees, 
and fountains playing ; a diflant landfcape terminates 
the profpet? ‘ 


Verfe for a forpherdeft, with flat:s. 
Sce the mighty power of love, 
Sleeping in a Cyprian grove 


Leaves of rofes, virgin lilies, 
Cowllips, violets, daffadilies, 
And with garlands drefa the ‘bower. 


Rittornel of fistes. After which Cuphd rifts, and fings 
with bis bow drawn, 
Yield to the god of foft defires! 
Whofe gentle influence infpires 
Every creature 
Throughout 2 
With fprighely joys and 





Chorus of the SbepBerd: and Nyaiphe, 
Hail, thou potent deity.! 

Every creature 

Throughout nature 
Owns thy power as well as we, . 






Enter Hymen, in @ faffron-colovred robe, a chaplet 
of flowers on bis bead, and in bis band the nuptial 
torch ; attended by priefl, : 


Hymen. ‘ 
Behold a greater power than he, 
Behold the marriage deity! 


Chorus, by Hymen’s attendante, 
Behold the marriage deity ! 


Cupid, failing. 
Behold the god of deat ftrife, 
That fpoils the happy lover's life, 
And turns a miftrefs to a wife. 
. Bymen 

Foolifh and incanftane boy ! 
‘Thine’s a tranfitory joy; 
Sudden fits in pleafure’s fever ¢. 
Hymen’s bleffings laft for ever. * 

Cupid, 
Hymen’s bondage lafts for ever; 
Love’s free pleafares failing never. 

Hymen. 
Love’s ftolen pleafures, infincere, 
Purchas'd at a rate too dear, 
Shame and forrow will deftroy, 
if Hymen licenfe not the joy. 

Both together. 

‘Then let us join hands and unite. 


Loft Chorus of tbe Shepherds and Nymphs. 
How happy, how happy, how happy are we, 
‘Where Cupid and Hymen in confort agree ! 
We'll ravel all day with {ports and delight, 
And Hymen and Cupid hall govern the night, 





A CANTATA. 
Sct by Mr. Galliard. 


RECITATIVE. 
Vevus! thy throne of beauty now refigu} ~ 
Behold on earth a conquering fair, ‘ 


jez 

Who more deferves love's crown to wear ! 
Not thy own ftar fo bright in heaven does fhine, 
Aik of thy fon her name, who with his dart 

Has déeply grav’d it in my heart ; 

Or afk the god of ‘tuneful found, 

Who fings it to his lyre, 
And does this maid infpire 
‘With his own-art, to give a furer wound, 
AIR. 
Hark! the groves her fongs repeat ; 
Echo lurks in hollow fprings, 
And, tranfported while the fings, 
Learns her voice, and grows more {weet; 
Could Narciffus fee or hear her, 
From his fountain he would fly, 
and, with awe approaching ocar her, 
for a real beauty die. 
Hark! the groves her fongs repeat; 
Echo Jurks in hollow {prings, 
And, tranfported while the fings, 
Learns her voice, and grows more fweet. 
RECIFATIVE, 

Yet Venus once again my fuit attend ! 
And when from heaven you thal! defcend, 

‘This fhining emprefs to array, 


When you prefent her ali your train of loves,: 


Your chariot, and your murmuring doves, 
Tell her fhe wants one charm to make the reft 
more gay, 
‘Then fmillng to th’ harmonious beauty fay : 
AMR, 
Toa lovely face andair, 
Let a tender heart be join’d, 
Love can make you donbly fair; 
Mufic’s fweeter when you're kind. 
To a lovely face and air, 
Let a tender heart: be join’d. 








A FRAGMENT, 


: . 
IN every age to brighter honours born, 

. Which lovelici nymphs and fwecteft bards adorn, 
Beauty and wit each other's aid require, 
And pocts fing what once the fuir infpire; 
‘The fair for ever thus her charms prolong, 

. And live rewarded in the tuneful fong. 
‘Thus Sachariffa fhines in Waller's lays, 
And the, who rais'd his genius, fhares his praife. 
fach does in each a mutual lite vufe, 
‘Th’ infpiring beauty, the recording mufe, 











CLAUDIANUS. 


IN EPITHALAMIO HONORIL ET MARIZ. 


Concrarur ftupefadta Venus Nunc ora puellz, 
Nunc flavam nivee miratur vertice matrem. 
Hac modo crefcenti, plena: par aitera lune : 
Adfurgit ceu forte minor {ub satre virenti 
Laurus: et ingentes ramos, olimque furuias 
Promitit jam parva c vel flere feb uno. 
Cou geming Peftana rol: 























THE WORKS OF HUGHES. 


Hixc largo matura die, faturataque vernis 
Roribus, indulget fpatio: latet alcera nodo, 
Nec teneris audet foliis admittere foles, 


TRANSLATED. 


‘Venus coming to a nuptial ceremony, and enter- 
ing the room, fees the bride and her mother 
fitting together, &c. On which occafion Ciau. 
dian makes the following defcription. 


Tue goddefs paus’d; and, held in deep amaze, 
Now views the mother’s, new the daughter's face 
Different in each, yet equal beaaty glows, 
‘That, the full moon, and this, the crefcent thows; 
Thus, rais’d beneath its parent tree is fecn 

The laurel fhoot, while, in its early green, 
Thick-{prouting leaves and branches are effay’d, 
And ali the promife of a future thade. 

Or, blooming thus, in happy Paftan fields, 

One common ftock two lovely rofes yields ; 
Mature by vernal dews, this dares difplay 

Its leaves full blown, and boldly meets the day ; 
‘That, folded in its tender nonage lies, 

A beauteous bud, nor yet admits the ikies. 





A CANTATA, 
Set by Mr. Pepufeh, 


alr. 

Feoisu love! I {corn thy darts, 
And ali thy little wanton arts, 
‘To captivate unmanly hearts. 
Shall a woman, proud and coy, 
Make me languith for a toy ? 
Foolith love; I fcorn thy darts, 
And ail chy little wanton arts, 
‘To captivate unmanly hearts. 

RECATATIVE. 

Thus Strephon mock’d the power of love, and 
His freedom he would ftill niaintain, {{wore 
Nor ever wear th’ inglorious chain, 

Or flavithly adore. 
But when Lumira crofs’d the plain, 

The thephegd gaz’d, and thus revers’d his ftrain. 

AIR. 
Love, I feel thy power divine, 
And blufhing now my heart refige 
Ye {wains, my folly don’t defpile; 
But luck on fair Lamira’s eyes, 
‘Lhen teil me if you can be wile, 
Love, I feel thy power divine, 
And blufhing now my heart refign ? 





THE SOLDIER IN LOVE. 
A CANTATA, 


Set with Symphonies by Mr. Pepuft 





AIR. 
Why, too amorous hero! why 
Doft thou the war forego, 








POEMS. Bix} 
At Celia’s-feet'to lic, . (cuoRUS. 
And fighing tell thy woe! Melting airs foft joys infpire : 
Can you think that fneaking air Airs for drooping hope to hear, 
Fit to move th’ unpitying fair? Melting: as a lover’s prayer 5 
She laughs to fee thee trifle fo. Joys to flatter dull defpair, 
Why. too amorous hero! why And foftly foothe the amorous fire. 
Doft th u the war forego, a us 
+ At Colia’s feet to lie, : Now let the fprightly violin 
And fighing tell thy woe? A louder ftrain begin ; 
RECITA SAVE. And now 
Meander heard not this advice, : Let the deep-month'd organ blows, 
Nor would his languishing refrain. 7 Swell it high, and fink it low 
Bat while to Celia once he pray’d in vain, Hark !-+how the treble and bafe 
By chance his image in a glafs he fpics, In wanton fagues each other chace, : 
And, blufhing at the fight, he grew a man again. And fwift, divifions run their airy.race! 
arr, {arith a trumpet.) Through all the travers'd feale they Ay, , 
Ilark! the trumpet founds w arms! In winding labyrinths of harmony : [die 
Jcome, I come, the warrior cries, By torns they rife and fall, by turns we live and 
And from fcornful Celia Ries, CHORUS, v S 
‘Yo court Vié +» charms. In winding labyrinths of harmony, -. 
Celia beholds his alter’d brow, ‘Through all the travers’d feale they fly: [die - 
And would regain her lover now. By turns they rife and fall, by turns we live and 
Hark! the trumpet founds to arms! Vv. ' 
Ecume, 1 come, the warrior cries, Ye fons of art, once more renew your ftrains; 
And from fcornful Cctia flies, In loftier verfe, and Joftier lays,~ 
"Yo court Viéteria’s charms. Your voices raife, 


To mufic’s praife | 
A nobler fong remains, 
Sing how the great Creator God, 








5 PRA ISIC. On wings of flamiog cherubs fade, : 
ANSOPE NS HEE OE MUBIC: 'To make eerily Fey rannd the dark abyfs, * 
oe, ee) 7 ‘Turn'd the * en admpafics, 
Pecfireedie Statiener ¢ Helly 1703. ‘The compaffes iu fate's high Rarchoufe found ; 
De'cende Calo, et dic age tibi& > Thus fax extend she foid 5 be this | 
Regina longum Calliope melos'! . O. world, thg-gpeafur’d bound, 
Seu voce nunc mavis’ acuta, , <-| Méanwhile a theufand harps were play"d on high; 
Seu fidibus, Cytharave Phoebi: ‘ Be this-thysnéaipr'd bound, 
Hor. ._ -Was-echo’d all around; 
And now arife, ye-earth, and feas, and thy ; 
{Begin with a Chorus] . A thoufand voices made reply, 


1 


Arife, ye carth, asd feas, and fky. 
< . 
Awaxg, celeftial harmony ! 


‘What can mufic’s power controul ? 


‘Awake, celeftial harmony ! ‘When nature’s Hleeping foul z 
"Yurn thy vocal fphere around, Perceiv’d th’ enchanting found, 
Goiidefs of melodious found. ft wak’d, and thook of foul deformity ; 


Let the trumpet’s fhril! voice, 
And the drum’s thundering noife, 
Ronfe every dull mortal from {orrows profound. 
"Bee, fee! 
The mighty power of harmony ! 
Behold how. faon its charms can chace 
Grief and gloom from every face ! 


The mighty melody 
‘Nature’s fecret chains unbound ; 
And earth arofe, and feas and fky. . 
Aloft expanded fpheres were flung, 
With fhining luminaries hung; 
A vaft creation ftood difplay’d, 
By heaven's infpiring mofic made. 


How fwift its raptures fly. feye! cwORDS, 
And thrill through every foul, and brighten every O wondrous force of harmony! 
Ww. ve 


Proceed, fweet charmer of the ear! 
Wrocecd ; and through the mellow flute, 
The moving lyre, 
And folitary lute, 

Melting airs foft joys infpire : 

Airs for drooping hope to hear, 

Melting as a lover’s prayer; 

Joys to Hatter dull defpair, 
énd cltly foothe th ‘ous fire. 


Divineft art, whofe fame fhall never ceafe! 

Thy honour’d voice proclaim’d the Saviour's birth ; 
\ hen heaven vouchfaf'd to treat with earth, 
Mufic was herald of the peace : 

Thy voice could beft the joyful tidings tell ; 
Immortal mercy ! boundlefs love ! 

A God defcending from above, 
To conquer death and hell, 
* Milton, 








SHR. THE WORKS 


Vit. 
‘There yet remaine an hour of fate, 

When mufic muft again its charms employ ; 

The trumpet’s found 
Shall call the nagcrous nations under ground, 

The numerous nations ftraight 
Appear: and fome with grief, and fome with joy, 

hes final fentence wair. 


GRAND CHORUS. 
Then other. parte fhall pale away : 
Proud architecture fhall in ruins lic, 
And painting fade and die, 
Nay earth, and heaven itfelf, in wafteful fire decay. 
Mofic alone, and poefy, : 
‘Triumphant o'er the fame, fhall fee 
The werld's laft blaze. 
‘The tuneful filters fhall embrace, 
And praife and fing, and fing aud praife, 
in never-ceafing choirs to all eternity. 





APOLLO AND DAPHNE. 
A CANTATA, 


Set by Mr. Galliard, 


RECITATIVE. 
Darune, the beautiful, the coy, 
Along the winding fhore of Feneus flew, 
To thun love's tender, offer'd joy ; 
Though "twas a god that did her charms purtue. 
While thus Apollo, in a moving ftrain, (pain. 
Awak’'d his lyre, and foftly breath’d his amorous 


AIR. 
Faireft mortal fay and hear ; 
Cannot love, with mufic join’d, 
‘Youch thy unrelenting mind ? 
‘Turn thee, leave.thy trembling fear; 
Faireft mortal !. ftay and he 5 3 
Cannot love, with mufic jof'd, 
‘Touch thy unrelenting mind ? 
RECITATIVE, 
The river’s echoing bauks with pleafure did pro- 
long [the fong. | 
"The fweetly-warbled founds, and murmur'd ait | 
Daphne fled fwifter, in defpair, 
‘Vo cape the god’s embrace : 
And to the genius of the place, 
She figh’d this wondrous prayer : 
AIR. 
Father Peneus, hear me, aid me! 
Let fome fudden change invade me ; 
Fix me rooted on thy fhore. 
Ceafe, Apollo, to perfuade me ; 
1am Daphne now no more. 
father Peneus, hear me, aid me! 
a Let fome fudden change invade me ; 
Fix me rooted on thy fhore, 
RECITATIVE, 
Apollo wondering flood to fee 
‘The nymph transtorm’d into a tree. 
Vain were his lyre, his voice, his tuneful art, 


Through airy walks, and mufeful groves ; 
! 


¥ 
OF HUGHES. 


His paffion, and hie race divine; 
Nor could th’ eternal beams that round his temple 

fhine, 

Mele the cold virgin’s frozen heart. 

AIR. 

Nature alone can love infpire ;” . 

Art is vain to move defire, 
_ If nature once the fair incline, 

To their own paffion they refign. 

Nature alone can love infpire ; 
Art is yain to move defire. 





A THOUGHT IN A GARDEN, * 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1704. 


Decrqutrut manfion! bleft retreat! — ‘ 
Where ail is filent, all'te fweet! 

Here contemplation prunes ker wings, 

The raptur’d mufe more tuneful fing? 
While May icads on the cheerful houss, 
Aad opens a new world of flowers, 
Gay pleafure. here all dreffes wears, 
And in a thovfand shapes appgars. 
Purfu’d by fancy, how the roves: 


Springs in each plant and bloffom'd tree, 
And charms in ali t bear and fee! 
In this elyfgum while I ftray, 
And nature’s faire face furvey, 
Earth feems new-bern, and life more bright; 
‘Time fteals away, and fmooths his flight 
And thought’s bewilder'’d in delight, 
Where are the crowds t faw of late? 
What are thofe taies of Europe's fate ? 
Of Anjou, and the Spanifh crown ; 
And leagues to pull ufurpers down ? 
Of marching armies, diftant wars; 
Of factions, and domeftic jars? 
Sure thefe are lait night’s dreams, no-more ; 
Or fome tomance, read Jately o'er; 
Like Homer’s antique tale of Trey, 
And powers confederate to deftroy 
Priam’s proud houfe, the Dardan name, 
With him that ftole the ravifh’d dame, 
And, to poffefs another’s righty 

Durft the whole world to arms excite, 
Come, gentle fleep, my egealids clofe, 
‘Lhefe dull impreffions help me lofe : 
let fancy take her wing, and find 
Some better dream to faoth my mind ; 
Or waking let me learn to five ; 
The profpect will inftraction give. 
For fee, where beauteous Thames does glide 
Serene, but with a fruitfal tide ; 
Free from extremes of ebb and flow, 
Not fwell’d too high, nor funk too low : 
Such let my life’s {meoth current be, 
Til from time’s narrow fhore fet free, 
ft mingle with th’ eternal fea ; 
And, there enlarg’d, fhall be no more 
That trifling thing it was before. 


emia Se ee ie 


be ae 
A.WISH, 4. 
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I. 

Janas! great leadet of the ro!ling year, 
Since all that’s patt no vows can e’er reftore, 
But joys and gtiefs alike, once hutry’d o'er, 
No jonger now deferve a fmile of tear 5 

Clofe the fantattic feenes—but grace 

‘With brighteft ‘afpeéts thy foreface, 
While time's néw offspring hafkens to appear. 
With lucky omens guide the eoming hours, 
Command the circling feafons.te advance, 

And form their renowated dance, 


With flowing plealures fraught, and plef'd by 


friendly powers, 
Ie 
Thy mouth, O Janus! gave me firft to know 
A mortal’s trifling cares below; 
My race of life began with thea, - 
Thus far, from great misfortunes free, 
Contcated, I my Jot endire, 
Nor nature’s rigid laws arraign; 
Nor fpurn at common ills in vain, 


‘Which folly cannot thun, nor wife refledtion cure. 


ath. 


But ob !mare.anxivus for the year to come, 


1 would foretitiow my future doom. 
‘Then tell me, Janus,.cant thou {py 
Events that yet in embryo lie 
Vor me, in time’s myfterious womb ? 
‘Yell me-—nor fhall 1 dread to bear, 
A thoufand accidents feveres 
I'll fortify my-fonl the Joad.to bear, -. 
If love reye@ted add: nop to,iee.weight, 


ae 
‘To tinith me imwoes, and eri me dewn with fate. 


soag BM es AS he ecard 
But if the goddefs, in whofe charming cycs, 
More clearly written than in fate’s dark book,’ 
My joy, muy. gricf, my all of future fortune lies ; 


Hf the mu with a lefs propitious look 
Forbid my humble facsifice, 
Or blaft me with a killing frown; 
If, Janus, this thou feet in ftere, 
Cut fhort my mertal thread, and now 
"Take back the gift thou didft beftow! 
Here let me lay my burden down, 


And ceafe to love in vain, and be a wretch no more. 


* i 


CANTATA. 
Set by Mr. Galliurd, 


Wuuze on your blooming charms I gaze, 


Your tender lips, your foft enchanting eyes, 


And all the Venus'in your face, 

I'm fll’é with pleafuce and furprife : 

But, cruel goddefy! when'T find 

Diana’s caldnefs in your mind, 

How can I bear that fix’d difdain ? 
My pleafure dics, and J but live in pain. 

Vou. VIL 


EM &. 
AIR. 
‘Tyrant Cupid! when, relenting, 
Will you touch the charmer’s heart? 
Sooth her breaff to foft confenting, 
Or remove from mine the dart ! 
Tyraat Cupid! when, telenting, 
‘Will you témch' thé charmer’s heart ? 
pee: ~ RECITATIVE. . 
But fee! while to my paffion-vaice I give, 
_ Th’ applauded beauty, doubly bright, 
Seems in the moving tale ta’vake delight, 
‘And louks as the would Tet me lie; 
And yet fhe chides, but with fo Tweet an air, 
That while fhe love denies, the yet forbids defpairg’ 
AIR. 
Fear not, doubting fair! t approve mie 5” 
Can you love me? ‘ . 
Frown not, if you anfwer 10; 
- If you anfwer, frown not, wos” 
When again 1 afk, purfuingy -- 
If you'll ftay and fee my'ruin? 
. Fly—bat let me with you go! 
Bluth not, doubting fair! t' approve mes" 
. Gan you love-me? 
SmnHe, and every fear forego! 










; AN ODE 
FOR VOCAL AND INSTRUMENTAL uvsic,’ 
‘To the Memery-of the: Wot Noble 
WILLIAM DUKE OP ‘DEVONSHIRE. 
” aWNO.Mpccvit, 
Set to Mufic by Mer. Pepufch. 
. Ss an 
[ovexture ov sort mustc.}’ 


BRETANNIA: 


“NECITATIVE, tit 
Ye generous amd mufes, join ; .  [flow,”” 
While dows: i: cheeks the ftreaming forrows. 
Vet murmuring itrings with the foft voice combine” 
‘{” exptels the melody of woe. * 
*Andthou, Auguita | tife.and wait 
With decent honours on the great 3 
Condole my lofs, and weep Devonia’s fate.’ 
Ain. [with flutes. 
Queen of cities © Jeave a-while 
Thy beauteous fmile, 
. Turn to tender. grief thy joy. 
From thy Shore of Thames replying,’ 
Gentleft echoes, fainting, ‘dying, 
Shall their forrew too.employ. 
Queen of cities! leagze awhile 
"Fhy ‘beanteous fmile, 
‘Tarn to tender grief thy joy. 


AGOUST A. 
RECITATIVE, 


Tis fame’s chief immortality, 
Britannia, to be mourn’d by thee.’ 
u : 
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I know the lofs; from midnight dkies 
HI omens late did ftrike my eyes; 
Near the radiant northern car 
J look'd, and faw a falling tar. 
AIR. 
Lands remote the Jofs will hear ; 
From rocks reparting, 
Seas tranfporting, 
Will the wafted forrow bear, 
Winds that fly 
Will foftly figh, 
A flar has left the Britith fphere. 
Lands remote, &c, ; 


BRITANNIEIA, 


RECITATIVE, 
reat George ! whofe azure emblems of renown 
Are the fair gifts of Britain’s crown, 
Patron of my illuftrious iffe ! 
Thou fawft thy order late exprefs'd 
With added brightnefs on Devonia’s breaft ; 


Mect the companion knight, and own him with a 


file, 


DUETTO FOR BRITANNIA AND 
AUGUSTA. 

Bair, To fhade his peaceful grave, 

Lct growing palms extcad ! 
Aua. ‘To grace his peaceful grave, 

Let hovering loves attend ! 
Boru. §To thade, &c. 

To grace, &e, 

Brit. And wakeful fame defend, 
AvG. And grateful truth commend, 
Bou. Uhe generous and the brave! 


AUGUSTA. 


RECITATIVE, 
Now thal] Augufta’s fons their skill impart, 
And fummon the dumb fifter art, 
In marble life to thow, 
What the patriot was below. 
Here, let a weeping Cupid and, 
And wound himfeif with his own dart ; 


There place the ducal crown, the fword, che wand 


The tuark of Anna’s truft and his command. 
ATR, 
houours fhising, 
Bring a light on noble minds, 
Every courrly grace combining, 
Every generous a&tion joining, 
With cternat Jaurel binds, 
Lofty birth and honours fhining; 
Bring a light on nobie minds. 






BRITANNIA, 


RECITATIVE. 
Behold fair liberty atvend, 
And in Devonia’s lols bewail a friend. 
See o'er his tomb perpetual lamps the lighte, 
Then, on his urn the goddels writes + 
« Preferve, O vrs 
Whe fais 











“ Princes like Aana, good and juft, 
“ Yet feorn’d his freedom to betray; 
“ And, hated by all tyrants, chofe 

“ The glory to have fuch his foes.” 


AUGUSTA. 
RECITATIVE. 
Genius of Britain! give thy forrows o’er + 
A grateful tribute thou hatt paid 
To thy Devonia’s noble fhade s 
Now vainly weep the dead no more! 
For fee—the duke and patriot ftill furvives, 
And in his great fucceffor lives, 


BRITANNIA, 


RECITATIVE. 
J own the new-arifing light, 
I (ce paternal grandeur fhine, 
Detcending through th’ illuftrions line, 
in the fame royal favours bright. 


-Laft Duerro, with all the inflruments. 
Brrr. Gently {mooth thy flight, O time! 
Au. Smoothly wing thy flight, O time! 
Boru. And as thou flying groweft old, 

Still this happy race behold 

In Britannia’s court fublime. 
Barr, Lead along their fmiling hours; 
Auc, Long produce their fmiling hours ; 
Boru. Bleft by all aufpicious powers. 
Brrr. Gently fmooth thy flight, O time! 
Av. Smoothly wing thy flight, O time} 
Boru.And as thou flying groweR old, 
Still this happy race behold - 
In Britannia’s court fublime. 


—_—_——_ 
EPILOGUE, 
SPOKEN BY MR. MILLS, 


Al the Queen? Theatre, on bis Benefit-night, February 
16, 1709.3 a little before the Duke of Marlborough’: 
geing for Holland, 


‘Wurruer our ftage ail others does excel 

In firength of wit, we'll not prefirme to tell : 

But this, with noble, confcious pride, we'll fay, 

No theatre fuch glories can difplay ; 

Such worth confpicuons, beauty fo divine, 

As in one Britith audience mingled thine. 

Who can, without amazement, turn his fight, 

And mark the awfal circle here to-night ? 

Warriors, with ever-living laurels, brought 

From empires fav’d, frem battles bravely fought, 

Here fit; whofe matchlefs ftory thal} adorn 

Scenes yct unwrit, and charm c’en ages yet unborn. 

Yet who would not expe& fuch martial fire, 

That fees what eyes thofe gallant deeds infpire? 

Valour and heauty ftill were Britain’s claim, 

Both are her great prerogatives of fame; 

By both the mufes live, from both they catch 
their flame. 5 

‘Then as by you, in folid glory bright, 

Our envy'd ifle through Europe Ipreads her light, 


POE 


{reign ; f 


And rifing honours every year faftain, 
And mark the golden track of Anne's diftinguifh’d 
So, hy your prefence here, we'll ftrive to raife 
‘To nobler Heights our ation and our plays; 

And poets from your favours fhall derive 

"Vhat immortality they boaft to give. 


WRITTEN IN A WINDOW 
AT GREENWITHE, 


Great prefident of light, and eye of day, 

As through this glafs you caft ‘your, vifual ray, 
Aiod view with nuptial joys twe brothers bleft, 
And fee us celebrate thé genial feaft, 

Conic {s that in your progrefs. round the {phere, 
You've found the heppielk youths and brighteft 


beauties here. 





THE TOASTERS. 
‘Wurie citcling healths infpire your fprightly wit, 
And on each glafs fome heatity’s praife is writ, 
You afk, my friends, how can my filent mufe 
‘To Montague’s foft name a verfe refufe ? 
Bright though the be, of race victorious fprung, 
By wits ador’d, and by court-pocts fung ; 
Unmov'd f hear her perton call’d divine, 
J fee her features uninfpiring thine ; 
A fofter fairrmy foul to tran{port warme, 
And, the once nam’d; no other nymph has charms, 





TOFTS AND MARGARETTA, 


Moarc has learn*d the difcords of the ftate; 
And concerts jar with whig and tory hate: 





M Ss. 


Here Somerfet and Devonfhire aitend 

‘The Britith Tofts, and every note commend; 
To native merit juft, and pleas’d to fee 

We've Roman arts, from Roman bondage free ¢ 


} There fam’d L’Epine does equal skill employ, 


While liftening peera crowd to th’ ecftatic joy : 
Bedford, to hear her fong, his dice forfakes, 

And Nortingham is raptur’d when fhe fhakes : 
Lull'd ftacefmen melt away their drowfy cares 
Of England’s fafety, in Italian airs. 

Who would not fend each year blank paifes o'er, 
Rather than keep fuch ftrangers from our fhore? 


THE WANDERING BEAUTY. 


z L 
Tiiz graces and the wandering lovet 
Are fled to diftant plains, 
‘To chafe the fawns, or deep in groves 
To wound admiring fwains, 
With their bright miftrefs there they ftray, 
Who turns her carelefs eyes 
From daily triumphs ; yet, each day, 
Beholds new triumphs in her way, 
And conquers while flie flies, 


n. 
But fee! implor’d by moving prayers, 
‘To change the lover’s pain, 
Venus her harnefs’d doves prepares, 
And brings the fair again. 

Proud mortals, who this maid purfue, 
Think you fhe’ll e’er refign ? 
Ceafe, fools, your wifhes to renew, 
‘Lill the grows fleth and blood like you, 

Or you, like her, divine! 


’ 





DIALOGUE 
. DE 
L’AMOUR EY DE POETE, 





Le P, Amour, jé fe veux plus aimer ; 
J'abjure a jamais ton empire: 
Mon cotur, laffé de fon martize, 
A réfolu de fe calmer. 


L’Am. Contre moi, qui pent t’animer ? 
Iris dans fes bras te rapelle. 

Le P. Non, tris eft une infidelle ; 
Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 


LA. Poar toi, j’ai pris foin Penflamer 
Le coeur d’une beauté nouvelie ; § 
Daphné.—t.eP.Non,Daphnén’eft qe belle; 
Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 


DIALOGUE 
FROM THE FRENCH OF 
MONSIEUR DE LA MOTTE, 


Port. No, Love—tI ne'er will love again; 
‘Thy tyrant empire J abjure; 
My weary heart refolves to.cure:. 
Its wounds, and eafe the raging pain: 


Love. Fool! cant thou fly my hy py reign? 
{ris recalls thee to her dene. a 

Poet. She’s falfe—t hate her perjur’d charms 5 
No, love—I ne'er will love again. 


Love. But know for thee Pve toil’d to gain 
. Daphne, the bright, the reigning rca, . 
Pores. Daphné but commen eyes can boat; 
No, Love—-I ne'er will love again, 
: U ij 
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L'Am. D'un foupir, tu peux défarmer 
Dircé, julqu’ici fi fauvage, 

Elle n’eit plus dans le bel age; 
Amoar, je ne veux plus aimer, 


Lz Pp. 


L’Am, Mais fi je t’aidois charmer 
La jeune, fa brillante Flore — 
Tu rougimvas-tu dire encore, 
Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 

Lz P, Non, Dien charmant, daigne former 

Pour nous une chaine eternelle ; 

Mais pour tout ce qui n’eft point elle, 

Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 


. Love. She who before feo 
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Dircé, fhall for one ii 
Age makes her rays too fain 
No, love—I ne’er will love ag 


Pors, 


Love. But thould I give thee charms ¢' obtain 
Fiera, the young, the bright, the gay! 
1 fe thee bluh—now, rebel, fay, 

No, love—I ne’er will love again. 
Post. No, chdrming god, prepare a chain 
Eretnai for that fair and me : 

Yet ftill know every fair but the, 
Vive vow'd J ue’er will love again. 








VENUS AND ADONIS, 
A CANTATA. 
Set by Mr, Handel, 


RECETATIVE. 
Bexotn where weeping Venus ftands! 
‘What more than mortal grief can move 
‘The bright, th’ immortal queen of love? 

“She beats her breaft, the wrings her hands; 
And hark, the mourns, but mourns in vain, 
Her beauteous, low’d Adonis, flain. 

‘The hills and woods her lofs deplore ; 
"The Naiads hear, and flock around ; 
And echo fight, with mimic found, 
Adonis is no more! 
Again the goddef ravea, and tears her hair ; 
‘Then vents her grief, her love, and her defpair. 


VAIR. 
Dear Adonis, beauty’s treafure, 
Now my forrow, once my pleafure ; 
“Oreturn to Venus’ arms! 
‘Venus never will forfake thee ; 
Let the voice of love o’ertake thee, 
And revive-thy drooping charms, 
RECITATIVE. 
Thus, queen of beauty, as the poets feign, 
While thou didft call the lovely fwain ; 
‘Transform’d by heavenly power, 
The lovely fwain arofe a flower, 
And, fniling, grac’d the plain. 
And now he blooms, and now he fades; 
Venus and gloomy Proferpine 
Alternate claim his charms divine ; (thades. 
By turns roftor’d to light, by turns he fecks the 
AIR, 
‘Tranfporting joy, 
"Cormenting fears, 
Reviving files, 
Succeeding teats, 
Are Cupid’s various train. 
‘The tyrant boy 








Prepares his darts, 
With foothing wiles, 
With cruel arts, 
And plyafure blends with paja. 





CANTATA, 
“PASTORAL, 


Sct by Dr. Pepufch. 


’ RECITATIVE, 
Youne Strephon, by his folded ficep, 
Sat wakeful on the plains: 
Love held bis weary eyes from fleep, 
While filent in the vale, 
‘The lifening nightingale, 
Forgot her own, to hear his flraine, 
And now the beauteous queen of night, 
Unclouded and ferene, 
Sheds on the neighbouring fea her filver 
: lighe ; 
The neighbouring. fea was caim and bright; 
The thepherd fung infpir'd, and blefs'd the lovely 
fcene, 
AIR. 
While the tky and. feas are fhining, 
See, my Flora’s charms they wear; 
Secret night, my joys divining, 
Pleas'd my amurous rale to hear, 
Smiles, and (of-ly turns her Sphere. 
While the fky and feas are thining, 
See, my Flora’s charms they wear. 
RECITATIVE. 
Ah, fuolith Strephen! char thy train; 
‘The lovely fcene falfe joy intpires : 
For look; thou fond, deluded fyain, 
A rifing ftom invades the main | 
Th: planet of the night, 
Incenunt, from thy fight 
Behind a cloud retires, 





Flora'is fed; thou fov'ft in vain: - =>. 
Ah, foolifh Strephon! change thy ftrain. 
FIR. 
Hope beguiling, *-- 

Like the moon and occan fmiling,: ” 
Does thy eafy faith betray; -- > 
Flora ranging, : 

Like the moon and ocean changing, 
More inconftant proves than they. ° 
5 ote) 








BEAUTY, AN ODE. 
as a 

Pain rival to the god of day, 
Beauty, to thy ceeieftial ray ahi 
A thorland fprightly fruits we owe. 
Gay wit, and moving eloquence, e 
And every are (” improve the fenfe, 
And every grace that fhincs below, . 





» 


. at, 

Not Phechus does our fongs infpire, 

Nor did Cylenins form the lyre, 

“Lis thowart mutic’s livirg {pring 5 

To thee the poet tunes his Joys, 

‘And, {wcedly warding beauty’s praife, 

Defcribes the power that makes him fing. 

Mie 

Tointers from thee their {kill derive, 

By thee their works to ages live, 

For cv'n thy fhadows give furprife, 

As when we view in cryftal ftreams 

‘The morning fan, and rifing beams, 

That feem to thovt from other tics. 

WW, 

Enchatiting vifion | who can be 

Unmov'd that turns his eyes on thee ? 

Yer brighter Mill thy glerics thine, 

And double charms thy power improve, 

‘Wher beauty, drefa’d in {miles of love, 
Grows, like its parent heaven, divine ! 








. + MYRA, A CANTATA, 
: < Sttby Dr. Bepufih, 


sto 2 ATRE Mae Behe 
Love frowns in beauteous Myra’s eyes; . 
Ah, nymph ! thofe cruel looks give o’er. 
While love is frowning, beauty dies, 
And you can charm mo mores: | 
RECITATIVE. mors 
Mark, how whcn fullen clouds appear, 
_ And wintry ftorms detace the year, 
+ "Lhe prudent cranes no longer ftay, 
| But take the wing, and through the air, 
From the cold region fly away, 


“And far o'er land and feas to warmer climes repair, 


Juf fo, my heart—But fee—Ah no! 
2 Bhe fimiles—I will not, cannot go, - > 
Al 4 
Love and the graces fmiling, - 
, Un Myra’s eyes beguiling, 
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Again their charms recover. 
Would you fecure your duty, 
"Let kerducfs aid your beauty, 
Ye fair, to footh the lover: * 








__ ALEXANDER’s FEAST 
2 Cy ae are 
HE POWER‘OF MUSIC. - 
AN ODE IN Honouk OF ST. epertas’s DAY. 
By Mr. Dryden.” . 


ALTERED FOR MUSIC BY MR. HUGHES. | 


a 
RECITATIVE. 


Twas at the royal feafl, for Perfia won. 


By Philip’s warlike fon ; 
Aloft in awful ftate, ° 
"Yhe godlike hero fate 
On his imperial throne: 
His valiant peers were plac’d around ; 
Théic brows with rofes and with myrtles bound, 
‘ AIR. ‘ 
Lovely Thais by his fide»... « Pe 
Blooming fat in.beauty’s pride...» 
Happy, happy, happy pair! : 
None but the brave deferves the fair! 
<a Me de Ue 
RECITATIVE. ‘ 
Timotheus piac’d on high, .. 
Amid the tuneful quire, Pe 
With flying fingcrs touch’d the Iyreq 
‘Trembling the notes afcend the thy, 
And heavenly joys-infpire. 
The fong began from Jove, 
Who left his-blilsful feats above 5 ‘ 
-(Such is the power of mighty love!) 

A dragon's fiery form bely’d the god; ~ 
Sublime on radiant fpires he rode, ~~ 
‘When he to fair Olympia prefs'd, & 
And while he fought her {nowy breaft ; 
“hen round her flender waift he curl’d, 

And ftamp’d an image of bimfelf, a fovercign o 

the world. 7 ern i: 

The litening crowd adore the lofty found, 

A prefent deity, they fhout around 5 

A prefent deity, the echoing roufs rebound ! 

: mee _ 














‘The monarch hears, 
Affumes the god, 


+... Affedts the nod, 


\ And feems to thake the fpheres. 
sn a pe 
ae RECITATIVE. 
‘The praife of Bacchus then the fweet mufcian fan 
Of Bacchus ever fair, and ever young i 
Behold he comes, the vitor god! 
Flufh’d with a purple grace, 
He fhews his honeft face; -°-~ —frod 
As when, by tigers drawn o'er india’s plains h 
f. , Daj a se. a 


rar) 


+ While, loud with conqueft and with wine, 
His jolly troop around him reel'd along, 
And taught the vocal tkies to join 
Ts this applauding song. 
DUETTO, - 
Bacchus ever gay and young, 
Vint did drinking joys ordain : 
3. Bacchus’ bleffings are a treafure, 
2. Drinking is the feldier’s pleature. 
4, Rich the treafure | 
a Sweer tlie plealure! 
Boru. Sweet is pleafure after paint 
. Iv. 
RECITATIVE. ~ 
Fir'd with the found, the king grew vain; 
Fought all his battles o’er agam, © °° 
And thice he routed all his foes, and thrice he 
. flew the flain, . 
The mater faw the madnefs rife, 
His glowing chech-, hisardent eyes; 
and while he heaven and earth defy’d, 
He chofe a mournful mute, 
Soft pity to infufe ; 
Then thus he chang’d his fong, and check'd his 
‘ Pride. : eS 
. aR. 
See Darius great and god, 
By too fevere a fate, | 
Fail’'n from his high eftate g 
Behold his flowing blood ! 
On earth th’ expiring monarch lies, 
With noc a friend to clofe his tyes. 
ia : sae, 
RECITATIVE, 
With downcaft looks the joylefs viGor fate, 
 Revélving in his alter’d foal . 
‘The various turns of chance below; 
. And, now and then, aftgh he Mole 
And tears began to flow. 
‘The mighty mafier finil’d to,fee 
That love was in the next degree, 
. “Twas but a kindred found to meve: ” 
+. Por pity meles the mind to love. 
Softly fweer in Lydian meafures, 
Secu he footh'd bis foul to pleafures. 
: f arr. [vith fletes.J 
War is toil.and treble, 
Honour is ua aity bubble, 
Never ending, fill beginning, 
Fighting fi}, and {till cellroying, 
U the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think it, worth enjoying } 
= Lovely Thais fits befice thee, 
‘Yake the guud the gods provide thee, 
Vie 


: RECITATIVEL 
‘The prince, unsbie to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the Lair, ca 
Wi.o caus’d bis care, 

And figh'd and look'd, fivh'd and look'd, . 

Sigh'd and lock'd, and figh’d again ; 
At length, with luve ang wine ae once op. 
7 preiv’d, 
‘The vanquith'd vider funk ypen hir breaft, 
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5 DUETTO,” 
1. Phebus, patron of the lyre, 
2. Cupid, god of foft defire, 
1. Cupid, god of fott defire, 
2. Phabus, patron of the lyre; 
3. and 2. How victorious are your charm! 
1. Crown’d with conqueit, 


-|- 3. Full of glory, 


1. and 2, See a monarch fall’n before ye, 
Chain’d in beauty’s clafping arms! 
Vide 
RECITATIVE, 
Now ftrike the golden lyre again 5 
A louder yet, and yet a louder dbrain 
Break his bands of fleep afunder, 
Rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hav, hark, the horrid found 
Higs sais'd up his head, 
As awak’d from the dead, 
And amaz’d he flares around ! 
Ain. [vith fyamphonies. 
Revenge, revenge, Alecto cries, 
See the furies arife ! : 
Sce the fakes that they rear, 
How they hifs in their hair, 
And the fparkles that flafh from their eyes! 
vin. 
RECITATIVE. 
Behold a ghattly band, 
Each a torch in his hand! 

Thofe are Grecian ghofts, that in battle were Dain, 
And unbury’d remain, feacaiags 
lngiorious ou the plain. 

Give the vengeance due 
Yo the valiant crew. 
Behold how they tofs their torches on high, 
How they point to the Perfian abodes, 

And glittcting temples of their hoftile gods : 

ATR. : 
‘The princes applaud with a furions joy ; 
And the king feiz'd a fambeau, with zeal to defy 


woy; ® 

‘Thais led the way, 

To tight him to his prey, 

And, like anothis Helen, fir’d another Troy. 

1x. 
RECITATIVE. ". 
Thus, long ago, oe, 
Ere heaving bellows tearn’d ta blow, ° 
While orgaus yet were mute; 
Tinagtheus, to his breathing Bure, . - 
And founding lyre, 

Could {well the foul to rage, or kindle foft defire, 
At laft divine Cecilia came, aia 
Anventrefs of the vocal frame s 

The fweet enthufiaft, from her facred flore, 
Eularg'l the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to falemn founds, 
With nature's: mothcr-wit, and arts unknown bes 
fore. : ; . 


AIR, 
m Let old Timctheus yield the prite, 
| Or both divide the crown ; 
He rais’d a mortal co the fies, 
" She drew an angel down, - 


: ROEM S © - . ane 


e SONGS. 


Lt 
Tuy origin’s divine, I fee, 
Of mortal race thou canft not bes 
Thy lip a ruby luftre fhows 5 
‘Thy purple cheek outfhines the rofe, 
And thy bright eye is brighter far 
"Than any planct, any ftar 
"Phy fordid way of life dcfpife, 
Above thy flavery, Silvia, rile ; 
Difplay thy beauteous form and mien, 
And grow a goddefs, or 3 queen. 


it 
Constantia, fee, thy faithful flave 
Dies of the wound thy beauty gave ! 
‘Ah! gentle nymph, no longer try * 
From fond purfuing love to fly. * + 


- Thy pity to my love impart, 
Pity my bleeding aching heart, 
Regard my fighs and flowing tears, 
‘And with a fmile remove my fears. 


A wedded wife if thou wouldft be, 

By facred Hymen join'd to me, 

Ere yet the weftern fun decline, 

‘My baad and heart fhall both he thine. 


Tit. 
Tyarce lov'd Conftantia, heavenly fair, 
For thee a fervant’s form 1 wear; 
Though bleft with wealth, and nobly born, 
For thee, both wealth and birth I {corn ; 
Truf me, fair maid, my conftant flame 
For ever will remain the fame ; 
My love, that ne’er will ceaie, my love 
Ghali equal to thy beauty prove. : 


—— 


TRANSLATED FROM PERSIAN VERSES, 


“Alluding to the exflom of Women lcing buried with their 
‘Hufbands, and Men with their Wives. 


Erernat are the chains which here 
The generous fouls of lovers bind, : 
‘When Aymen joins our hands, we fwear 9 
To be for ever true and kind; 
And when, by death, the fair are fnatch'd away, 
Left we our folemn vows thould break, 
In the fame grave our living corpfe we lay, 
And willing the fame fate partake, 


——— ne 


iy ANOTHER. 


My deareft fpoufe, that thou and F 

May fhun the fear which firtt thall die, 
Clafp'd in each other’s arms we'll live, 

‘Alike confum’d iv love's fofc fire, : 
That neither may at lait furvive, 

But gently both at once expire, 


ON ARQUEANASSA OF COLOPHOS. 





AxqueaNassa’s charms infpire 
Within my breaft a lover’s fire 5 
Age, its feeble fpite difplaying, 
‘Vainly wrinkles all her face, 
Cupids, in each wrinkle playing, 
Charm my eyes with lafting grace: 
But, before old time purfued her, 7 
Ere he funk thefe little caves, 
How I pity thofe who view’d her,” 
And in youth were made her flaves$ 


ON FULVIA, THE WIFE OF ANTHONY 


FROM THE LATIN OF AUGUSTUS CESAR. 


Wuuze from his confort falfe Antonius flies, 

And doats on Glaphyra’s far brighter eyes, 

Fulvia, provok’d, her female arts prepares, 

Reprifals feeks, and fpreads for me her fares. : 

“ The hufband’s falfe."—But why mutt { endure 

This naufcons plague, and her revenge procure ? 

What though fhe afk ?—How happy were my 
doom, : 3 

Should all the difcontented wives of Rome ~ 

Repair in crowds to me, when fcorn’d at home! 

“ Tis war,” fhe fays, “ if I refufe her charms?" 

Let’s think—fhe’s ugly.—Trumpets, found to 
arms! 





HUDIBRAS IMITATED. 
Written ‘a 1710 


O gixssep time of reformation, 

That's now beginning through the nation 
‘The Jacks bawl loud for church triumphant, 
And fwear all Whigs fhall kifs the rump on’t. 
See how they draw the beaftly rabble 

With zeal and noifes formidable, 

And make all cries about the town 

Join notes to roar fanatics down 

‘As bigots give the fign about, 

‘They ftretch their throats with hideous fhout. 
Black tinkers baw] aloud “ to fettle 

“ Church privilege”—for mending kettle.” 
Each fow-gelder that blows his horn, 

Cries out “ to have diffenters fworn.” 

The oyfter-wenches lock their fith up, 

‘And cry no Prefbyterian bishop ?” 

‘The moufe-trap men lay fave-alls by, * ~ 
And ’gainft* low-church men” loudly cry 3 
A creature of amphibious nature, 

‘That trims betwixt the land and water, 

And Jeaves his mother in the lurch, 

‘To fide with rebels "gain the church! -- ~ 
Some cry for penal laws," inftead  ' 
Of* pudding. pies, and gingerbread bat : 
And fome, for “* brooms, old b- ots, and thoes, + 


r common, howls." 





ar 
Some baw! “ the votes” about the town, 
And with they'd “ yote diffenters down,” 
Inftead of * kitchen-fluff,” fome cry, ~ 
~ * Confound the late Whig-miniftry 
And fome, for * any chairs to mend,” 
‘The commons late addrefs cominend, 
Some for ‘old gowns for china ware,” 
Exclaim againft* extempore prayer :” 
And fome for “ old {uits, cloaks, or coats,” 
Cry, “ D—n your preachers without notes!” 
“He that cries * coney-{kins, or onions,” 
Blames“ toleration of opinions,” 
lue-apron whores, that fit with furmety, 
Rail at “ occafional conformity.” 
Inftead of “ cucumbers to pickle,” 
Some cry aloud, “no conventicle |” 
Mafons, inftcad of “ building houfes,” 
To “build the church,” would ftarve their {poufes, 
And gladly leave theit trades, for ftorming 
The mecting-houfes, or informing. , 
Bawds, ftrumpeta, and religion-haters, 
Pimps, pandare, atheifts, fornicators, . 
Rogues, that, like Falftaff, fcarcé know whether 
A church’s infide’s ftonevor leather, 
et join the parfons and the. people, 
‘To cry * the church,” — but mean “ the fteeple,” 


If, holy mother, fuch you'll own 

. For your true fons, and fuch alone, 
‘Then heaven have mercy upon you, 
But the de’il take your beattly ew ! 








AN ODE 
TO THE CREATOR ‘OF THE WORLD? 
Occafioned by the Fragments of Orpheuse 


* Quid prius dicam folitis parentia 

“ Laudibus ?-—— dig 

“ Qui mare et terras variifque mundum 
« Temperat horis? 

Unde nit majus gcneratur ipl, 

M Nec viget quicquam fimile aut iccundom: 














INTRODUCTION, 





Taat the praifes of the Author of Nature, whict 
is the fitteft fubjec for the fublime way of writ- 
ing, was the moft ancient ule of poetry, cannot he 
learned from a more proper inflance (next to ex- 
amples of holy writ) than from the Greek frag- 

“ments of Orpheus; a relique of great antiquity : 
they contain feveral verfes concerning God, and 
his making and governing the univerfe; which, 
though imperfeét, have many noble hints and lofty 
“¢xpeeffions. Yet, whether thefe verfes were indeed 
written by that celebrated father of poetry and mu- 

ic, who preceded. Homer, or by Ovomacritus, who 

ed aboutthe time of Pififiratus, and only contain 

Tome of the doctrines of Orpheus, is a queftion of 
Hittle ule or importance. 





THE WORKS OF HUGHES. 


A large paraphrafe of theft in French verfe has 
been prefixed to the tranflation of Phocytides, but 
in a flat ftyle, much inferior to the deiigs. The. 
folfowing Ode, with many alterations and addi- 
tions proper to a modern psem, is attempted upon 
the fame model, in a language which, having 
ftronger jinews than. the French, is, by the con- 
feflion of their bei critic Rapin, more capable of 
feftaining great fubje&s, 


ane 


ODE 


i. 
O muse unfeign'd: O true celeftial fire, 
Brighter than that which rules the day, 
Defcend ! a mortal tongue infpire 
To fing fome great immortal lay ! 
Begin, and ftrike aloud the confecrated lyre! 
Hence, ye profane! be far away! 
Hence all ye impious flaves that bow 
ts raife, 
And to falfe heroes give fantaltic praife ! 
And hence ye gods, who to a ctime your {puricus 
beings owe! ~ 
But hear, @ heaven, and earth, and feas pre- 
found ! 
Hear, ye fathom’d deeps helew, 
And let your echoing vaults repeat the fuund; 
Let nature, trembling all around, 
Attend ber matter’s awful namic, .,.. 
from whom heaven, earth, and feas, and all the 
wide creation came. 
ites 
He ipoke the great command; and light, 
Hieaven’s eldeft-born and fuireft child, 
Flath'd in the lowering face of ancient night, 
And. pleas'd with its own birth, ferencly dail'd.. 
‘The fons of moriing, on the wing, 
Hovering in choirs, his praifes fung, ; 
When from th’ tnbuunded vacuous fpace 
A beauteons rifing world the y faw, 
When nature thew’d her yet mnfinif'd face, 
And motion tuck the ehabliff'd law 
‘Yo roll the various ylabes on high; 
When time was taoghc his infant wings to try, 
And from the barrier fprung to his appointed race. 
ul. 




















Supreme, Atinigh ill the fame ! 
*Tis he, the great infpiring mind, 

That animates aud nioves this univer fal me, 
Prefent at once in all, and by no place confin'd, 
Not heaven itfelf can hound his fway ; 

Beyond th’ antravell'd limits of the tky, 
invifible to mortal eye 
He dwells in uncreated ‘day. 
Without beginning, without end; ‘tis he 
‘That fills th’ unmeafur’d growing orb of vaft im- 
menfity, 











Ww 
‘What power but his can rule the changeful main, 
And wake the fieeping florm, or its loud yage ree 
ftrain? 
When winds their gather’d forces try, 
And the chaf’d ocean proudly fwells in vain, * 


POEMS. 







His voice reclaims th’ impetuous roar; 
tn murmuring tides th’ abated billows fly, 
And the fpent tempeft dics upon the fhore. 
‘The meteor world is his, heaven’s wintry flare, 

The moulded hail, the feather’d fuow 5 
‘The fummer breeze, the foft refrefhing fhower, 

The loofe divided cloud, and many-colour’d bow 5 
‘The cronked lightning darts around, 
His fuvereign orders to fulfils 

‘The thooting flame obcys th’ eternal will, 

Launch'd from his hand, initructed where to kill, 

Or rive the motintaia oak, or blaft th’ unihelter’d 

ground. 
ve 
Yet,’ pleas'd to blets, indulgent to fupply, 
1 He, with 4 father’s tender care, 
| Supports the numerous family 

‘That peoples earth, and fea, and air. 

From nature’s giant racc, th’ enormous elephant 

Down to the infect worm and creeping ant; 
From th’ eayle, foverzign of the fry, 

‘Yo each inferior feather'’d brood § 

From crowt's ind purple majelty 

'Fo humbte fhepherds on the plain, 

His hand unfeen divides to all their tcod, 
And the whole world of life fuftains, 

- Vie 

At one wide view his eye furveys 

His works, in every diftant clime 5 

He fhifts the feafons, months, and days, 
"Lhe thort-tiv'd offipring of revelving ame 5 

By turns they die, by turns are born; 

Now cheerful spring the circle leads, 

And Qraws with flowers the finiling meéads 5 
“Gay farmer next, whom reffet rohes.adorn, 

And waving Geldé of yellasy corn; » 

"Then wutuma, who with lavith feores the lap of 

nature fpreads 5 

Decrepit winter, lageard in the dance, 

(Like fechle age opprefs'd with pain) 

A heavy feafon dovs maintain, 

With driving fnows, and winds and rain; 

"Fill {pring, recruited to advance, 

"The various year rolls round agaio. 

Vite 

But who, thon great ador’d, who can withftand 
‘The terrors of thy lifred hand, 

When, locg provok’d, thy wrath awakes, 
And confciaus nature to her centre thakes ? 
Rais'd by thy voice, the thunder flies, 
Hurhig pale fear and wild confufion round, 

How dreadful is th’ inimitable found, 

The fhock of carth and feas, and labour of the fkies! 
‘Then where's ambition’s haughty crett ? 
Where the gay head of wanton pride ? 

Sec! tyrants fall, and with the opening ground 
Would take them quick to fhades of reft, 
And in their common parent’s breaft 

From thee their bury’d forms for ever hide ; 

In vain—for all the elements confpire, 

‘The fhatter’d earth, the rufhing fea, 

Vempeltuous air, and raging fire, 

‘To punith vile mankind, and fight for thee; 

Nor death itfelf can cept the blow, 

Eternal is the guilt, and without end the wee. 


4a 





















ae 
vit. 

O Cyrus! Alexander! Julius! all 

Ye mighty lords that ever rul'd this ball | 

Gace gods of earth, the living deftinies 
That made a hundred nations bow! 

Where’s your extent of empire now ! 

Say where preferv’d your phantom glory lics? - 
Can brafs the flecting thing fecure ? y 
Enfhrin'd in temples does it ftay ? . 

Or in huge amphitheatres endure 

‘The rage of teing time, and {corn decay ? 

Ah no! the mouldering monuments of fame 
Your vain deluded hopes betray, 

Nor thew th’ ambitious founder's name, 

Mix’d with yourfelves # the fame majs.of clay. 


5) oe $ 
Proceed, my mufe! Time's wafting ‘thread:par. 
fue, - : 
Aod fee at laft th’ unravel’d clue, : 
When citivs fink, and kingdoms are no more,’ 
And weary nature fhall her work give o'er. 
Behold th’ Almighty Judge on high! 
See in his haud the beok of fate! 
Myriads of fpirits fill the fky 
‘attend, with dread folemnity, . 
The world’s lat fcene, and time's’ concluding ‘ 
date. eae 
‘The feeble race of fhort-liv'd vanity” ; 
‘The fickly pomrp at once thal gia 
Fool guilt to ‘midnight cavds will fhrink a. 
wayy | Mee pated ae 
Look back, and tremble in her flight, 
_ And curfe at heaven's purfuing light. ans 
Surrounded with the vengeance of that day. |; 
How will you then, ye impious, "icape your: 





dooms, 
“Self-judg’d, abanden’d, evercome? 
Your stone of painted blifs fhail melt hefore your | 
fight. 
Yet fha.l you not the giddy chafe refrain, 
Nor hope more folid blifs t’ obtain, 
Nor once repeat the joys you knew. before ; 
But figh, a long eternity of pain, | 
Toft in an ocean of defire, yet never find a fhore. 


x. 
But fee where the mild Sovereign fits prepar'd 

His better fubje&s to reward ! 

Where am [ now! what power divine 

‘Tranfports me ‘ what immortal f{plendors thine! 
Torrents of glory that opprefs the fight ! 
What joys, celeftial King? thy throne farround ! 
The fun, who, with thy borrow’d beams fo bright, 
Seea not his peer in all the flarry round, | 

Would here diminifh'd fade away, 

Like his pale filter of the night, 
When bhe refigns her delegated light, 

Loft in the blaze of day. 
Here wonder only can take, place 3-— 
Then, mufe, th’ adventurous flight forbear! 
Thefe myftic Scenes thou canft no farther tract ; 
Hope may fome buusdlefs future blifs embrace,'« 

But what, or-when, or how, ot where, > = 
Are mazee all, which fancy runs in vains : 

Nor can the narrow cells of human brain 
The vat immeafurable thought contain, 





She : THE WorKs OF HUGHES, 


TO THE MEMORY OF MILTON. 


Homer’s Defcription of himfelf, under the Charace 
ter of Demodochus the Mofician at the Feaft of 
King Alcinous, § ‘ 


From the Eighib Book of the Odyfiys. 


TO MR. ADDISON, 


ON WIS TRAGEDY oF caTO, 


Trovan Cato thines in Virgil's epic fong, 
Prefcribing laws among th’ Eiyfian throng ; 
Though Lucan's verfe, exalted by his name, 

‘ Oer pods themfelves has rais'd the hero’s fame ; 
‘Fite Roman flage did ne'er his image fee, 
Brawn at full length: a toik referv'd for thee. 
By thee we view the finith’d figure rife, 
And awfil march befure our ravilh’d eyes; 
We hear his voice, aff. rting virtue’s caufe ; 
Nis fate renew’d our deep attention draws, 
Excites by turns our vari: us hopes and fears, 
And all the patriot in thy feene appears, 


On Tiber’s bank thy thought was fir in. 
—fpird; 
*T was there, to'fame indulgent grove retir’d, 
Rome’s ancient fortunes rolling in thy mind, 
Thy happy mufe this manly work defign’d ; 
Or ina dream thon faw'ft Rome's genius and, 
And, leading Cato in his facred hand, 
Point out th’ immortal fabjed of thy lays, 
And aik this labour to record his praife. 














Tue mule with tranfport lov'd him yet, to fill 
His various Jot, the blended good with ill; 
Depriv’d him of his eyes, but did impart 

The heavenly gift of fong, and all the tuneful are, 





TO A LADY, 
With the Tragedy of Cato. 


Two thining maids this happy work difplays; 
Each moves our rapture, both divide our praife ; 
In Marcia, we her godlike father trace ; 

While Lucia triumphs with each fofter grace, 
One ftrikes with awe, and one gives chafte delight ; 
‘That bright as lightaing, ehis ferene as light, 

Yer by che mufe the fhadow’d forme were wrought, 
And both are ercatures of the Ppoet’s thought, 


In her that animates thefe lines, we view 
The wonder greater, the deicription true ; 
Each living virtue, every grace combin'd, . 
And Marcia’s worth with Lucia’s fweetnefs join’d, 


*Tis done—the hero lives and charms our age! 
While nobler mo. als grace the Britith tage. 
Great Shak{pearc’s ghoft, the folemn ftrain to 

ear, ‘ 

Methinks 1 fee the laurel’d thade appear!) 

Will hover o’er the fcene, and wondering view 
His favourite Brutus rival’d thus by yon, 

Such Roman Breatnefs in each action fhines, 

Such Roman elequence adorns your Jines, 

‘That fure the Sibyl; books chis year foretold, 

And in fome myftic leaf was found inroll’d, 
“* Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from Afric’s 

> * fhore, 

£ Nor ip her favds thy Cato’s tomb explore! 

“ When thrice-fix hundred times the circling fun 

* His annual race'thall through the zodiac fun 

* an ifle remote his monument thal] Year, 

* And every generous Briton Pay a tear,’ 


Had fhe been born ally'd to Cato’s name, 
Numidia’s prince had felt a real flame 3 
And, pouring his refiftlefs troops from far, 
With bolder deeds had turn'd the doubtful war; 
Cziar had fied before his congtering arms, 
And Roman mufes fung her beauty’s charms. 


———__.-__, 

A FRAGMENT. 
Promiscvous crowds té worthlefs riches torn, 
Thy pencil paints, *tis true, yet paints with fcorn, 
Sometimes the fool, by nature teft half-made, 
Mov'd by fome happy itiftingt afks thy aid, 


To give his face to reafon fome pretence, 
Aad raife his looks with fupplemental fenfe, 


_ 
SERENATA FOR TWO VOICES, 





ADVICE TO MR. POPE, « 
On bis intended Lranfation of Homer's Miad, 2714, 


\ 
© tHov, who, with a happy genius bore, 
Canft tuneful verte in flowing numbers turn, 
Crown'd on thy Windlor’s plains with early On the Marriage of the 

bays i 

_ Be early wile, nor truft to barren praife, RIGHT HON. LORD COBHAM TO MRS,ANNE HALSEY, 
‘Bling waw'the bard that feng Achilles’ rage, 
He fong, and bege’d, and curs’d t mngiving age 
YF Britain his trarflated fong would hear, 
Firft take the gold—then charm the ening car; 
So hall thy father Homer finile ta fee 
His pention yp gh ate, and paid to thee. { 

i 








DUETTO. 
“Waxe th’ harmonious voice and firing, 
Love and Hymen’s triumph fing. 
Scunds with fecret charms combining, 
juicing, 











POEM &. 


Beit the wondrous joys can tell, 
That in hearts united dwell, 
RECECATIVE, 
Firft Voice. 

To young Victoria’s happy fame, 

Well may the arts a trophy raife, 

Mute grows {weeter in her praife, 
Ane, own.’d by her, with rapture fpeaks her name. 
"Fo touch the braye Cleander’s heart, 

The graces all'in her confpire ; 

Love arms her with his fureft dart, 

Apollo with his lyre. 

alk. 
The jiftening mufea, sll around her, 

‘Vhink "tis Phoebus’ ftrains they hear > 
And Cupid, drawing near to wound her, 

Drops his bow, and ftands to hear. 

- BUCITATIVE., 
Second Foice. 

While crowds of rivals, with delppir, 
Silent admire, or vainly court, the fairs 
Behold the happy conquest of het eyes, 

A hero 1s the glorious prize! 

In courts, in camps, through diftant realms re- 
nown’d, 

Cleander comes—ViGoria, fee, 

He comes, with-Britith honour crown’d ; 

Love leads his eager fteps to thee. 


aE: 
Intender fighs he filente breaks, , 
The fair his flame appretgse. \.: - 
Confenting bluhhes warm bet cheeks, . 
She {miles,—fhe yields,—the loves, 
. RECITATIVES 
Firft Foie... | 
Now Hymen at the altar dtands, 
And while he joins their faithful hands, 
Behold! by ardent vows drawn down, 
Immortal conco:d, heavenly bright, 
Array’d in robes of purcft light, 
Detcends, th’ aufpicious rites to crown, 
Her golden harp the goddefs brings ; 
[ts magic found 
Cormmands a tudden filence all around, 
And ilrains prophetic thus attune the ftrings, 
. DUET TO, 
3 Voice, The fwain his nymph poflefling, © 
2 Poice, “The nymph her fwain carelling, 
Shall fill improve the blefing. 











penta. For ever kind and true. 
While rolling years are flying, 
Botbe Love, Hymen’s lamp fupplying,. 


With fuel never dying, 
Shall {till the fame ieuew. 





HORATIUS, 


IN LIBRO PRIMO EPISTOLARUM. 


Dimidiom facti, qui cepit, habet. 
Incipe. 
Rallicts expectat dum defluac amni 
Labitur et 


Sapere aude: 
Vivendi qui re&té prorogat horam, 

at ille 
etar in ome volubiis vars 





Be 
TRANSLATED. 
To-morrow cheats us all. Why doft thou ftay 


And leave undone what fhould be done to-day? “" 
Begin—the prefent minute’s in thy power; 


"Bue flill v’ adjourn, aud wait a fitter hour, 


Is like the clown, who at fome river’s fide 
Expe@ing ftands, in hopes the running tide 
‘Will all ere long be paft—Fool! not tofknow 
It till bas flow’d the fame, and will for ever Lowe 


eo 





ON A COLLAR. 

PRESENTED YOR HAPPY GILL, Z9E2q 
Trov little favourite of thefair!’ °° 
‘When thou thefe golden bands thalt wear, 
The hand that binds them-foftly Rife, °° 
With confcious joy, and own thy blifs. ~ 
Proud of his chain, who would not be 
A flaye, to gaimher fmiles, like thee + 








THE CHARACTER 















or THE | {): ae 
LADY HENRIETTA CAVENDISH HOLLES, 
gtantge % ch 
Sucu early wifdom, fuch a lovely face, 
$ moll p nett, dh ererattive grace: 
Ded aero 
') The siper fopis of. ane ft 
Wee tied ane ie piece we 


‘Thofe varidus beauties of the Fexhale kind 
Sure but in obe fuch different charms agree, 
And Henrietta is that phetnixfhe, 





TRU TH, HONOUR, HONESTY: 


The Matto chofen by the Right Honourable the Lady: 
Henrictta Cavendifo Holles. a 


In thee, bright maid, though all the virtues thine, 
With rival beams, and every grace is thipe, 

Yet three, diftinguith’d by thy early voice, | 
Excite our praife, and well deferve thy choice. 


immortal truth in heaven itfelf difplays ~ 

Her charms celeftial born, anid poreit rays, (flow, 
Which thence in ftreams, like golden funthine, 
And fhed their light on minds like "yours below. 


Fair honour, next. ig beauty and in grace, 
Shines in her turn, and claims the fecond places 
She fills the well-born foul with noble fires, 
And gencgous. thoughts and godlike acts infpiges. 





Then Honelty, with native air, fucceeds, 
Plaia is her look, unerzfal are her deeds; 





bt 


Poo 
Her morning bloom was doubly fair, 
Like furnnes's day-hreak, when we fee 
‘The freth dropy’d flores of rofy dew 
(Traniparent beauties of the dawn) 
Spread o’er the gra(s their cobweb-lawa, 
Or hang moi pearls on every tree. 
Pleas’d with the lovely fight a while 
Her friends behold, and joyful fmile, 
Nor think the fun’s exhaling ray 
Will change the feene ere noon of day, 
Dry up the glittering drops, and deaw thofe dews 
away. 











Vil. 

Yet firft, to fill her orb.of fife, 

Behold, in each relavion dear, 
‘The pious faint; thé duteous child appear, 
‘The tender fiflery and the faithiul wife. 
Alas! but muft one circiet of the year 

Unite in bli, in gricf divide 

"Vhe dcitin'd bridcgrovim and the bride ? 
Stop, gener he yathering tear, 

‘y lines, or hear, 
. feem to fay, 

‘That fhort.liv'd year was but a day! 
Forbear—unor fruiciafs forrowings now employ, 
ik fhe was lent a while, not given, 
Sch was th’ appointed will of Heaven) 
Then grateful call that year an age of virtuous joy. 




















AN ALLUSION TO HORACE, 


BOOK f& OD xu, 


Printed at tbe breaking out of the Rebéllion, tn the 
dr P05. : 

‘Tur man that loves his king aid ndsion, 

And fhuns each vile affociation, °” 

Vie rufis his honef deeds i’ th’ light, 

Nor + ects an dak cubals, by mght, 

With tools, who, after much dcbate, 

Get themi: tves hang’, and five the flate, 

Needs net his hall with weapotis Rare 5 

Nor dread: each rapping at his door ; 

Nor {cuiks in fear of being known, 

his guilt in parfon’s gown ; 

its to guaed his generous heart, 

The pouiard or the poifon'd dart ; 

And, but for orgament and pride, 

A Sword of lath might crois his fide. 













If o'er Se, James's park he ftray, 
He ftops not, vaufing in his way ; 
Nor pulls his hat down o’er his face, 
Nor tarts, looks back, and mends his pace: 
Or if he ramble to the Tower. 
He knows no czime, and dreads no power, 
But thence returning, free as wind, 
Smiles, at the bars he eft behind, 
‘Thus, as I loiter’d ¢° other day, 
Mumming—O every month was May— 
And, thoughtlefs how my time Tfquandr'd," 
From Whitehall, through the Cockpit wander'd, 
A meflenger with furly eye 
View'd me quite round, and yet pais'd by, 


M Ss. 


No fharper look or rougher mien 

In Scortith Highlands e'er was feen; 
Nor ale and brandy ever bred. 

More pin:pled cheeks, or nofe more red; 
And yer, with both hands in my breaft, 
Carelefs i walk’d, nor fhunn’d the beaft. 





Place me among a hundred fpies, 
Let all the room be ears and eyes; 
Or fearch my pocket-books and papers, 
No word ovine fhall give me vapours, 
Send me to Whigs as trie and hearty, 
As ever pity’d poor Maceatty ; 
Let Townfend, Sunderland, be there, 
Or Robin Walpole in the chair : 


Or fend me to'a dub of Tories, 


‘Phat danin and curfe at Maslbotaigi glarica 


And crink—but fure none fact théte 
The devil, the pope, and rebel Mar. i 
Yet {ili my loyaley I'll boatt, 

King George fhall ever be my toaft ; 
Unbrib'd his gtorious caufe P'iown, 
Aud fearlefs (corn each traitor’s frown, 





A FRAGMENT. 


O say, ye faints, who fhine in realms above, 
And turn your harps to fing eternal love, 

When fhail my voice attain your high degree ; 
When thall my foul from clouds of forrow fea 
Hear your celeftial fong, and aid the harmony ? ) 








- APOLLO AND: DAPHATE! 
A MASQUE, 


Set to Mfc by Dr. Pepufch, and performed db the: 
Theatre-Reyal in Dray Lane, 


“ Protinus alter amat, fugit altera nomen amantis.”” 








Ovin. 
DRAMATIS PERSONA, 
Apello, = Mra Margarita. 
Daphne, . ~ - Mrs. Barbier, - 
Peneus, - -.. Mr. ’‘Turner.- 
Doris, - - Mrs. Willis. 


Scene, the Valley of Tempe, in Theffaly. 





‘The Firit Scene is a River. 


Penens, @ River-God, appears on a bed of rufber, 
fering on bis urn, He rifer, and contes forward, 
bis bead crowned with rufies and fowers, a reed. dm: 
bis band. 

7 *Peneus. 
How long muft Peneus chide in vain 
His daughter’s coynefs and difdain2 - 


ms 
Through Tempe’s pleafant vales and bowers 
As my full urn its current pours, 
In every plain, from every grove, 
T hear the fighs of flightéd love ; 
don my rufhy banks the Sylvans cry 
Why ever cruel, Daphne, why ? 
But fee the comes, the beauteous caufe ; 
Daphne, my jift commands attend, 
Hear me, thy father and thy friend, 
Asad yield the lait to love and Hymen’s laws. 
‘ Dapbne. 
© Peneus, urge this cruel fuit no more; 
Have I not to Diana fwore? 
“Behold again to her t bow, 
‘Devoted ever to remain 
~ A virgin of her fporlefs train ; 
Near Cynthia, and confiem my vow. 


How happy are we, 
How airy, how free, MF eds 
‘That rove through the woods and the plains ! 
In vain the blind boy 
. . Our hearts would decoy, 
We fcotn ail his joys and his pains. 
f (Exit Daphne. 
Bead, Penéus. 
Rafik fhaid, return. 
What haft thou fworn? 
‘With thee fhail Penews’ race expire ? 
‘Then hear once more thy flighted fire, 
And know, thy fatal vow draws dawn 
‘The curfe of heaven, a father’s frown, 
Aild fure dettruction waits thy fcotn. 





Feeble Cupid! vain deceiver ! 
‘What avails thy boafted quiver ? 
‘Where are all thy conquering arts? 
They that fly thee 
May defy. thee ; 
They who fear thee 
i And revere thee, 


* Ever mect thy keeneft darts. [Z£xit Peneus. 


Scene changes to a Fore/, 


Apollo enters with bis bow and arrows, as baving 
newly fain the Python, 


Ale’, 
Tig done—the monfter Python fain 
By Phoebus’ fhatcs, lies breathlefs on the plain, 
Yet why with conqueft am T thus adorn’d? 
Alas! feel a mortal’s pain, 
Conquer’d by love, whom once I feern’d. 
© Daphne: till thy fmiles} can obtain, 
No more thefe marks of triumph let me bear ; 
But thuy a thepherd’s femblance wear, 
Till bleft by thee T grow a god again, 
[Lorows aiviy bis borw and arrows, ard tates 
‘ up a fbeap-hark, = 
See—fhe appears: how wondrous fair! 
Hail, goddels of thefe verdant gro 
Dapbne. 
‘What art thou, or from whence ? 
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Apollo. 
A fwain that loves: - 
D-phne. 
‘Thy unavailing courtthip fpare. 
Doft thou not daily hear the fhepherds cry . 
Why ever cruel, Daphne, why ? 
Go—with the reft defpair. 

Asolo, 
No, let the reft defpair, while ¥ 
Diftinguith'd, triumph in the joy, 


Fair blooming creature ! 
Each tender feature 
Speaks thee by nature 
For Jove defign’d. 
Ther fmile confenting, 
Loft time repenting, 
Let foft relenting 
Now fhew thee kind, 
; Dapbae. 
Canft thou the mountain tiger bind, 
Or ftop the floods, or fix the wind ? 
Do this—then Daphne will perhaps be kind, 
Apollo. = 
Ev'n tigers love’s foft laws obey; 
Art thou shore favage far than they? 
Look all around thee, and above ! 
Love lights the fkjes, aad paints the nieads; 
Its genial fanie 
Through heav’n, and earth, and ocean fpreads } 
Thou art thyfelf the happieft child of Jove, 
Do net thy birth difclaim. 


Daphne. 
Though fair as Phoebus thou fhould’ft feem; 
And were thy words foft as his lyre, 
They could not move me to defire ; 
Wake, thepherd, ftom thy dream. 


Ceafe to foothe thy fruitlefs pain ; 
Why for frowns wilt thou be fuing ? 
Ceafe to languith and complain. 

"Tis to feck thy own undoing, 
Still to love, and love in vain. 
Apille, 
tn her fof: cheeks and beauteous eyes, 
What new enchanting graces rife ! 


(Afdes 


Durtro for Apollo and Daphnes 


Apel. No more deny me, 
O ceafe to fly me 
Your faithful fwain. 
Duph. No longer try me, 
For ever fly me, 
Defpairing fwain. 
Apel. Yet hear me. 
Daph. Forbear me. 
Apel. Let fighs imploring, 
And looks adoring, 
Still fpeak my pain. 
Dap!. Your fighs imploring, 
And looks adoring, 
Bat move difdain. 
Apollo, 
She's gone—nor knows from whom fhe files. 


[Axit Daphue, 


» Miftaken coyre’s! falfe difdain! 


eat 


oa _ work s , tg - 


Phebus fhe prais’d, but fcorns the fwain— Pour out new day ?—how wondrous bright{ “ 
Then, breaking from this dark difguife, Some god defcends to human fight ; 
‘When Phebus what he is fhall feem, I'm charm’d, yet aw’d with fear. 
My glittering rays, and melting lyre, 5 Apollo, 
‘At laft {hall warm thee to defire, Daphne, on Phoebus fix thy eye, 
And wake thee, Daphiie, from thy dream. ‘With meaner fhapes deceiv'd no more! 
- . Know, I thy beauteous form adore : 
‘Where Cupid’s bow is failing, Wilt thou a god, a god that loves thee, fly? 
Ambition’s charms prevailing, 
Shali triumph o'er the fair. [Apollo frites bis lyre, ond Daphne turns back oF 
‘The nymph that love defpifes, furprifed at the found.} 
Some fecret paflion prizes, 
That ftill forbids defpair.  [Exé# Apollo. Paireft mortal! ftay and hear, 


Turn thee, leave thy trembling fear! 
Cannot Jove with mufic join’d 


Enter Daphne and Doris. Touch thy unrelenting mind?” 
Faireft mortal! ftay and hearyes* "+ 
Daphne. Turn thee, leave thy trembling fear. 
Doris, why this trifling tale? 3 
_ Doris. fs Hark how the river-fhores prolong Boos, 
"That good advice may once prevail; My foft complaints, and murmur to my fong ! 
Save one—nor all your lovers lofe, ‘Thy father Peneus feels my pain; 
Alas! that 1, poor I might gain See ! how his ofiers greatly bow, 
‘What you each day rule ‘And feem my fecret foul to know , 
aphne, 
‘Take all, and eafe me of the pain. Dapb. 'afide.| Alas! my rafh, my-fatal vew! 
Doris. Z Apal. Wilt thou alone unmov’d remain? 
Y would—but ah! ’twere now in vain. : ri 
‘When I was a maiden of twenty, [4s Daphne is going ont, for pops, and fog 
And my charms and my lovers were plenty, the following air.) er 
Ah! why did I ever fay no? are) : 
Now the fwains, thoagh I court them, all fly me, Boplne, * 
1 figh, but no lover comes nigh me; Shall I retarn-—or 00 
Ye virgins, be warn'’d by my woe! Charms yet unknown furround me 
Ah! why did 1 ever fay no! Yet, love, thou ne'er fhalt wound me, 
 Daphaey. No more alarm my breafty - .. a 
Poor Doris! dry thy weeping eyes; Then let me‘hatke to gow=. 7 
Doft thou repent thou once wert wife ? Ab no, my heart replies 
4¥n tender heaving fighe— 
‘Tender hearts to every paffion Ye powers reftore my refte 
StiJl thy freedom would betray, y 
But how calni is inclination, Apol, O do not go— 
When our reafon bears the fway! Dapb. Doft thou not know, 
'm of Diana’s train? 
Swains themfelves, while they putfue us, Thy love forbear— 
Often teach us to deny. Apel, Thy {corn forbear 
‘While we fly, they fondly woo us; Dapb. 1 muft not hear; 
If we grow too fond, they fly. Apel, O ftay and hear; 
Doris. Daph, Thy love } , 7 if 
‘Yet might I fee one courting fwain, ‘Apel, Thy flight § ** °™" 


[Exit Daphne purfued. by Acpelle, 


‘Though but te flight him once again !— 
But come— I'll amorous thoughts give o’er. 
Daphne. 
*Tis well to leave them at threefcore. 
Hafte then, and at th’ appointed place, 
Sec if the nymphs expe@t me for the chafe. 
[Exit Doris. 


Scene changes to the River. 
_ Reenter Daphne, looking bach as affrighted. 
Daphne. 
He comes—the {wift partuer comes—O where 


[A Symphony of inflruments is beard, whilf Apollo‘ iercing fight, 
nO ae mpaed suo |! Mee ee ge ee 


about bis bead, and bis lyre in bis band } Ab! “tis in vain—-he’s here. 
Daphne. [Daphne rums to the fide of the river, an 
What founds celeftial ftrike my ear! as foe fings the folluwiig air, is transforae 


Why docs the goiden fource of light * ed into a laurel-tvee.| s 


#p$20 

Father Paneus, hear me, aid me! 

Let fome fudden change invade me, 
Fix me footed on thy fhore. 

Ceafe, Apollo, to perfuade me, 

a, , }m Daphne now no more— 


[Apollo enters at the latter end of the 

Sha MA “dir, and is met by Peneus.] 

3 a le. 
+ © fatal dight far, june difdain ! 
ton, ©, Peneus, how thail we our lofs deplore ? 
But fee! 
The trembling branches-yet her fhape retain! 
Though Daphne lives a nymph no more, 
She lives, fair verdant plant, in thee: 
> Henceforth be thou Apollo’s tree, 

, . And hear what honours to thy leaves remain. 
No thunder e’er fhall blaft thy boughs, 
Preferv'd to grace Apollo’s brows, 

Kings, victors, poets, to adoro; 

Ofc in Britannia’s ifle thy profperons green 
Shail on the heads of her great chiefs be feen, 
And by # Nafien, and a George, be worn, 
Oey Prnsus, 

‘Sel Pencus, with a father’s care, 

' Shall feed thee fram his flowing urn 
With verdure ever freth and fair, 
Nor this thy deftin'd change hal! ofourn. 


CHORUS, or Duetto of Apollo and Peneus, 
Nature alone can love infpire, 
". Art is vain to move defire. 
If nature once the fair incline, 
‘To their own paffion they refiga. 
Nature dlone can love infpire, 
Art is vain to move defire. 





y 
i AN ODE 
FOR THE BIRTH-DAY OF HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 


" TBEARINCESS OF WALES, 


§T. DAVID'S DAY, THE FIRST OF MARCH, 1755-16. | 


Set 10 Mufic by Dr. Pepufeh, 

Aud performed at the Aaniverfary Meeting of the So- 
ciety of Ancient Britons, oflablifbed in banour of Her 
Royal Highnefi's Birtb-Day, and of the Principality 
of Walss, : 


“ Salve leta dics! meliorque revertere femper, 
S A populo rerum digna potente coli ! 
Oviv. 


ODE FOR TWO VOICES, 
Firft Voice, ramen. 
Second Voice, campria, or the Principality of Wales. 

BOTH Voices, with ¢ Trumpet. 

To joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day! 

CAMBRIA- 
Rife, goddefs of immortal fame, 
And,-with thy. trumpet’s fwelling found, 
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| Henceforth, 





ny 


To all Britannia’s realms around, 
‘The double feltivat' proclaim. 
Bae. 
The goddefe of intmhdrtal fame 
Shall, with her tftimpet’s {welling founds 
To all Britannia’s realms around, 
The double feftival proclaim. 
BOTH voters, 
O’er Cambria’s diftant hills let the lond notes re- 
bound ! 
Each Britifh foul be rais’d, and every eye be gay ! 
To joy, to triumphs, dedicate’ the day. 
FAME. , + 
Hail, Cambria ! long to fame well known! 
‘Thy patron-faint looks fmiling down, 
Well pleas’d to fee 
This day, prolific of renown, 
Increas’d in honoygs.to himfelf, and thee ; 
See Carolina’s natal War arife, 
And with new Beatos’adora thy azure tkies! 
Though on her virtues’¥ final ver dwell, 
Fame cannot all her numegaus virtues tell. 
Bright in herfelf, and in ber offspring: bright, 
On Britain’s throne fhe cafts diffufive light ; 
Detraétion from her prefence flies ; 
And, while promifcugus crowds in’ fapture gaze, 
Ev’n tongues diftoyal tearn her prawlé;, 
And murmuring*envy {ees her fmile, and dies. 


Happy morn! fuch gifts beftowing ! 

Britain’s joys from thee are flowing ; 
Ever thus aufpicious fhine ! 

Happy ifle! fuch gifts poffefling! 

Britain, ever own the blefling £ 
Carolina’s charms are thige. 

CAMBRIA. 

Nor yet, O Fame, doft thou difplay 
All the triumphs of this day; __ 

More wonders yet arife to figh€; 


| See! o'er thefe rites what mighty power prefides ; 


Behold, to thee hig carly fteps he guides’, 
What noble, ‘dagen his foul excite; _ 
the liftening univerfe 
Thou number'tt o’er my princes of renown, 
The fecond hope of Britain’s crown, 





When my great Edward's deeds thou shalt rehearfe, 


And-tell of Creffy’s well-fought plain, 
“Thy golden trumpet found again ! 
The brave Auguiftus thall renew thy ftrain, 
And Oudenarda’s fight immortalize the verie. 


ain, with @ Harp, 
Heavenly mufes! tune your lyres, 
Far refounding ; 

Grace the hero’s glorious name. 

Sce the fong new life infpires! 

Every breaft with joy abounding, 

Seems to fhare the hero’s flame. 
RAME, © i 

© thou, with every virtae crown’d, 
Britannia’s father, and-her king renown’d! 
‘Thus in thy offspring greatly bieit, 
While through th’ extended royal line 
Thou {eeft thy propagated luftre thine, 
‘What fecret raptures fill thy breaft ! 


: ae POEM & 


So fmiled-Apotlo, doubly gay, > 
When in the diamond, with fol blaze, = 
He views his own paternal rays, : 
And all his bright reflected day. 
CAMBRIA. a a 
Hail fource of bleflings to our iffe! 
While gloomy clouds fhall take their flight, , 
Shot through by thy viGorious light, 
Propitious ever on thy Britons file! 
BOTH VOICES, 
To joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day. 
CAMBRIA. 
Rife, goddefs of immortal fame, 
And with thy trompet’s fwelling found, 
‘To all Britannia's 8 around, $ 
The double feftigat proclaim, 
“. FAME. 
The goddefs of immortal fame 
Shall, with her trunipee’s fweliing found, 
‘To all. Britannia's reahns around, 
The double feftival proclaim, 
BOTR VOICES, 
O'er Cambria’s diftant hills lee the load notes re- 
bound ! 
Each Britith foul be rais'd, and every eye be gay! 
To joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day. 





EXTRACT. OF A LETTER 
FROM 
an, sons To tHE Log cuANteLton Cowren. 


——" Tid Tittle poesh was writ by thié acci- 
dent of having Horace for mfg companion in a 
* confinement by ficknefi, and fanicying [had dif- 
covered a usw fenfe of one of his odes, for which 
thave found your Lordhip’s great indulgence 
» and partiality to me, the beft expofition. 
‘“ Derhaps we wever read with thac attention, as 
when we think we have found fomething appli- 
cable to onrfeltes, fam now grown fond enough 
of this fenfe to believe it the true one, and have 
drawn two or three learned friends (to whom 1 
have mentioned it) into my opinion. 
* The Ode, your Lordfhip will fee, is that in 
which Horace feigns himfelf turned into a fwan. 
“Tr paffes (for aught I know univerfally) for a 
compliment on himfelf, and a mere enthofiattic 
rant of the poet in his own praife, likt his exegi 
monumentum, &'c. L confefs § had often flightly 
read it in that. view, and have found every one 
Uhave lately afked; deceived by the famé opi- 
‘“* sion, which I cannot but think fpoils the ode, 
and finks it to nothing; F had almoft faid, turns 
the fwan into a gonfe. 
“ The grammarians feem to have fallen into this 
miftake, by wholly overlooking the reafon of his 
* rapture, viz, its being addrefled to Mizcenas; and 
have prefaced it with this, and the like general 
inferiptions—vaticinatur car minum fuerure irrmarta~ 
Hitatem, &e. which | think és not the fubjeQ 
Vow. VIL 


es 
“ Tam very happy in the occaffon which thewed 
“ it me in a quite different fonte from what I hed 
“ever apprehended, till. I had the henour tobe . 
“ known to your Lordfhip;.I am fure a much _ 
“ mere advattageous one to the poet, as weil as 
“ more juft to his great patron. If: have et-' 
* ceeded the liberty of. an imitator, in purfuing the * 
fame hist farther, to make it Iefs doubtful, yet 
his favourers will forgive me, when ! own I have 
“ not on thisoctafion fo much, thought of emulate 
“ ing his. postey,. a-af rivaling his pride, by the 
« ambition of being known as, 
. RE téan,. ‘ . 
Yout Lordfhip's malt obliged, ~ 
and devoted. humble fervant, 
on J. Hocuns, 








ODE-_ : 
To the Right Honourable 
LORD CHANCELLOR COWPER, 


ANNO MDCCXVITI. * 
Tit Albefign to Hrate, Lib, is Oda xx0, 
haa . ‘ 


: we Mee ole 
UM rais’d, tranfp 5 hing’? alt oer! | 
Prepar'd, a toweritig’ fwan, to foar 
Aloft; fee, fee the down arife, 
And clothe my back, and phime my thighs? 
My wings thot forth; mow will Ftry, 
New #, and bokaty mount thie fky; 
Nor envy, -fortunie’s fpite, ‘ 
Shall R6p' my courfe, or damp my fight. 


: ie 
Shall f, ob{cure or difefteem’d, 
Of valgar rank henceforth be deem'd 2 
Or vainly toil my name to fave 
From dark oblivion and the grave? 
No—He can never wholly die, 
Secure of immortality, 
Whom Britain's Cowper condefcends 
To own, and numbers with his friends. 
ut, 
*Tis done—t! fcorn mean honours now; 
No common wreaths hall bind my brows 
Whether the mufe vouchfafe t'infpire + 
My breaft with che celeftiak fire; ~ 
Whether my verfe be fill’d with flame, 
Or I deferve a post's name, 
Let Fame be filent; only tell 
That generous ‘Cowper loves me well, 
NW. 
Through Britain's realms I thall be known 
By Cowper's merit, not my own. 
And when the tomly my dult fhall hide, 
Stripp’d of a mortal’s little pride, 
Vain pomp be fpar'd, and every tear; wie 
Let but fome ftone this feulpture bear ¢ 
“ Here ties bis clay to earth confign’d,~ , 
« To whom great Cowper once was kind?) ~ 


Ps 
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WHAT IS MAN. 


O sow of man! O creature of a day! 
Proud of vain wildom, with falfe greatnefs gay ! 
Heir of thy father's vice, to whofe bad ftore 

Thy guilty days are {pent in. adding more ; 
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‘Thou propagaged fully !—What in thee 

Could heaven's Supreme, could perfe& Wifdom fee, 

To fix one glance of his regarding eye? 

Why art thou chofe the favourite of the ficy ? 

While angels wonder at the mercy known, 

And fearce the wretch himfelf the debt immenfe 
will owe { 





=— = 


BOILEAU, 


DANS, 6A 1. EPISTRE AU ROY. 


Pourguor ces elephana, ces armes, ce bagage, 

Et ces vaiffeaux tout prefts a quitter le rivage ? 
Difoit au roi Pyrrhus, un fage confident, 
Confeiller tres-fen{é d’un roi treseimprudent. 

Je vais, Int dit ce prince, 2 Rome od J'on m’apelle. 
Quoi faire? Vaflieger? L'entreprife eft. fort belle, 
Et dignie feufemenc d' Alexandre ou de vous, 





Mais quaps inous l’aurons prife, & bien que ferons-" 
nous ? : 


Du refte des Latins fa conquefte efte facile. 

Sans doute, ily font a nous: eft-ce tout ? La Sicile 
Dela nous tend les bras et bien-toft fans effurt 
Syracufe-recoit nos vaiffeaux dans fon port. 

En detmeurés.vous a? Dés que nous Vaurons prife, 
11 ne faut qu'un bon vent et Carthage eft conqnife : 
Les chemins fone ofiverts: qui peut nous arrefter? 
Je vous entens, feigneur, nous allans tout dompter: 
Non allons traverfer tes fables de Lybie; 

Affervir en paffant l’Egypte, l’Arabie; 

Courir dela Je Gange en de nouveaux pais; 

Faire trembler te Scythe aux bords du Tansis; 

Et ranger fous nos loix tout ce vaite Hemifpheres 
Mais de retour enfin; que pretendcz-vous faire ? 
Alors, cher Cineas, vidtoricux, contens, i 
Nous pourrons risg i’sife, et prendre du bon temps, 
Hé, feignetir, dés ce jour, fans fortir de ’Epire, 
Du matin jufgu’au foir ghi vous défend de rire? - 





" . FROM BOILEAU, 


IN SMIS FIRS? EPISTLE TO LEWIS XIV. 


» Waar mean thefe elephants, arms, warlile ftore, 


And all thefe fhips; prepar'd to leave the thore? 
‘Thus Cyneas, faithful, ofd;‘experienc’d, wife, 
Ajddrefs’d king Pyrrhus;—thus the king replies; 
’Tis glory calls us hence; to Rome we ga. 

For tvhat ?—To conquer.—Rome’s a noble foe, 
4 prize for Alexander fit, or yous 

But Rome réduc'd, what next, Sir, will you do?. 
"The reft of Italy mtyGhaine fall. wear: 

And is that all?——Nv, Sicily lies near; 

See how the firetches' out her beauteous arms, 
Amd tempts the wor with unguarded charms! 
In Syracufa’s port this flee: fhall ride, 

Tis well—and there you will at Ialt abide ?—~ 
No; that fnhdued, again we'll hoift our, tails, 
And put to fea; and, blow but profpcrous gales, 
Carthage muft foon be ours, an eafy prey, 

The paffage open: what obftrudts our way ?-— 
‘Then, Sir, your vaft defign [ underftand, 

To conquer all the earth, crofs feas and land, 
Over Afric’s fpacious wilds’ your reign extend, 
Beneath your fword make ptoud Arabia bend ; 
‘Then feek remoter worlds, where "Ganges pours 
His {welling ftream ;, beyond Hydafpes’ fhores, 
Through Indian realmp {6 carry dite alarms, 
And make the hardy Scythian diead your arms, 
Bur fay—this wondrous race of glory run, 
‘When we return, fay what thal} then be dove? 
‘Then pleas'd, my friend, we'll fpend the joyful day 
To full delight, and laugh our cates away, 

And why net now? Alas! Sir, need we roam 
For this fo far, or quit our native ome? 
No~-lct us now each valued hour employ, 

Nor for the future fofe the prefent joy. 


AN IMAGE OF PLEASURE. 
° AN IMITATION OF AN ODE IN CASUMIRE. 
> 1 


* Sotace of life, my fweet ‘consyanion lyre? 
.On this fair poplar bough Pil hang thee hi 





While the gay fields all foft delights infpire, 


And not one cloud deforms the fmiling ficy. 


1. 

While whifpering gales, that court the leaves and 

flowers, [founa, 

Play through thy firings, and gently make them 
Lesvrious (ll diffolve the lowing hours 
Jn balmy umbers on the carpet ground. 





gun THE WORKS 


Nor with lefs kill difplay"d by thee appear 
‘The different products of the fertile year 5 
‘While fruits with imitated ripenefs glow, 

And fudden flowers beneath thy pencil blow. 
Such, and fo various, thy extenfive hand, 
Oft in fufpenfe the pleas’d fpectators ftand, 
Doubtful to choofe, and fearing ftill to err, 
‘When to thyfelf they Would thyfelf prefer. 

_ So when the rival gods at Athens ftrove, 
By wondrous works, their power divine to prove, 
As Neptune’s trident ftrook the teeming earth, 
Here the proud horfe upftarted to his birth ; 

_ And there, as Pallas blefs'd the frditful feene, 
"The fpreading olive rear'd its ftately green; 
Jn dumb furprife the gazing crowds were loft, 
Nor kuew on which to fix their wonder moft. 


ee 


TO URANIA, 


ON HER ARRIVAL AT JAMAICA. 


Turovaw yielding waves.the veffel fwilly fies, 

"Phat bears Urania from our cager cyes;, 

Beaf to our call, the billows waft her o'er, 
“Wich {peed oblaquions to a diftant fhore ; 
prize mate rich than Spain’s whole fects could 

boa! 

From fam’d Peru, or Chili's golden coaft: ® 

‘There the glad natives, an the crowded ftrand, 

‘With wonder fee the matchlefs Stranger land ; 

‘Tranfplanted glories in her features {mile, 

And anew dawn of beauty gilds their ifle, 


So from the fea when Venus rofe ferene, 
And by the Nymphs and Tritons firft was fee, 
The watery world beheld, with pleas’d furprife, 
O'er its wide wafte new tracks of light arife; 
‘The winds were huth'd, the fluods forgot to move, 
And Nature own’d th’ aufpicious Queen of Love, 


Henceforth no more the Cyprian ifle be nam’d, 
"Though for the abode of that bright goddeis fam’d; 
Jamaica’s bappier groves, conceal’d fo long 
"Yhrough ages pat, are now the pocts fong. 

"The Graces there, and Virtues fix their throne; 
‘Urania makes th’ adopted land her own. 


The mufe, with her in thought tranfported, ices 
‘The opening fcene, the bloomy plants and trees, 
By brighter fkies rais’d to a nobler birth, 

And fruits deny’d to Europe’s colder earth. 

At her approach, like courtiers doubly gay 

"To grace the pomp of fome lov'd prince’s day, 
"The gladden’d foil in all its plenty fhines, 

‘New fpreads its branching palms, and new adorns 

its pines; 

With gifts prepares the thining gueft to meet, 
And pours its verdant offerings at her feet. 

As in the fields with pleafure fhe appears, 

Smiles on the labourers, and their labours cheers, 
The lufcious canes with fweetcr juices flow, 

‘The melons ripén, and the citrons blow, 

The golden orange takes a richer dye, 
- And flarce & 1g0t their toil, while the is by. 


OF HUGHES. 


Not Ceres’ feif more bieflings could difplay;. 

When through the earth fhe took her wandering 
way, 

Far from her native coaft, and all around 

Diffus’d ripe harvefts through the teeming ground. 


Mean while cur drooping vales deferted mourn, 
‘Till happy years bring on her with'd return; 
New honours then, Urania, halt be thine, 

And Britain fhall again the world outhine. 


So when of late our fun was veil’d from fight’ 
In dark eclipfe, and loft in fudden night, 
A fhivering cold each heart with horror thrill'd, 
The binds-forfook the tkics, the herds the fleld; 
But wkattthe congnering orb, with one bright ray, 
Broke through the gloom,and re-enthron'd theday, 
‘The herds reviv’d;the birds renew’d their ftrains, 
Unufual tranfports rais’d the cheerful fwains, 
And joy returning echo’d through the plains. 


THE FOLLOWIKG | 


SUPPLEMENT AND CONCLUSION 


To Mr. Milton's incomparable Piem, entitled, \\ Pen- 
ferofo, or The Penfive Man, was alfo writ by 
Mr. Hughes. 


Tr feems neceffary to quote the eight foregoing lines 
for the right underftanding of it, 


* Anp may at laft my weary age 
© Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
« The hairy gown and moffy cell, 
« Where I may fit, and rightly fpell’ 
* Of every ftar that heaven doth fiew, 
* And every herd that fips the dew; 
* Till old experience do attain 
©To fomething like prophetic ftrain.’ 
There let'time’é creeping winter fhed 
His hoary fnow around my head; 
And while J feel, by faft degrees, - 
My fluggard blood wax chill; and freeze, 
Let thought umveil to my fixt eye 
‘The fcenes of deep eternity, 

Mill life diffolving at the view, 
J. wake, and find thofe vifions true} 





THE HUE AND CRY. 


© x59 '—Heay, all ye beaux and wits, 
Mouficians, poets, ’fquires, and cits, 

All, who in town er country dwell! , 
Say, can*you tale or tidings teil 

Of Tortoreila’s hafty fight ? 

Why in new groves the takes delight, 
And if in concert, or alone, 

The cooing murmurer makes her moan? 


Now learn the marks, by which you maz 
Trace out and ftop the lovely fray! 


a 


Po 

Some wit, more folly, and-no care, 
Thoughtlefs her conduct, free her air; 
Gay, fcornful, fober, indifcrect, 
In whom ail contradiQi-ns meet ; 
Civil, affronting, peevith, eafy; 
Form’'d both to charm you and difpleafe, you; 
Much want of judgment, none cf pride, 
Modith her drefs, her hoop full wide; 
Byown fkin, her eyes of fable hue, 
Angel, when pleas'd, when yex’d, a fhrew. 


Genteel her motion, when the walks, 
Sweetly fhe fings, and ‘loudly t@ks; 
Knows ail the world, and its affiirs, 

Who goes to court, to plays, to prayers, 
Who keeps, who marries, fails, or thrive 
Leads honéft, or.difhoneft, lives; 
‘What money match’d each youth or maid, 
And who was at each mafquerade ; 

Of all fine things in this fine town, 

She's only to herfelf unknown, 


By this defcription, if you meet her, 
“With lowly bows, and homage greet her; 
And if you bring the vagrant beauty 
Back to her mother and her duty, 
Alk for reward @ lover's blifs, 
And (if the’ll let you) take a kifs; 
Or more, if more you wilh and may, 
Try if at church the words fhe'll fay, 
‘Then frake her, if you can—' obey.” 








_ THE PATRIOT: 
To the Right Honourable ” 
WILLIAM LORD COWPER, 


LORD SIGH CHANCELLOR OF GREAT BRITAIN, 


How godlike is the man, how truly great, 

Who, midft contending factions of the Rate, 

Ym council cool, in refolution bold, 

Nor brib’d by hopes, nor by mean fears control’, 
And proof alike againft both foes and friends, 
Ne’er from the golden mean of virtue bends ! 

But wifely fix'd, nor to extremes inclin’d, 
Maintains the fleady purpofe of his mind. 


So Atlas, pois’d on his broad bafe, defies 
The thock of gathering ftorms and wintry fkies ; 
Above the clouds, ferene, he lifts his brow, 
And fees unmov’d the thunder break below. 


Dut where’s the patriot, by thefe virtues known, 
Unfway'd by others paffions, or his own? 
Juit to his prince, and to the public true, 
“Phat fhuns, in all events, each partial view ? 
‘That oc’er forgets the whole of things to weigh, 
And fcurrs the fhort-liv’d wifdom of a day ? 


If there be one—hold mufe, ror more reveal— 
(Yet oh that numbers could his name conceal!) 
‘Vorice happy Bricain, of fuch wealth potfeft! 

@u thy rm throne, great George, unthaken reft, 





EM 6. Ss 
Safe in his judgment, on his faith rely; 
And prize the worth which kingdoms cannot buy? 


Rich in itfelf, the genuine diamond thines, 
Ad owes its value to its native mines; 
Yet fet in Britain's crown, drinks ampler rays 
Of the fun’s light, and-cafts a wider blaze. 
With pleafure we the well-plac’d gem behold, 
That adds.a Iuftre to the royal gold. 


Fanusy 25. 5719-18, 





a 2%) EE = 

SECOND SCENE OF THE 
or 

ORESTES, A TRAGEDY. 


fIRSF ACT 


TRANSLATED FROM EURIPIDES, 


Argument, 

Oreftes had killed his mother Clytemnettra, in ree 
venge of his father’s death, who was murdered 
byher. This part of the ftory is the fubje@ of 
the Eleétra of Sophocles, where, in the conclu. 
fion of the play, Clytemneftra is heard behind 
the fcene crying out in vain for mercy, while 
her fon is executing his revenge: Fethapa:this 
Play was ‘written deft ; and:#ytipides ‘took up’ 
the ftory where the’ other iéfr The refleca 
tion otf hig guilt in'putting his mother to death, 
though a criminal; with his own hands, filled 
Oreftes’s mind with fo.much horror as aiter~ 
wards caufed his diftra@ion. . In this :condition 
he i» reprefented in tho following fcene, lying 
on 4 couch, and hisfifter Rle@ra, with a chorus 
of Grecian women, waiting near him. . 





T thalt detain the reader no longer than to obferve, 
thec the tendernefs of Eledtra, and the alternate 
flarts and returns of madnefs and reafon in O~ 
reftes, are touched with the moft exquifite 
ftrokes of nature and paffion. 

Chorus, Orefles, Eledira. 
Chorus. 

Draw near, Electra, to thy brother's conchs 

See if he breathes; this long-protradted refi © 

May end in death, and fatally deceive thee. 

Orefies, wading. . “A 
© fweet refrefhing eep! thou balmy cure 

Of ficknefs and of pain! * 

How has thy gentle power at length reliew’d:- me ? 

O foft oblivion of furrounding ills, 

‘How grateful to th’ afflicted are thy charms ! 

Where am I ?—fpeak—inform me, tell me where, 

How came I hither? for 1 know not how! 

Alas! I’ve lately been bereft ofreafon ! 

And now no traét of former thought reniains, 

= Elefira, 
OQ my much-lov'd Oreftes! O my brother ! 

With joy I’ve watch’d o’er thy late healing flunt. 

bers. 
| Come-—fhallT he'p to raife thee from thy conch 2 
\ X ij 





How pleafant is this tafe toa 


28 
‘ Orefles. 
Soft, } pray thee—frtt wipe away thefe drops, 
‘hat fic all dewy o'er myface, + 
es EleGras- 
Ye gadst * 
fitter’s love ' 
‘ 18) Grefics. . ° 
Come, Ict me Tean upon" the: 
hear mé?— HEE HE 
Pat forth thy hand; remove the clotted locks 
Phat thade my fights Ufearcely yet can fee— 
: Rtettva, 
© my poor brother! how has ficknefs chang’d 
+ thee! not ey tae 
Thy face; thy beard, fo long unwafh’d deform 
, 7 thee, . % 
And {pread.an unknown horror o'er thy mien. 
“ “ Orefes : 
1'm weary ;~-lead me to my couch again. 
“When my fit leaves nfe Vam weak and faint, 
Anda cold trembling runs through all my limbs. 
: . Bledira, “eS 
How friendly is the fick man’s bed; though 
pain ‘ ok 
Dwell ther¢, yet there he bet may bear it. 
: Orgies. } 
! help once more; and gently bend me for- 
wards i pg 





how canft thou 


‘oO 





* Chorus. 


‘The fick are ever reftlelss 
Uneafinels and pain make them impatient. 

' Eleétra: Shee oe 

"Wilt thou get up, and try again to walk ? 
Change wall perhaps relieve thee, : 

” 5 Orefies. 
T fain would walk—and, feeming well awhile, 
Delude my anxious thought = mae 
eS, wt Blettra, ; 

: a .. Now hear me, brother ; 
Hear me, while yet the crucl furies leave thee, 
This paufe from grief, this interval of reafon. 

:  Orefier. 


“eSpeak quick thy news—if it be good, “tis wel- 


~ teme; ‘ 
UE itl—I’ve load enough; tor add thou more. 
7 : . Elettra. : 

‘Then know thy uncle Menelaus comes; 
His thip isin the port— ven 
oe ce Opefles. 

‘ What dott thou fay 2-— 
Fe comes; like dawning light, to cheer our griefs, 
‘and chafi away the blacknefs cf defpairs J 
My father’s brother, and bis beft-lov’d friend! 
ao EleGra,* 4 
He's now arriv'’d—and brings from conquer’d, 
Troy : : 
Jiis besutcous Helen— - 
: OS Ovefles. 
. Say’ thou? —hetter far 
He came alone—and he alone furviving: » 
But if-with.Helens-then he brings 4 curfe, 
A heavy curfe—". ., Ss faite “at Te ' 
*% von Ekara, 
__. The race of Tyndarus 
Mave through all Greece {pread infamy and fhame, 
hin GA ec os 


4 


THE WORKS OF HUGHES. 








Or 

Beware then—fkun the deeds of impious women. 
Wear'no f2'fe face—be good, as well as feent fot 
Beware { fay— ~ Ra 






ElcBra, 
iy brother? you are chang’d. 
look Se-cely wild 
he’s le@ again. 


Alas! what'm 
Your coleur thifte 
our fit returbs~—O hea 
Orefesz. —* - 

Mother, forbear !-Whet! no forgivenele— 
never? a 

O} take away thofe far! 
Their faaky locks, ax 















hew they fhake - _ 
round nic! . 









ret. 
Alas ‘poor wretch, ’ti thy own fear alarms thee. 
Compote thyfelf: why doit thon leave thy couch ? 
Here are nd fienda; thou talk’ft to fhapelefs air. 
er Orefies. 7 , 
Help, help me, Phais—See thofe dogs of hell. 
With famith'd jaws gape horrid to devour me! 
Uh’ infernal priefte fkes look Tiercely on me; ene 
"They thirft for blood, and I'm the deftin’d vidim! 
Hs a Baa 0 EhkeGra. a is 
Nay, fliive not—for 1 will net let thee go, 
While thefze weak arms can fold thee— 
: Le Orel. 2 
What art theu? [thee s 
One of my curft tormenters?—Hence—T know 
“Shou grafp'ft me thus to plunge me down to hell. 
. Ekdra. Bee 
Oh! whence .can wretched mortals hope fog 
faccour, 
When heaven is deaf, and all the 
" Ordfess 
Reach me the weapons cf the fhooting god, 
Apollo's gilt, the fhatts and horny bow 5 
With thefe he bade me drive the fiends away, 
When cruel, they attack me— ae » 
: *Bletira. - 
Can they feel? 
Can deathlefs beings fee] a mortal wound ? 
Orefles. : 
‘They fhall—or leave ny tortur’d fight—hehold{ 
Dott thou not fee their feather'd thafts fly round 
me? 
Begone, ye minifters of wrath—Away | away! 
The guilt’s not mine—Hence, through the yield- 
ing fkies, 
Fly fwift to heaven—and charge Apollo there 
Whofe oracle betray’d me—Ah! [ faint; 
My fpirits fink—Where am 1 now ? Alas! 
How have I left my bed.2—how ftray’d I hither? 
O~-I perceive—once more the raging, waves 
Have fpent their force—and all is calm again— : 
My filter ?—weeping too? Why doft thou turn 
Thy face away, thus muffled in thy garment! _ 
I grieve to think what I have made thee fuffer 5° 
I know my ficknefs bears too hard upon thee 
Yer weep not for my crimes, unhappy maid!” 
"The deed was mine—Thou only didft conferit +” 
Twas I that flew my mother—Phoebus himfelf” 
‘Advis'd that itmpious a@—the guilt be his, [me, 
Whole words fpoke comfort, but whe now forfakea’ 
Bat oh! Eleétra, had our father’s fhace en 
Been preftnt then--had F, before the god, 


gods our foes : 


POEMS. ’ 


Afk’d his confent, to ftrike the murderefs dead, 
The pitying manes fure had ftopp'd my hand, 
Nor would have wilh’d for his own.life again, 
Redcenr'd by guilt, fo horrid in a fon, 

Now wipe away thy tears, lamenting maid; 
‘Though we're both wretched, tears are fhed in vain; 
And when thou felt again my falrering reafon, 
Be ready thou to rule my broken fenfe, 
‘And comfort my affli@ion——And when thon ~*~ 
Shale fink beneath thy preffing woes, T'll ftrive 
By foothing words to mitigate thy forcows. 
puch offices become our fond. affeétion, 

But now, retiring to thy owk'apartment, 
Let gentle lumber clole thy wakeful eyes; 
Then rife refreth’d 5 anélot thy wearicd limbs, 
And with dae*nourifiment recruit chy Spitics. 
Such ceafelefs waredings will exhault thy frength, 
And make thy languid life a burden to thee. 
Thou feeft all.other friends arc fed; thou art* 
My only folace in this dire affliction. 
Should’ft thou forfake me too, I’m loft indeed. 

Eleétra. : : 

O no! thy fitter never will forfake thee; 
Nor only will I live, but die, with thee ; 

‘What joy could life afford a wretched woman, 
Bereft of father, brother, every friend 2-— 


But.if-you fo.command, Iwill retire; 
In the meanwhile compofe thyfelf to rett, ? 
Reclin'd upon thy coah; nor let vaiv terrors 
Roule thee again—Thy own upbraiding confcience 
Is the revengeful fiend that haudts chy breaft 4 





ON THE'BIRTH DAY 
Of che Right Honourable 
THE LORD CHANCELLOR PARKER. 


JOLY XXII. M.DCC.XIX. 


As father Thames pours out his plenteous urn 
O'er common tracts, with fpeed his waters iow; 
But where fome beautcous palace does adorn 
His banks, the river feems to move more flow; 


Asif he ftopp'd awhile, with confcious pride, 
Nor to the ocean would purfue his race, 
Till he reflect its gloties.in his tide, 
‘And call the water-nymphs around to gaze. 


So in time’s comnion flood the huddled throng 
Of months and hours unheeded pafs away, 

Unlefs fome general good our joy prolong, 
‘And mark the momients of fome feftal day. - 


Not faiz July, though plenty clothe his fields, 
‘Though golden funs make all his mornings imile, 
Can boait of aught that fach a triumph yields, 
As that he gave a Parker to our ifle. 


Hail happy month! fecure of lafting fame ! 
Doubly diftinguifh’d through the circling year + 
Ww Rome a hero gave thee firkt thy name 5 y 
A patriot’, birth makes thee te Britain dear. 





bes 


THE XIVth OLYMPIC OF PINDAR, 
TS 
ASOPICUS. OF OR@HOMENUS. 


1 
Ye heavenly graces, who prefide 
O'ey Minyzxa’s happy foil, that breeds, 
Swift for the race, the faireft feeds ; 
And role the land, where with a geutle tide 
Your fov'’d Cephifian waters glide ! 
To you Orchomenus’s towers belong, 
Then hear, y¢ goddeffes, and aid the fong. 
i. 
Whatever hongurs thine below, 
Whatever gifts: can move delight, . 
Or footh the ravith’d foul, or charm the fight, . 
To you their power of pleafing owe. 
Fame, beauty, wifdom, you beftow ; 
Nor will the gods the facred banquet own, 
Nor on the chorus look propitious dowa, 
If you your prefence have deny'd, 


To rule the banquet, and the chorus guide. 


Ut. 
In heayen itfelf all own your happy care; 
* Blefe’d-by your influence divine, 

‘There all is good, and all is fair: . 
Op thronee-Cobiione Yo there iltuftrion: thing; 
Piac’d neat Apollo with the. yee, 

You til his harmony. ivfpiet, ere 
And warbled hymns'ts for ctual fing, 
To Jove, of heaven. the father and the king. 

" Wee. 

Now hear, Aglaia, venerable maid | 

~ Hear thou that tuneful verfe dof Ipve, 
Euphrofyng! join your ceeleftial vid, =~ 
* Ye danghtere of-immortal Jove! 
‘Thalia too be prefent:with.my lays; 

" Afopicus bas rais’d his city’s name, 

And, vier in th’ Olympic ftrife, may clain, 
From you bis jut. reward of virtuous praife. ° 





v : 

And thou, © Fare! this happy triumph {pread 5 
Fly to the regions of the dead, [fouiad, © 

Through Proferpine’s dark empire bear the 
There feck Cleodamus below, '* 

And let the pleas'd paternal fpirit know, 

How on the plains of Pifa far ren: y 

His fon, his youthful fon, of matchtels fpeed, © 
Bore off from all the victor's meed, , 

‘And with an olive wieath his envy’d temples 

_ crown’d. tT as Fey 








‘THE MORNING. APPARITION, 


Written ot Wallingtor-boufe, in Surry, th: Seat of Mr, 


Bridset. 





Aux things were , as noife itfelf were deady 
No midnight mice'frr'd round my filent béd 5 ~ 
Not ’cn.a gnat diflurb'd the peace profound, . 
Dumb o’er my pillow hung my watch unwoynd 
No ticking death-worm told a fancy'd doom,” 


| Nor hidden gvicket chirrup’d in the roopa 


X iti 


348 THE WoRKS 


No breese the cafement fhook, or fann'd the leaves, 

Nor drops of rain fell foft-from off the eaves; 

Nor noify {plintet made-the candle weep, 

But the dinx watchtight feem'd itfelf afleep, | 

When tit'd-1 clos’'d my eyes-—How long I lay 

In flumber wrapp'd, Iliff not now to fay: 

When hark ! a fuddet noife—See : open flies 

The yielding door-—l, ftarting, rubb’d my eyes, 

Paft clos'd awhile; and as their lids { rear'd, 

Full at my feet a tall thin form appear’d, 

While through my parted curtains ruthing broke 

A light like day, ere yet the figyre fpoke. 

Cold fweat bedew'd my limbae-Nor did I dream; 
lear, mortals, hear | for real truth’s my theme. 

And now, more bold, I rais'd my trembling bones 

‘To look—when lo ! "twas honeft mafter Jonea*; 

Who wav’d his hand, to banith fear and forrow, 

Well charg’d with toaft and fack, and cry’d “ Good 

* morrow 2? : . 





’ WRITTEN iM a ‘WINDOW 

ar 'WALLINGTON-HovsE, 
: Tuen. wae seat o 
MRS. ELIZ..BETH BRIDGES, 1719. 


Envy, if thy fearching eye 

‘Through this window chance to pry, 

To thy forrow thou fhalt find, 

All that’s generous, friendly, kind, ° 
Goodnefs, virtue’ every grace, 

Dwelling in this happy place : 

Then, if thou would't thun this fight, 

Hence for ever take thy Hight. 





THE SUPPLEMENT: 
THE CHARACTEX oF 
MRS. ELIZABETH BRIDGES. 


"Imp ofa 

Painer, give o'er; here ends thy feeble arts 
For how wilt thou deferibe th’ immortal part ? 
Though Kutlicr’s or though Raphacl’s fkill were 

thine . 
Or “Tician’s colours oa the cloth did fhine, 
‘The labour'd piece mutt yet haif-finiih'd (and, 
Arid mock the werknefs of the mafter’s hand, 


Colours:are but the phantoms nf the day, 
With that they're born, with that they fade away; 
Like beauty’s charms, they but amufe the fight, 
Dark in themfelves, till, by reflection bright, ~ 
With the.fyn’s aid to rival him they beak, 
Bur l'ght withdrawn in their own thades are Joit. 
‘Then what ace thefe t’ exprefs the living: fire, 
ihe ‘amp within, that sever can expire 2 








* The butler. 
@ Sre died Dec. t, 2745, aged 88, 
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That work can only by the mufe be wrought ; 

fouls muft paint fouls, and thought delineats 
._ thoughs. 
Then painter-mufe begin, and unconfin’d 

Draw boldly fir a large extent of mind : 

Vet rot a barren wafte, an empty fpace. 

For crowds of virtues fill up all the place, 

See! o’erthe reft fair piety prefides, 

As the bright fon th’ inferior planets guides; 

To the fout's powers it vital heat fupplies, 

And hence a thoufand worthy habits rife, 

So when that geniakfather of the fpring 

Smiles on the meads, and wakes the birdetofing, 

And from the heavenly bull his influence. thi 

On the parterres and fruitful garden beds, . 

A theufand us births fhoot up to fight, 

A thoufend buds anfolding meet the light ; 

Each ufeful plant does the rich earth adorn, 

And all the flowery. usiverfe is born. 


0! could my verfe defcsibe this facred queen, 
This firft of virtues, awful, yet ferene, : 
Plain in her native charms, nor too fevere, 

Free from falfe zeal, and fuperitirious fear; 
Such und fo bright, as by th’ effc@s we find 

She dwellain this Geleded happy mind, 
The fource of every good thauld ftand confeft, 
And all whe fee applaud the heaven-born gueft! 


* Proceed, my mufe, next in the pi@ure place 
Diffufive charity to human race, 

Juftice thou need’ft not in the draught eprefe, 
Since every greater ftill includes the lefs, ; 
What were the praife if virtue idly ftood, 
Content alike to do nor harm nor good? 
Though fhunning il], una@ive and fupine, 

Like painted funs that warm not while they thine? 
The nobler foul fach narrow fife difdains, 

Flows out, and meets another’s joys and pains, 
Taftelefs of bleflings, i€ poffest ‘dee 

And in imparted pleafures Seeks its own. 

Hence. grows theseafe Of friendthip’s generous fires, 
. Hence tiberality the heart infpires, ' 
Hence. ftreams of good in conftant adlions flow, 
And man to man becomes a god below ! 


A foul thus form’d, and fuch a foul is here, 

Needs not the dangerous teft of riches fear, 

. But, unfubdued to wealth, may fafely fland, 

4nd count o'er heaps with an unfuily’d hand. 

Heaven, that knew this, and where t’ intruft its 
flare, * > 

And, blefing one, oft’ bleffes. many more, 

Firft gave a will to give, then fitly join’d 

A liberal fortune to a liberal mind. 

With fuch a graceful eafe her bounty flows; 

She gives, and {carce that the’s the fiver knows, 

But feems receiving moft, when the the mof 
heftows, 

Rich in herfelf, well may the value more 

Her wealth within, the mind’s immortal fore ; 

Paffions fubdued, and.knowledge free from ‘pride, 

Good humour, evet to good feitfe ally’d, » 

Well-feafon'd mirth, and wifdom unfevere, 

An cgual temper, and a heart fincere; © 
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Gifts that alone from -Nature’s bounty flow, 
Which forrune may difplay, but not beftow; 
For wealth but fets the picture more in fight, 
And brings the beauties or the faults to light. 
How true th’ efteem that’s founded in defer! 
How pleafing is the tribute of the heart! 
Here willing duty ne’er was paid in vain, 
And ev’n dependence cannot feel its chain, 
Yet whom the thus fets free the clofer binds, 
(Affeion is the chain of grateful minds) 
And, doubly blefling her adopted care, 
Makes them her virtues with her fortune fhare, 
Leads by example, and by kindnefs guards, 
And raifas firft the merit fhe rewards. 


Oft too abraad fhe cafts a friendly eye, 
As fhe would:help to every need fupply. 
The poor, gear her almoft their cares forget, 
Their want but ferves 2s hunger to their meat; 
For, fince her fonl’s ally'd to human kind, 
Not to her houfe alone her ftore"s confin’d, 
But paffing on, its own full banks o’erflows, 
Enlarg’d, and deals forth plenty as it goes. 
Through fome fair garden thus a river leads 
Its watery wealth, and firft th’ inclofure feeds, 
Vifits cach plant, and every flower fupplies; 
Or, taught in {pertive fountains to arile, 
Cuits fprinkled thowers o’er every figur’d green ; 
Or in canals walks ronnd the beauteous fcene, 
Yet ftops not there, but its free courfe maintains, 
And {preads gay verdnre through th’ adjasent 

lains 5 
The labouring hinds with pleafure fee it- flow, 
Aud blefs thofe ftreams by which their paftares 
grow, ne : 

O generous ufe of power! O virtuous pride! 
Ne’er may the means be to fach fouls deny’d,- 
Executors of Heaven's all-bounteous will, 
Who well the great Firft-giver’s ends fulfil, 
Who from fuperior heights fill looking down 
On glittering heaps, which Jearce they think their 

own, 
Defpife the empty thow of ufelefs ftate, 
And only would by doing good be great! 


Now paufe awhile, my mufe, and then renew 
The pleating talk, and take a fecond view ! 
a a ee 
ke ee OR He He eR Re 
A train of virtues yet undrdwn appear ; 

Here juit economy, ftrid prudence there; 

Near liberality they ever ftand ; 

‘This guides her judgment, that diredts her hand. 
By thete fee wild profulion chas'd away, 

‘And wanton luxury, like birds of prey. 

Whilf meek humility, with charms ferene, 
Forbids vain pomp t’ approach the hallow’d feene; 
Yer through her veil the more attrag&ts the fight, 
And on her fitter-virtues cas 4 light. 


‘The piece unfisith’d, throws the pencil by? 
STethinks (fhe fays} humility { hear, 


n gentle voice ceproving, ey —Forbear | 












But wherefore ftarts the painter-mufe, and why, 





j “ashe 

Forbear, rath mufe: nor longer now commend, 

Lett whom thou would’ defcribe, thou thould'® 
offend, 

And in her breaft a painful glowing raife, 

Who, conScious of che merit, fhuns the praife, 





THE ECSTACY. 
AN opr. 


Me vero primim dulces ante omnia mufs 
 Accipiant, coelique vias et fidera monftrenc* 
Vine 


Advertifement, 


It may be proper to acquaint the reader that the 

following poem was begun on the model of a” 
Latin ode of Gafimiro, intituled ¢ Rebys Humanis 

Lxceffus, ftom which it is plain chat Cowley 

Tikewife took the firft hint of his ode called the 

Esflacy. The former part; therefore, is chiefly 

an imitation of that odc, though with confider« 

able variations, and the addition of the whole 

fecond ftanza, except the firft three lines: -but 

the plan itfelf feeminy capable of a farther ing, 

provement, the latter part, which attempes « 

fhort view of the heavens accor to the nio~ 

dern philofophy, is entirely Be sages 105 
founded on any thing in the Latin ine 


L 

I Leave mortality’s low fphere. 

Ye winds and clduds, come lift me high - 

And on your airy:pinions bear - 

Swift through the regions of theifky. 

‘What lofty mountains downward fiy! 

And lo, how wide a fpace of air 

Extends new profpedts to my eye! 

‘The gilded fanes, reflecting light, 

And royal palaces, as bright, 

(The sich abodes 

Of heavenly and of earthly gods) 

Retire apace ; whole cities too 

Decreafe beneath my rifing view. 

And now far off the rolling globe appearsg” 
Até featter’d nations I furvey, 
And all the mafs of earth and fea; 
Oh objet well deferving tears! : 
Capricious ftate of things belaw, . . ‘{knowf 

That, changeful from their birth, no fix'd duration 

ue : 

Here new-built.towns, afpiring high, 

Alcend, with lofty turrets crown’d ; 

There others fail, and moyldering lic, «© 
Obicure,-or only by their ruins found, 
Paimyra’s farrextended wafte I py, 

(Once Tadmor, ancient in renown) 2 
Her marble heaps, by the wild Arab fhown, 

Still load with wlelefs-pomp the grounds 
But where is lordly Babylon ? where now ‘ 

Lifts the te heaven her giant brow ? cist 
‘Where does the wealth of Nineveh abound 3 

Or where's the pride of Afric’s Shore} 

Is Rome's great sival then no mare é 
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In Rome-herfelf behold th’ extremes of fate, 
Her ancient greatnels fark, her modern boafted i 
‘fate! . i 
See her Iuxurious palaces arife, | 
With broken arches mixt hetween ! 


Where fhall the mufe one little fpot defery 
The feat of happinefs below ? 
Here peace would all its joys difpenfe, 
‘The vines and olives unmolefted grow, 
But lo! a purple peftilence 
Unpeoples cities, fweeps the plains, 
Whitt vainly through deferted fields 
Her unreap'd harvefts Ceres yields, 
And at the noon of day a midnight filence reigns. 
‘There nfilder heat the-healchful climate warms, 
But, flaves to arbitrary power, 
And pleas’d each other to devour, 
‘The mad poffeffors rufh to arms, 
1 fee, 1 fee them from afar, 
T view diftin@ the mingled war ! 
1 fee the changing {quadrohs pref 
Hand to hand, and breaft to breatt. 
Deltruction, like a vulfure, hovers nigh; 
(ur’d with the hope af human blood, 
She hangs upon the wing, uncerrain where to fly, 
But licks her drowthy jaws, and waitsthe promis’d 
food. 


Vv. 
Here cruel Difcord takes 2 wider fcene, 
‘To exercife more unrelenting rage ; 
Appointed fleets their numerous powers cngage, 
With fcarce a {pace of fea between, 
Hark! what a brazen burft of thunder 
Rends the elements afunder ‘ 
Affrighted Ocean flies the roar, 
‘And ‘drives the billows to the diflant fhore 5 
The diflant fhorc, 
"That fuch a ftorm ne’er felt before, 
"Tranf{mits it to the rocks around ; 
"The rocks and hollow creeks prolong the rolling 
found, = 


And here what fplendid domes poflefs the fkies ! ] 
And there old temples, open to the day, 
‘Their walls o’ergrown with mots difplay; 
And columns, awful in decay, {fcene. 
Rear up their rooflefs heads to form the various 
ML 
* Around the fpace of earth { turn my eye; 
But where's the region free from woe ? 
w 
Still greater horrors flrike my’eyes. 
Behold ‘convuifive earthquakes there 
And fhatter’d-land in pieces tear, ~ 
And ancient cities nk, and fudden mountains rife! 
‘Vhrough opening mincs th’ aftonith’d wretches go, | 
Hurry’d to unknown depths below. 
‘The bury'd ruin fleeps; and neught remains 
But dutt above and defart plains, 
Unllefs fome ftone this fad infcription wear, 
Rais'd by fome future traveller, j 
& Yhe prince, his pcople, and his kingdom, here, 
“ One common tomb contains.” 
vi 
Again, beheld where feas, difde 
oc ae a? tees es 





g bound, 
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| And bury fpacious towns bencath their {weeping 


tide. [found. 


Dafh'd with the fudden flood the vaulted teniples 


Waves roll'd on waves, deep burying deep, lift 

hig! 

A watery monument, in which profound 

‘The courts and cottages together lie. 

Ey'n now the floatiog wreck I {py, 
And the wide furface far around 
With fpoils of plunder'd countries crown'd, 

Such, Belgia, wes the ravage and.affright, 
When late thou faw’ft thy ancient foe 

__ Swell o’er thy digues, oppos’d in vain, 

With deadly rage, and rifiug in ics might 

Pour down {wift ruin on thy plains below. 
‘Thus fire, and air, and earth, and mais, 

A never-ceafing fight maintain, 

While man on every fide is fure to lofe; 

And fate has furnifh’d out the tage of life 

With war, misfortune, and with ftrife; [woes, 

Till death the curtain drops, and ‘thuts the fecne of 
Vu 
But why do I delay my flight ? 
Or on fuch gloomy objects gaze? 
I go to realms ferene with ever-living light. 
Hatfte, clouds and whirlwind, haite a raptur'd bard 
to raife; 

Mount me fublime along the fhining way, 

Where planets, in pure fireams of xther driv'’n, 
Swim through the blue expanfe of heav’n, 

And lo! th’ obfequious clouds and winds obey { 

And Jo! again the nations downwards fly, 

Andwide-ftretch’d kingdoms perith from my eye. 
Heaven! what bright vifions now arife! 

What opening worlds my ravith’d Senfe farprife ! 

1 pafs cerulean guifs, and now behold 

New folid globes their weight, felf-balanc’d, bear, 
Unprop’é amidft the fluid sir, 

And all, around the ceocral fun, in circling eddies 
roll’d. 

Unequal in their conrfe fee they advance, 

And form the planetary dance! 

Here the pale mooa, whom the fame laws ordain 
‘Tobey the earth, and rue the main; , 

Here {pots 90 more in fhadowy flreaks appear 5 
But lakes inftead, dnd groves of trees, 
'The'wondering mule tranfported fees, 

And their tall heads difcover’d mountains rear. 

And now ence more I downward caft my fight, 

‘When lo! the earth a larger mvon, difplays 

Far off, amid the heavens, her filver face, 

. And to her fitter moon by turns gives light ! 
Her feas are fhadowy fpots, her land a milky white. 
: Vii. 
What power unknown my courfe fill upwards 
guides, s 
‘Where Mars is feen his ruddy rays to throw 
‘Through heatlefs fkies that round him feem to 
“glow, *Efides ? 
And where’ remoter Jove o'er his four moons pre- 
And now | urge my way more bold, 
‘Unpierc’d by Saturns chilling cold, —[hehold, 
And pafs his planetary guards, and his bright ring 
Here the fun’s beams fo faintly play, : 
Wie tatnaled fhadtes chentt eetinccilh 4: 
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His rays reverted hence the fire withdraws, 
For here bis wide dominions énd ;° 

And other funs, that rule by other lawe 
Hither their bordering realms extend, 

ix. 

And now far eff through the blue vacant barne, 
I réach at lait the milky road, : 

Once thought to lead to Jove's fupreme abode, 


‘Where ftars, profule in heaps, heaven's glittering ~ 


heights adorn. 

Lofbin each other’s neighbouring rays, [blsze. 
They andiftinguifi'd thine in“ one’ promifcuous 

So thick the Jucid gems are ftrown, : 

As if th’ Almighty builder here ~ 

Laid up. his flores for many a fphere 

18 deltin'd worldg, as yet unknown.” 

Hither the sightly-wakeful fwain, 

That gnards his folds upon the plain, | 

Of turns his gazing eyes, * 

Yot marks no ftars, but o'er his head’ 

Peholds the ftreamy twilight {pitad, 
the. fkics;. 


4% 


¢ its dawning fplen- 






x, 
But lo !—what’s this [ fee appear? 
ty &ems far off a pointed flame ; 
From carth-wards too the fhining meteor camp. 
How’ fwift it elimbs gh’ perial fpace ! 
And now it traverlés-tach dpheré 


o * rk 
And fens fome living gueft, familiar to the place. E 


‘Tis ke—as I approach more near_, 
The great Columbus of the tkies I know! 
Tis Newton's tpul, that daily travels here 
In fearch of knowlidge for mankind below. 

© flay, thou happy fpitit, tay, [day 5 

Aud lead me on through all th’ unbeaten wilds of 
Ag when the Sibyl did Rome’s father guide 
safe through the downward roads of night, 

And in Elyfium bleft his fight 
With views till then to mortal eyes deny’d. 

Flere let me, thy companion, itray 

From ofb to orb, and now behold 
Unnumber’d fins, all feas of molten golds 

And trace each comet’s wandering way, 

And now defcry light’s fountain. head, © 

And meafure its defcending {peed 5 

Or karn how fun-born coluurs rife ~ 

Ip rays diflinct, and in the fries 

Blended in yellow radiance flow, 

Or ftain the fleecy cloud, or ftreak the watery how ; 
Or now diffus'd their beauteous tinétures thed * 
On every planet’s rificg bills, aud every verdant 

« — @pmecd. 

xk 
Thus, rais'd fublime on contemplation’s wings, 

Freth wonders | would Rill explore, 

Still the great Maker’s power adore, 

Left iu the thought—nor ever more 

Return to earth, and earthly things; 

But here with native freedom take my flight, 
An inmate of the heavens, adopted into light ! 
So for a while the royal eagle’s brood 

In his low neft fecurely lies, 

Amid the darknefs of the thelterirg wood, 
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Yet there with in-born vigour hopes the fkjes 3; 

Till Aedg'd with wings full-grown,and bold to rife,” 
“The bird of heaven to heaven afpires, 

Soars "midi the metenrs and celeftial fires, 

With generous pride his humbler birth difdains, 

And-bears the thunder through th’ xthereal plaing. 


a 


THE TENTH 200K 
oe or a 
‘LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, 


TRANSLATED. 
The Argument and Connsltion of the Story with iba” 
foregoing Books, - ae 


Pompey, Bying to Egypt, after his defeat at Phar- 
falia, was, by the king’s copfent, bafely mur- 
dered by Pothinus, and his head yhefented to 
Cefar, as he approached the Egyptian coaft, in 
purfuit of his enemy. The poet having repre- 
fented this cataftrophe in the two former books; 
the argument of thetenth book is as follows : 

Cafar lands in Egypt. He goes té Alexandria; 
vifits rhe temple; arid the (ecient the kings, 

in whieh Alexahtier ‘the Greate rit Wait} the: : 
poet, it'a bewaetinl digeidn, weclaims ‘against 
~ the ambitton® of that monarch. Ptolemy. the 
young kirig of Egypt,’ meets Carfar at his arri- 

_ val; and reeeives him into his palate, His fifter” 
Cleopatra, who had been’ kept a. prifoner in 
Pharos, makes her eféape, and privately getting 
admittance to Cxfar, implores his protection, 

By his means 'the ‘is.reconciled to her brother ¢ 
after which the entertains Cafar at 2 feaft. The’ 
fupper being ended, Cafar requefts of Achoreus, 
the prieft, an accdunt of the antiquities of Egypt, 
particularly of theriver Nile. Achoreus’s reply, 

‘The courfe of that river deferibed, with an enu- 

meration of the various opinions conceruing its 
fpring, and the caufes‘of its overflowing. Po.. 

thinus plots the death of Cafar, His meflage 

to Achillas to invite him to join in thie attémpr. 

Achillas marches againft Alexandria wjth an 

army compofed of Egyptians and Romans, and 

befieges Czefar in the palace, who felzes Ptolemy. 

as a pledge for his own fecurity. A herald,. 
fent from the king to inquire the: taufe of this 

tumalt, is flain. An attack being made, Cafar 

defends himfelf, burns the Egyptitn thips in the 

harbour, and poffeffes himfelf of Pharos, where 

he puts Pothinus to death.:“Arfiioe, younger 

fifler of Btolemy; by the'id’ af Ganiinede, her 

gavernor, arrivitig’jn tie tump, ‘caufes Achillas 

to be flain. Ganimede renews the attack againft 

Caefar, ‘who is Blgcked up in Phafos, and ree 

duced to the gréateft extremiry. : 








Wnen conquering Cafar follow’é to the land. 
His rival's head, and trod the barbarous ftiand, 
His fortune ftfove with guilty Egy pr’ fate 
Iu doubtfut fight, and this the dire debaré 


ry 


3m 
Shall Roman arms great Lagus’ realm enthralt ? 
Or fhall the vitor, like the vanquifh’d, fall 


2 


By Egypt's word? Pompey, the ghoft withfteod * 


‘Th’ imapeniding blow, and fav/d the general’s blood, 
Left Rome, too happy after lofs of thee, 
Should rile the Nile, herfclf from bondage free, 


Secure, and with this barbarous pledge content, 
Jo Alexandria now the conqueror went. = 
The crowd that faw his entry, while, before, 
Advancing guards the reds of empire bore, 

{p murmur'd founds their jealous rage difclow’d, 
‘At Roman rites and foreign law impos'’d, 
Obferving Cafar foon his.errar fpy’d, 

“What not for him his mighty ‘rival dy’d, 

‘Vet fmooth’d his brow, all marks of fear fupprefs'd, 
afind hid his caves, deep byry'd in his breait, 


Then with intrepid mien he took his way, 
‘The city walle and temples to furvey, 
‘Works which thy ancient power, great Macedon, 
difplay. , 

He view'd the fplendid fanes with carclefs eyes, 

Shrines rich with gold and facred uryfteries, 

Nor fix'd his fight, bu, eager in his pace, 
“ Defcends the vault, which “holdi the ora 

Philip's mad fon, the profpérous rabber, botind 

in fate’s etcrnal chains, here Mleeps profound, 

‘Whom death forbad his rapines to purfue, 

And in the world’s revenge the monfter flew. 

His impious bongs, which, through cach climaietoft, 

‘The {yort of winds, or in the ocean loft, 

Had met a jafter fate, this tomb obrain'd, 

And facred, to that kingdom’ end, remain’d. 

©! thould aufpicious years roll round again, 

And godlike tiberty refume her reign, 

Preferv'd to Scorn the relics would be fhown 

Wf the bold chief, whofe boundlefs pride alone 

‘This curft example to ambition gave, 

Flow maby realms one mortal <an enflave ! 





Difdainieg what his father won before, 

Afpiritg fill, and reliefs after more, 
He left hishomes while fortune fmooth'd his way, 
And o'er the froitfal eaft eslarg’d his fway. 
Red flaughter mark’d his progrefs, as he paft; 
‘The guilty fword laid human natre waite, 
Difcolour’d Ganges’ aod Euphrates’ flood, 
‘Wich Perfian thie, and’that with Indian blood, 
He fecm’d in terror to thé nations fene, 

, The » cath of heaven, a ftar ef dire portent, i 
Aad thook, like thunder, all the continent ! 


Nor yet content, a navy he provides, 
‘To feas remote his triumphs new he guides, 
Nor winds nor waves his progrefs could with- 
Band; : 
Nor Liby’s fcopching heat, and defart land, 
Nor rolling mountains ef colleéted fand. 
Had Heaven dit giv’n him linc, he had outrun 
‘The farthek journey of-the fetting fun, 
March’d round the poles, and drank difcover'd Nile 
At his {pring-head—But winged fate the while 
Comes on with peed, the funeral hour draws near; 
ath only could-arreft bis mad carcer, 
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Who to his grave the world’s fole empire bore} 
With the fame envy ‘twas acquir'd before; 
And, wating a-facceffor to bis reign, 

Left all to fuffer conqueft once again. 


Yet Babylon firft yielded to his arms, 

And Parthia trembled at his proud aiarms. 

Oh fhame to tell! could haughty Parthia fear 

The Grecian dart, and net the Roman Spear? 

What though the north, and fouth, and weft, are 
ours, . 

Th’ unconguer'd eat defies our fecble powers, 

So fatal once to Rome’s great Craffi known, 

A province now to Pella’s puny town. 


Now from Pebufium, where expanding wide 
Nile pours inte the fea bis ample tide, 
Came the boy-king's ‘Ris prefence foon,appear’d 
The people’s rage, and giddy tu ‘d. 

In Egypt's palace, Cefar Og 

This princely hoftage does awhi 

His terms of peace; when lo! fifter-queen, 

Tqa {mall boat conceal’d, fecurely mean, 

With cesrupts the keeper of the port, 

e a 4 ands, apd lurks within, the court. 
sofintry’s worlk difgrace, 

ih race! ae 












As Helen’s foft’incendiary charms *e 

Proyok’d the Grecian and the Trojan arms,. 

No fefs did Cleopatra’s eyes infpire 

Italian flames, and fpread the kindled fire. 

A rabble rout, a vile enervate band 

Prefum'd th’ imperial eagles to withftand ; 

Canopus march’d, a woman at their head, 

Aud then, if ever, Rome kuew aught of dread, 

E’en mighty Rome with terror heard the jar, 

OF clatter’d cymbals tinkling to the was, 

And fhock her lofty towers, and trembled from 

far. 

‘What triumphs had proud Alexandria feep, 

Had grea O08 rages « captive been,’ 

Wheti hovering vi at Leucate’s bay, 

Hung on her wings, and twas a ftrife that anf 

If the Got world a difta thould obey, Paes 

From that curft night this daring hope arofe, 

That thamefal night, the fource of future woes, 

Which firft commenc'd polluted loves, between 

A Roman general and Egyptian queen. 

O who can Anthony’s wild paffion blame ? 

Ev'n Cafar’s flinty heart: coniefs'd the foftening 
flame! 

The foal adultcrer, reeking with the ftsins 

Of impious flaughter on Theflalian plains, 

Unwath'd from blood, amid the rage of war, 

In joys obfcene forgets hig crue! care. walla, 

Though Pompey’s ghoft yet haunt thofe barbarous 

And howling in his ears fer vengeance calle, 

Secure in guilt, he hugs a harlot’s charmns, © 

And mingles lawicfs love with jawlefs arms, 

Nor mindful of his chafter progeny, 

A batard-brother, Julia, gives to thee. 

His rallying focs on Libyan plains rejoin; 

Luxuriows Cafar, thamefully fupine, 

Foregoes his gains, and for a kifs or {mile 


Sclla the dear purchafe of his martial tom, 
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Him Cleopatra fought t” efpoufe her care ; 
Prefuming of her charms, the mournful fair 
In wild diforder loos'd her lovely hair, 
And, with a face inviting fure relief, 

Jn tender accents thus difclos'd her grief: 


j 


i 


Great Cxfur, look f of Lagns’ royal race, 
So thou reftore me to my rightful place, 
Ukneela queen, Expell'd thy father’s throne, 
My hope of fuccour is it you alone. 
You rife a profperous ftar to Egypt's aid ; 
O fhine propitious on-an injur'd maid | 
My fex has oft the Pharian {ceptre {way’d, 
For fo the laws admit. Let Czefar read 
Our parent's will; my brother’s crown and bed 
Are mine to fhare, and-were the youth but free 
From fancy tators, he would marry me. 
But by Pothinus’ nod his paffions move, 
Pothinus wickds his fword, and manages his love. 
Forbid chat erime ; { freely quit my claim, 
But fave from {uch reproach our houfe and name. 
Refeue the royal boy from mean command, 
Reftore the {ceprre to hie teembling hand, 
‘This vile domettte's Jawlefe pride retrain, reign. 
Remove the traitor-guard, and teach the king to 
‘Th’ imperiousflate, who kill’d gteat Cmfar’s foe, 
Inur’d to blood, would miurder Cazfar too, + 
But far, i hence, ye gods, avert the threaten’d 

blow! 


Let Pompey’s head fuffice Potbinus’ fame, 
Nor let a nobler death increafé our fhame! 


Here paus'd the queen, and fpoke in looks the 
reft ;. 
Not words alone could ttiove his favage breatt ; 
Her eyes enforce her prayere, foft beauty pleads, 
And brib’d the judge; a night of guilt facceeds. 
Then foon for peace th’ affrighted brother fought, 
And with rich gifts his reconcilement brought. 


Affairs united thus,.the court ordains 
A folemn feaft, where joy tumultuous reigns, 
Here Cleopatra’s genius firft was fhown, 

And arts till then to frugal Rome unknown. 
‘The hail a temple feem’d; corrupter days 
Scarce to the gods would fuch a Rtruéture raife, 
Rich was the fretted roof, and cover’d o’er 

ith ponderous guld; all onyx was the fluor. 
Nor marble plates alone the walls incas’d, 
Beanteous to fight, afd ali th’ apartment grac’d ; 
But folid pillars of thick agate ftood, 

And ebony fupply'’d for common wood. 

Ivory the doors, with Indian tartoife fear 
Inlaid, and fludded emerald between. 

The beds too thone, profufe of gems, on high, 
The coverings Tyrian filk, of double dye, 
Embroider'd part with gold, with fcariec part, 

A curious mixture of Egyptian art. : 

And now the crowd of menial flaves appears, 
Of various thin, and fize, and various years. 
Some fwarthy Africans with frizzled hair ; 

Black Ethiops thefe; and thofe, like Germans, fair, 
With yellow locks, which, Cxfar owns, curfhite 
fa colour cy'n the natives of the Rhine: 


Befides th’ unhappy youth by Reel unmann’d, . 
And foften’d: from their fex, a beardlefs bands 

An abler train’ was rang’d in adverfe rows, 

Yet fearce their cheeks did the firft dewn difclofe. 


The princes took their feats; amid the reft . 

Sat lordiy Czfar, their fuperior guelt. 

Proud Cleopatra, not content aloné 

‘T’ enjoy a brother-fpoufe, aad thare’ his throne, _ 

Had flain'd her cheeks, and arm’d with artfaly 

Her fatal eyes, new conquett-to prepare ; [care 

Bright jewels grac’d her neck, and fpatkled in€ 
her hair. 

O’ercharg'’d with fpoils which the Red Sea fup- 
ply'd, ' 

Scarce can fhe move beneath the. ponderous pride: 

Sidonian filk her Snowy breafts array’d, 

Which through the net-work veil a thoufand 
charms difplay’d, | 

Here might be feen targe oval tables, wrought - 

Of citron from Atlantie forefts brought, 

Their treffels ivary ; not fo rich a fort 

‘Was Cafar’s prize in vanquifh'd Juba’s court: . 

Blind oftentatious madnefs! to difplay 

Your wealth to whont ev'n civil war’s.a play, 

And tempt an armed gueft to feize the prey! . 

Grant riches not the purpofe of ‘his vail, 3 

Nor with rapacious arms to hunt for fpoil, 

Think him a hero.of that chafter time, 

When poverty was praife and gold a crime; 

Suppofe Fabricius prefent at the thow, 

Or the rough conful chofen. from the plough, 

Or virtuous Curius; each would wifh to-come , , 

With'fuch a triumph back to wondering Rome, 


‘What earth and air, the fea and Nile afford, 
In golden. veffels heaps the plenteous board; 


Whate’er ambitious luxury could find os 
Through the fearch’d globe, and more than 
want ehjoin’d; kind: 


Herds of Egyptian gods, and fowl of various } 
In cryftal ewers Nilus fupplies around 
His pureft ftreams; vait glittering bowls abound 
With wine from Meroe's ifle, whofe noble age, 
Fermenting, {parkles with ungovern'd rage: 
With twifted wreaths, which fragrant Alowere 
compote, : 
Delightful nard, and ever-blooming réfe, 
They crown their brows; and itrow their oily hair 
With fpice from neighbouring fields, not yet exe 
. Pir'din air, |, 
Here Cafar learns the fruitful wor!d to drain, 
While confcious thoughts his-feerct foul arraign; 
Blufhing he inward mourns the dire debate 5 
With his poor fon, but mourns, alas! too late, 
And longs for war with Egypt's wealthy flate. }_ 


At length, the tueuit of the banquet over, 

When faced luxury requir’d no mores 
Czfar protradts the filent hours of night, 
And, turning to Achoreus, cloth'd in white, 
High on a lefty couch—Say, holy fer! 
Whole huary age uy guardian gods revere, 
Wevoted to their rites! wilt thou relate 
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Defcribe the latid’s-extent, what humours fway 
The peopte’s minds, and to what powers you 


ray, : 
What cuftoms keep, and what devotion pay. 
Whate’er your ancient monuments contain, 
Produce to light, and willing gods explain. 
Hf Plato once cbtain’d a like requeft, 
‘To whom your Gres their myfig rites confeft, 
This lee me boa, perhaps you bave not here 
Aimeaner gueft, or lefs judicious ear. 
Fame of my rival led me firit, 'tis true, 
‘To Egypt's coat, yet join’d with fame of you. 
I ftill had vacant hours amidft my wars, 
"fo read the heavens, and to revicw the ftars ; 
Henceforth all kalendars muft yield to mine, 
And ev'n Eudoxus fhall the palm refign. 


But more than all, the love of truth, which fires « 


My glowing breaft, an ardent with infpires 

‘To Jearn what numerous ages ne’er could know, 
Your river's fource, and caufes of its flow. 
Todulge my hope Nile’s fecret birth to view, 

No more in arms I'l! civil Wrife purfue. 


He paus'd; when thus Achoreus made reply ; 
Ve reverend fhades of our great anceftry! 
While 1 t6 Cafar nature’s works explain, 

And open ftores yet hid from eyes profane, 

Be it no crime your fecrets to reveal 

Let others hold it pious to tonceal 

Such mighty truths, 1 think tht gods defign’d 

Works fuch as thefe to pafs all human kind, 

“And teach the wondering world their laws and 
heavenly mind, 


A\t nature’s birth, a various power was given 
"s\o various ftars that crofs the poles of heaven, 
Ana’ flack the'rolling fphere. With fovercign rays 
"The fun divides the months, the nights, the days, 
Fix'd int his orb, the-wandering cearle refrains 
OF other ftars, and the great dance erdains. 

“he chanjzeful moon attends th’ alternate tides, 
Saturn o'er ice and fnowy zones prefides ; 
Mars rules the winds, and the wing’d thunder 
guides; : 

‘ove’s isa fky ferene, and temperate air; 
The feeds of life are Venus’s kindly care. 
O’er fpreading ftreams, Cyllenius, is thy reign : 
And when that part of heaven thon dof attain, 
‘When Cancer with the lion mingles rays, 
And Siriusail his fiery rage difplays, 

Beneath whofe hot furvey, deep in his bed, 
Obfeurs from fight, old Nilus veils his head ; 
When thou, from thence, in thy celeftial courfe, 
Rokr of floods, doft trike the river’s courte, 
she conicious ftreame break out, and Mowing foon 
Obey thy call, as ocean does the moon ; 
Nor vheck their tide, tiff night has from the tuo 
Regain’d thofe hours th” advancing fummer won. 


Vain was the faith of old, that melted facw - 
From Ethiopian hills produce this flow ; 
For let the natives fun-burnt skins declare, 
That no bleak north breathes Wintery tempefts 
there, -- : fair. 
But vapours fron: the feuth peffefs the parching 


| Nor then refumes his banks, tili Libra w. 
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Befides, fuch torrent:a¢ hy frows increate, , 

Begin to. {well when fpring does firt reteafe . 

Thofe wintery ftores; Nile ne'er provekes his 
3 Atreams, ’ * 

Till the hot Dog-ftar fhoot his axgry beams; 


rhs 





In equal fcale the meafur?d nights and da 


| Hence he the laws of other ‘ftreams declines, 


Nor flows in winter, when at diftance fhines 

The moderate fun; commandéd tu repair, 

In fummer’s.heat, co cool ch’ intemperate air. 

When feorch'd Siene feels her. Cancer's fire. 

Then le the world, confum'd in flatne, expire, 

Nile to ite aid Jus watery forces draws, 

And fweils again{t the Lion's burning jaws, 

Moiftening the plains, till Phocbus late-defcends 

Yo autuma’s cooler couch, and Merve’s fade ex- 
tends, 

Who tan the caufe of fuch great changes read ? 

Ev'n fo our parent natare. had decreed ‘ 

Nile’s conitant courfe, and fo the world:has need. 


As vainly to antiquity apply’d . 

Th’ Erefian winds to raife this wondrous tide, 
Which blow-at flated feafons.-of. the year . 
For feveral days, and long poffefe theair; [Ay 
Or thought vail clauds, which, driv’n before them, 
Beyond the fouth, difcharg’d the burden'd ky 

On Nilus’ head; and thence his current fweil'd ; 
Or that thofe winds the river's courfe repell’d, 
Which fepp'd, and prefe'd by th’ entering fea 

difdains 
His banks, and iffuing-boils alorig-the plains: 


,_ Some think vaft pores, and gaps in earth abounds 

Where fircams in fitent veins creep under ground, 

Ted from the chilling north, the Jine to meet; 

When pointed Beams diteét on Meroe beat, 

While the parch'’d earch a watery fuecour craves ; 

Then Po and Ganges roi! their {mother’d waves 

Deep earuh the vaults beneath ; and Nile firp-)) 
ply'd 

Difcharge at ene vent their mingled tide, 

Nor can the gather’d floud in one ftraight chan- 
nich rige. 


Some think the (a, which round all lands extends 
His liquid arms, thefe gufhing waters (ends; 

That Jength of conrfe the taitnefs wears away 5 
Or thus; fince Mhocbus and the flars, we fay, 
Drink ocean's Areams ; when, near’ but Cancer's 
‘The thirty fun a larger portion draws, — [claw, 
‘Vhat morc thun air digefts, attradted fo; 

fai.s back by night, and caufes Nile to flow. 


Might I in fo perpiex’d a caufe engage, 
Uthink, fince nature grew mature ia age, 
Some waters, Cafar, have deriv'd theif birth 
From veins by ftrong convulfions broke in earth ; 
And fome cozval with the world began, 
And ftarting through appointed channels ran, 
Whenthiswhole frame th’ Almighty Builder reai'd, 
Crdnin’d its laws, and its fir motions fteer’d. 


The kings of Greece, of Egypt, and the Fatt, 
Argent like you, were with this with p fleft, 
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And every age has labour’d to attain 

‘The wondrous truth, but jabour’d fill im vain, i 

For nature lurks obfcure, and mocks their pain. 

Philip’s great fon, whofe conlecrated name 

Memphis adores, the fir in regal fame, 

Envious of this, detach’d a chofen band 

To range-th’ extreme of Ethiopia’s land ! 

‘They pafi.the {corching foil, and only view 

Where hotter ftreams their confkant way purfue. 

‘The farthet welt our great Sefoftris faw, 

While harmlefs kings his lofty chariot draw, 

Yet drank your Rhodanus and Padus fir 

At both their fprings, ere Nile obey'd his thirft, 

Cambyfea, mad with luft of power ¢’ o’er-rua 

The long-liv’d nations of the rifling fun, 

‘To promis'd {poile a numerous army led; 

His famith’d foldiers on each other fed, 

Exhaufted he return'd, nor faw. great Nilus' 
head ;—— ‘ 

Nor hoafting fame pretends te make it known ; 

Where'er thou flow’it, thy fprings pofleft by 
none, 2 

And not one Jand can call thee, Nile, her own, 

Yet what the god, whe did thy birth conceal, 

Has giv'n to know, to Cafar VII ceveale 


Firl from the fouthern pole thy ftream we trace, 
Which rolling forward with a lpeedy pace, 
Under hot Cancer is direétly driven 
Aguinft Bootes’ wain, far in the north of heaven. 
Yct winding in thy courfe from eaft to welt, 
Arabia now, now Libya's fands are bleft 
‘With thy cool flood; which fic the Seres fpy, 
Yet feek thee too; thy current, rolling by, 
‘Through Ethiopia next, a ranger, lows. 
Nor can the.world perceive to whom it owes 
"Thy facred-birth, which nature hid from all, 
Left any nation fhonld behold thee fmall, 
And, covering deep thy infant head, requir’d 
"Phat uone fhould find what is by all admir'd, 


Thou, by a law to other ffreams unknown, 
In furnmer’s folftice o’er thy banks art thrown, 2 
And bring’ft in thy full tide a winter of thy 
own, 5 
‘To thee alone ‘tis given thy waves to roll 
Athwart the globe, enlarg’d to either pole; 
‘Vhefe nations feck thy fountain, thole would 
trace [brace 
‘Thy gulf. With fpaciotis arms thon doit em- 
Hot Meroe, fruitful to a footy race, 
And proud of chyn woods; yet no retreat 
“Hheir ulelefs thades afford to fhun ch’ exceflive heat. 
‘Then through the regions of the fcorching fun, 
Not leiTen’d by his thirft, thy waters run. 
O’er bacren fands they take a tedious courfe, 
Now rolling in one tide their gather'd force ; 
Now wandering in their way, and iprinkled round, 
O'er yielding banks thy wanton billows bound. 
Thy channel here its featter'd troops regains, 
Betweey th’ Egyptian and Arabian plains, 
Where Philas bounds the reatm ; with eafy pace 
Thy flippery waves through dejerts cut their race, 
Where nature by a trad of land divides 
Our fea, diinguifh’d from the Red Sea's tides. 








+ 
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Who that beholds thee here fo gen:ly flow, 

Woyld. think thou ever could’ tempeftuous grow? 

But when o'er rugged cliffs and ways uney'n 

In fteepy catara@s thon'rt headlong driv’a, 

Thy rufhing waves, refifted, fiercer fly, 

4nd batter’d froth rebounding fills the fky, 

The hills renwrmur with the dathing found, 

Thy billows ride triumphant far around, Q 

And rear their conquering heads with hoary ho- 
nours crown’d. 

Hence fhaken Abatos firlt feels thy rage, 

And rocks, which in.our great forefathers age 

Were call'd the river’s.veins; becaufe they thow 

His ficft increafe, and fymptoms of hisfow, 

Valt piles of mounteina here encompafs wide 

His ftreams, to Libya's thirfty lands deny’d, 

Which thus euclor'd in a deep valley glide, 

At Memphis firft he fees the open plains, 3 

“Lhen flows at large, and his low banks difdains, ~ 


While thus fecure, as if no danger nigh, i 
Till night’s black fteeds had travel’d half the sky, 
They pafs the hours of reft, Pothious’ mind 
From brooding mifchief can no leifure find, 
Seafon’d in facred blood, what crime can {care 
The wretch, that lare could fuch a murder dare ?. 
Great Fompey's ghoft dwells in his brea’, t’ in- 
* (pire A * A 
New montters there ;-and furies add their fire, 
He hopes ignoble hands thall wear thofe. ftains, 
Which heaven for jnjur’d Roman chiefs ordsins, 





And that blind fortune to a flave that day oa 


The fenace’s vengeance fhould bequeath z 
The debs for civil war, which Calar once fall 


pay. 
Bat oh! ye tighteous powers, exert yous care! 
The guilty life in Brutus’ abfence fare = . 
Nar let vile Egypt Rome’s great juttice boat, 
And this example to the world-be lot! 


+ Vain is th’ attempt; yet, {corning feeret fr 
Steel’d by his crimes, the defperare ‘illin dacs 
With open war th’ unconquer'd chief provake 
And dooms.his head already to the ftroke, 
Defigns ta bid’ the faughter'd father go, 

And feck his fon in dreary thades below, « 


go 


¥et firft he fends a trufty flave, to bear eee 


This hafty meffge to Achilles’ ear, 
Fis partner ruffian in great Pompey’s fall, 
Whon the weak king had made his general, 
And thoughtlets of his own defences religu'd 
A power againit bimfelf and ai] mankind, 


Go, fluggard, to thy bed of down, and eee 


Thy heavy eyelids in luxurious fleep! 
While Cleapatra does the court invade, 
Aud Pharos is not privately betray’d, 


|, Bat giv’n away; doft thou alone forbear 


‘Vo grace the nuptial of thy miftrefs here? 
Th’ incefuous fiter thall her brother wed 
Ally'd already to the Roman's bed, ; 
And fharing both by turns; Exypt's her hive, 
Already paid, and Rome fie may require," 
Could Cleopatra’s forceries decoy 

2v'n Caefar’s age, and thal we tra a box? 
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‘Whom: if one nightthe fold within her arms, 


, 


“Pronk with lewd joys, and falcinating charms, 
‘Whatevet piour name the crime allay, 
‘Between each kifs, he'll give our heads away, 
And we by racke or flames muft for her beauty 


ay. 

In this Fidrets fate no relief allows; 
Cafar's ber lover, and the king her {poufe ; 
And. thé herfelf, ne donbt, the doom has paft 
On us, and all who would have left her chafte, 
Bot by the deed which we together fhar’d, 
Yn vain, if not by new attempts repair’d, 
By that fri league a hero’s blood has bound, 
Bring fpeedy war, 2nd all their joys confound, 
Rouft boldly on; with laughter let us flain 
"Their nuptial torch; the cruct bride be flain 
Ew'n in her bed, and which foe’er fupplies 
In prefent turn the hufband’s place, he dies., 
‘Nor Cafar’s name our purpofe thall appall; 
Fortune's the common mittrefs of us all, 
And he, that lifts him now above mankind, 
Courted by us, may be to us as kind. 
‘We thare his brighteft glary, and are great 
By Pompey’s death, as he by his defeat. 
Look on the fhore, and read good omens there, 
‘And afk the bloody waves what we may dare. 
Behold what tomb the wretched trunk fupplics, 
Half hid in fands, half naked to the fkies! _ 
Yet this was C2far’s equal whom we flew ; 
And doubt we then new glory to purfue ? 
Grant that our birth’s obfcure ; yer, thall we need 
Kings or rich ftates confederate to the deed? 
‘No, fate’s our own, and fortuné in our way, 
Without our toil, prefents a nobler prey ; ; 
Appeafe we now the Romans while we may : 
This fecond victim fhall their rage remove 
For Pempey’s death, and turn their hate to love, 
Nor dread we mighty names, which flaves adore ; 
Stripp’d of his army, what's this foldier more 
"Than thou or 1?—To night then let us end 
His civil wars; to-night the fates thal fend 
A facrifice to.troops of ghoits below, 
And pay-that head, which to the world they owe. 
At Cxfar's throat let the fierce foldier’s fly, 
And Egypt’s youth with Rome’s their force 

apply, 
'Phofe for their king, and thefe for liberty. 
No more, but hafte, and take the foe fupine, 
Prepar’d for huft, and gorg’d with food and wine. 
Be beld, and think the gods to thee commend 
"The caufe which Brutus’ prayers, and Cato’s will 
defend. 


‘To mifchief Swift, Achillas foon oBey’d 
"This fummons, yet his fudden march betray’d 
By no loud fignal, nor the trumpet’s jar 
Yn filent hafte he led a barbarous train of war. 
Degenerate crowds of Romans fill his bands, 
So loftin vice, fo chang'd in foreign lands, 
That they, who thauld have fcorn’d the king’s 

commands, 
Forgetful of theif country and their fame, 
Under a vile domedtic’s conduct came. 
No faith, no honour, can the herd refrain, 
That follow camps, and fight for ‘ordid gain; 
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Bake raffians brib’d,- they ne’er the caufe inquirt, 

‘Fhat fide’s the juft, which gives the largeft hire. 

¥f by your fwords proud Czfar was to biced, 

Strike for yourfetves, ye aves! nor fell the deed! 

Oh wretched Rome ! where'er thy eagle flies, ~ 

New civil wars, new fory, wilt arife: 

Ev’n on Nile’s banks, far from Thefalian plains, 

Amidf thy troops thele country’s madnefs 
re 


1S 
What more could the hold houfe of Lagus dare, 
Had Pompey found a juft protection there ? 
No Roman hand's exempt, bat eath muft fpilt 
His fhare of blood, and heaven’s decrees fulfil. 
Such vengeful plagues it pleas’d the gods to fend, 
And with fuch numerous wounds the Latian fate 

to rend, 


Not for the fon or father now they fight ; 

A bafe born-flave can civil arms excite, 

Achillas mingles in the Roman ftrife ; 

And, had not fate prote@ed Cafar’s life, 

‘Thefe had prevail'd ; each villain ready itnod, 

This waits without, and that within, for blood. 

The court, diffoly’d in feafting, open lay 

To treacherous fnares, a carelefs eafy prey. 

Then o'er the royal cups had Crefar bied, 

And on the board had fall’n his fever'd heads 

But left, amid the darknefs of the night, 

Their fwords unconfcions, in the huddled fight, 

Might flay the king, the flaves a while took 
breath, ‘ 

And flipp’d th’ important hour of Cafar’s death, 

They thought to make him foon the lofs repay, 

And fall a facrifice in open day. 

One night is given him; by Pothinus’ grace 

He fees the fun once more renew his race. 


Now the fair morning: ftar began to fhow. 
The fign of day from Caffia’s lofty brow, 
And ev’n the dawn made fultry Egypt glow, 
When from afar the marching troops appear, 
Mot in foofe fquadrons fcatter'd here and there, 
Bat one broad front of war, as if that day 
To meet an equal force, and fight in juft array. 
While Cafar thinks nct the town-walls fecure, 
He bars the palace-gates, compell’d t’ endure 
Th’ inglorious fiege, and in a corner hide 
Enclos’‘d, nor dares to the whole court confide. 
in hafte he arms his friends ; bis anxions breait, 
Now fir’d with fury, now with doubt depreit, 
Much fears th’ affault, yet more that fear difdains ; 
So,when fume generous favage, bound with chains, 
Is fhut within his den, he howls with rage, 
And breaks his teeth againft the maffy cage : 
And thus, if by new weight of hills impos'd 
Sicilian JEtna’s breathing jaws were clos’d, 
Ev’n thus th’ imprifon’d god of fire weald rave, 
And drive his flames rebellowing round the care. 
Behold the man, who Jately feorn’A to dread oy 
The fenate’s army to juft battl: led, [head.S 
‘The ower of Ronian lords, and Punipey at their 5 
Who, in a caufe forbidding hope, could truf 
‘That Providence for him thould prove unit. 
Behold him nove oppreft, forlorn of aid, 
| Du’ te a howfe, and sfa Qace afat 
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He, whom rough Scythians had not dar’d abufe, 

Nor favage Moors, who barbarauily ufe 

In fport, to try inhofpitable arte 

On ftrangers bound, their living mark for darts © 

"Though Rome’s extended waorld,. though ladia 
join'd : 

With Tyrian Gadesfeems a realm confin'd, 

A fpace too fcanty-te his wafter mind, 

Now, like a boy or tender maid, he fies, 

When fudden arms th’ invaded works furprife ; 

He traverfes the court, each room explores, ° 

His hope iv all in bars and bolted doors. 

Yet doubtful while be wanders here and there, 

He leads the captive kings his fate to hare, Q 

Or expiate that death-the flaves for him prepare. 

If darts or. miffive Bames fhall fail, he'll chrow 

Their fovereign's head againft th’ advancing foe, 

So, when Medea fled her native clinie, 

And fear’d juft vengeance on her impious crime, 

‘With ready’ fteel the cruel forcerefs flood, 

To greet her father wich her brother’s blood, 

Prepar'd his head, to ftop, with dire affright, | 

A parent’s (peed, and to affure hgr fight. 


Yet Cafar, that unequal arms might cezfe, 
Sufpends bis fury, and effays a peace. 
A herald from the king is fant, v afluage 
. His rebel feryants, and upbraid their rage, 
And in their abfent tyrant’s name t’ inguire 
The fecret author of this kindled fire. 
Bur, fcornful of reproach, th’ audacious crew 
‘The facred laws of nations overthrew, } 
And for his fpeech the royal envoy, flew. 
Inhuman deed! that {wells the guilty feore 
Of Agypt's monfters, well increas’ before, 
Not Theffaly, not Juba’s favage train, 
Pharnaces? impious troops, not crucl Spain, 
Nor Pontus, nor the Syrtes’ barbarous land, 
Dar'd an attempt like this voluptuoys band. 


Th attack is form’d, the palace clufely pent; 
Huge javelins to the thaken walls are fent, 
‘A ttorm of flying fpears; yet from below 
No battering rams refiftlefs drive the blow, 
No engine’s brought, no fires; the giddy crowd, 
In parties roam, and with brute clamours loud, 
in feveral bands their wafted ftrength divide, 
‘And here and there to farce an entrance try’d5 
Ja vain, for Fortune fights on Cefar's fide. 


Then, where the palace ’mid@t furrounding-wayes 
Projegts luxuriant, and their fury braves, 
‘The thips too their united force apply, 
And {wiftly hurl the naval war on high, 
Yet, prefent every where with fword or fire, 
Czar th’ approaches guards, and makes the foes 

retire. 

'To all by turns he brings fascefsful aids, 
Inverts the war, and though befieg’d, invades. 
Fireballs, and torches dreft with unctuous fpeil 
Of tar combuftible, and frying oil, 
Kindled he launch’d againft the fleet ; nor flow 
The catching.flames inveft the fmouldering tow. 

ie pitchy planks their crackling prey becomes 
inred fterns, aud rowers {eats confume, 
ee Tit. 






ay 
“There, hulks half burnt. fink in the maip; aut 
here % 
‘Arms on the waves and.drowning men appear. 
N 


_ Nor thus fuffic’d, the flames from. theace @. 
fpire, ; : 
And feize the buildings with.contagious fire, 

Swift o'er the roofs by winds.increas'd, they Ay. 

So fhooting metgors blaze along the fky, 

And jead their wandering courle with fudden 

glare, . 
By falphurous atoms fed in fields of thianeft air. 


Affrighted crowds the growing ruin view ; 
To fave the city from the fiege they flew,, 
When Cafar, wont the lucky hour to choofe 
Of. fudden chance in war, and wifely ufe, 

Loft not in flothful reft the favouring night, 

But fhipp'd his men, and fuddea tool; his fight. 

Phares he {ciz’d, an ifland heretofore, . 

When prophet Proteus Atgypt’s {ceptre bere, 

Now by a chajn of moles contiguous tq. the 
fhore. : . . 

Here Cz:far’s arms 2 double ufe obtain ; . 

Hence from the ftraiten’d foe he bars'the hain, 

While to his friends the important harbour lies 

A fafe retreat, and open to fupplies. | * 

Nor longer now the doom fulpended ftands, 

Which juftice op Pothidus’ guilt demands. 

Yet not as guilt, unmatch'd like his, requites, 

Not by the thamefuJ crofs, or torturing fires, 

Nor tora by ravenous beafls, the howling wretch 
expires. 

The Sword difhonour’d did his head divide, > 

And by a fate like Rome’s beft fon he dy'd. 

Arfiroe now, by well-concerted {nares 

*Scap’d from the palace to the foe repairs; , 

The trufty Ganymede affifts her flight, 

Then oe the camp fhe claim’d a fovereign’s 

: right; 

Her brother abfent, fhe affumes the fword, 

And frees the tyrant from his houfehold lord ; 

By her juft hand Achilles meets his fate, 

Rebel accurs’d! in blood and mifchief great ! 

Another vidim, Pompey, to thy fhade ; . 

But think uot yet the full atonement made,” 

‘Though Algypt's king, though all the royal fine 

Should fai, thy murmaring ghoft wold fill re 
pine; & ‘i 

Still unreveng’d thy murder would remgin, : 

Till Cxefar’s purple life the fenate’s {words thal; 
fain. 





Nor does the fwelling tempeft yet fubfide. 

The chief remov'é that did its fury guide, 

“Fo the fame charge bold Ganymede tviececds, 
Profpercus awhile in many hardy deeds. 

So long th’ event of war in balance lay, 

So great the dangers of that doubtful day, 
That Czfar from that day alone m 
Immortal wreaths, and all thé war 


claim 
"s fame. 








Now while to quit the firaiten'’d mole he. 
. ftrove, 


And to the vacant fhips the fight remove, 
U XY 
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‘War's utmoft terrors prefs on every fide ; 

Before the ftrand befieging navies ride; 

Behind, the troeps advance. No way ie feen 

'T’ efcape, or fearce a glorious death to win. 

No room with flaughter’d foes to ftrew the plain, 
And bravely fall amidft a. pile of flain. 

A captive to the place he now appears, 

Doubtful if death fhould move his hope, or fears. 
In this diftrefs a fudden thought infpir'd 

His hardy breatt, by great examples fir’d ; 

Bold Scaeva’s action he to mind recalls, 
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And glory won near fam’d Dyrrhachium’s walls; 

‘Where, whilft his men a doubtful fight main- 
tain, > ~ 

And Pompey ‘ftrove the batter’d works to gain, 

Amidtt a field of foes, that hemm’d him round, ‘ 


Alone the brave Centurion kept his greun 
ee #8 Pe ee ee 


+ * *® e BF RH eee eH 


o*» Here the original poem breaks off abruptly, 
having been left unfinithed by the author. 
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Mofe ! ’tis enough ! at Jength thy labour ends, 
And thou fhalt live; for Bucxrnouam commends— 
This more than pays whole years of thanklefs pain ; 
Time, health, and fortune are not loft in vain, 
- SuxerieLp approves: confenting Phoebus bends, 
And I, and Malice, from this hour are friends. 
FOPE’S MISCELLANIES. 
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“HE LIFE OF SHEFFIELD. 





= 





Joun Sugreietp, Earl of Mulgrave, hetter known by his title of Duke of Buckirghambhire, 
was born in 1649. His father, Edmund Earl of Ma'grave, was grandfon of E.jmund fecond Fart 
of Mulgrave, and died in 1658. His mother, Elizabeth, daughter of Lionel Earl of Middleley, 
marrying Lord Offultton, foon after the death of his father, the care of his education was left to a 
tutor, who, though a man of learning, did not much improve him in his ftudies. 

At the age of twelve, he was fo little fatisfied with his tutor, that be refolved to become his own 
mafter, and to dedicate a certain number of hours every day to ftudy, 

Thies purpofe he profecured faccefsfully; and, by his own application, acquired a degree at 
earning which juftly entitled himi to the reputation he ever after maintained of a polite feholar. > 

His literary acquifitions are tke more wonderful, as “thofe years in which they ‘are commonly 
made, were {pent by him in the tumult of a military life, or the gaiety of a court. ‘ 

At the age of feventeen, when war was declared againft the Dutch, he went on board the fhip 
in which Prince Rupert and the Dake of Albemarle failed; but had no opportunity of Gignalizing 
his courage. . 

His zeal for the king's fervice was rewarded by the command of one of the independent troops 
then raifed to protedt the coat. 7 : 

At the age of eighteen, he received a fumimons to parliament, which the Earl of Northumber-. 
land thought at leat indecent 5 and his objection was allowed. ; 

‘About this time, he had a quarrel with Rochafter, for * having been reported to have faid 
fomething very malicious of him.” Rochefter denied the words, aud be was himfelf convinced 
he had never faid the, “ Buta mere report,” fays he, “ though I found it to be falfe, obliged 
me (as U-then foolithty thought) to go on with the quarrel.” When Rochefter came upon the 
ground, he refufed to fight him, urging as 8 reafon for his refufal, that he was then fo weak by @ 
certain diftemper, that he was incapable of fighting. : 

He tas related the cireumftances of this quarrel jn his Memoirs, perhaps tco oftentatiovfly, as Ro- 
chefter’s furviving filter, Lady Sandwich, is faid to have told him with very fharp reproaches. 

When another Dutch war (1672) broke out, he went again avoluntecr in the fhip commanded by, 
Lord Offory, who reprefented his behaviour, in the famous naval engagement at Solbay, fo favourably, 
thar he was advanced to the command of the Royal Catharine, the beft fecond rate fhip im the navy 

He afterwards raifed a regiment of foot, and commanded’ it as colonel. ihe land forces were fent 
afhore by Prince Rupert, and he lived in the camp very fasniliarly with Scomberg. He+was then ap- 
pointed colonel of the old Holland regiment, togesher with his own, and had the promife of a garter, 
whch he obtained in his twenty-fifth year. He was likewife made Gentleman of the Bed-chamber. 

He afterwards made a campaign in the French fervice, under Turcnne. Being oppofed by 
Monmouth in h's pretenfions to the fir tro»p of horfe-guards, he, in return, made Monmouth 
fufpe@ed by the Duke of York. He was not long after, when the unfortunate Montnouth fell in- 
to difgrace, recompenfed with the Lieutenancy cf Yerkthire, and the government of Hull. 

Coming very young to the poffeffion of & plentiful eftate, and in an age when fileafure was mere 
in fafhion than bufinefs, he profzcuted his ftudies amid the allurements of diffipation ; and in 
making his way to the military aud civil employments Suitable to his high birth and polite accome 
plithments, he was never wholly negligent of literature, but at leaft cultivated poetry s in which 
he muft have carly rifen to a confiderable degree of eminence, if ic be true, which is reported, that 
when he was not yet twenty years old, his recommendation advanced Dryden to the laurel, vacabe 





by the death of Davenant. 

In 1680, when Tanyier was befieged by the Moors, he was fent with two thoufgnd men to ite 

telief. A fury is tuld of the danger to which he was intentionally expofed in a leaky vel, to 
Y¥ ij 
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gratify fome'efentful jealouty of the king, whofe health he therefore would never permit at his 
table, till he was himfelf in a fafer place. 

But Mrs. Manley, in her “ Atalantis,” and Boyer, in his “ Hiftory of Queen Anne,” at. 
tribute ic to the difcovery of certain overtures of marriage, which he was bold enough to make 
to the Princefs Anne, and which fhe herfelf feemed not inclinable to difcourage. 

However it may be, this voyage was profperoutly performed in three weeks, by the affiftance ‘of 
* pumping the whole time, to difcharge the water, which leaked in very fatt; and the confequence 

of this expedition was the retreat of the Moors, and the blowing up of Tangier. 

During the voyage, he compofed the Vifion, which, confidering the hourly dangers he was in, 
afford a ftriking inftance of innate firmnefe and magnanimity, At his return, he recovered the 
King’s favour; and, forgetting the ill offices'donc him, continued a wit and a courtier, as before. 

At the acceffion of King James, with whom he lived in great familiarity, he was immediately 
admitted into the privy council, and made Lord Chamberlain. be. 

Though he was, in fome refpects, 2 man of nice honour, he “ was apt to somply with any thing 
that he thought might be acceptable,” and went greater lengths to ferve. the, king, than were con- 
fifent with that, or any other focial principle. 

He was not only an advocate for the difpenfing power, but he fat in the eccleafiaftical commiffians 
not with a view of introducing Popery, as he feems to have been at leaft indifferent to all religions, 
though he went to mafs, and kneeled with che reft, but purely from a zeal of ferving his fovereign. 

it mufi, however, beacknowledged, that: he was far from being inclined ¢o join the inquifitors 
of that arbitrary court in off their ilfegal proceedings, His pardon, therefore, was procured with 
jefs difficulty at the Revolution, by the friendly mediation of Dr. Tillotfon. 

In the Revolution he acquiefced, though he did not promote it. When King James, in oppofition 
to his advice, quitted the kingdom, he appears to have been one of the fords who fent fuch Jetters 
to the ficet, the army, and all the confiderable garrifons in England, as Petfinded them to continue 
in order and fubjection till the government fhould be fettled. 

‘To his huntunity, and. {pirited behaviour in council alfo, King James twas ‘indebted for ‘the pro- 
tection he obtained from the lords in London, upon his being {eized and infulted by the populace 
wt Feverfham, * 

When the crown was fettled upon William and Mary, he voted for the conjunctive fovereignty, © 
‘This vote gratified King William, yet, either by the king’s diftruft, or his own difcontent, he lived 
{ome years without employment. 

He was, notwithfanding this averfion or indifference, made Marquis‘of. Normanby, in Lincoln- 
fhire, in’ 1694, but Mill oppofed the court on fome importaat qucftions; yet at lat he was received 
into the cabinet-council, with a penfion of 3000], 

<At the acceffion of Qeen Anne, he was immediately rewarded for having made love to her he- 
fore her marriage, Before her coronation (3702) the made him Lord Privy Seal, and foon after 
Lord Lieutenant of the Weft Riding of Yorkfhire, and one of the Governors of the Charter-houfe. 
He was then named Cmmiffioner for treating with the Scots about the Union, and was made, next. 
year, firft Duke of Normanby, and then of Buckinghamfhire, there being fufpedted to be fome- 

‘where a latent claim to thetitle of Buckingham. ; 

Soon after, becoming jealous of Marlborough, he refigned the Privy Seal, and joined the difcon- 

“tented Torics, ina motion for inviting the Princefs Sophia to England, which was extremely offen- 
five to the Queen; who, notwithftanding, courted him back with no lefs an offer than that of 
the chancellorthip, which he refufed. He now retired from bufinefe, and built that houfe in St. 

James’s Park which is naw the Queen’s, upon ground granted by the’ Crown 

When the Whig miniftry was removed (1710) to make room for Harley and the Tories, he 
was made Lord Steward of the Houfehold, and Prefident of the Council, and concurred in all the 
mevfures of the new miniftry, except that he endeavoured to proted the Catalans, 

After the acceflion of King George, he became aconflant opponent ef the court; and having no 
public Satna is fuppofed to heve amufed himfelf by writing his two tragedies, Fulivs Cafar, 


3, ; which, though never acted, wore intended for the flage, and to be perfornicd 


and JWurcss Brava 
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after the maniner of the ancients, with mufical chorufes between the acts. They gre both taken 
from Shakfpeare’s tragedy of Julius Cefar ;” but with great alterations, 

In 1719, he wrote The Elettion of 4 Laureat, occafioned by Eufden’s appointment to the office of 
poet laureat, on the death of Rowe. Eufden's promotion give great offence, perhaps unjuitly; for 
as the firft rate poets were either in oppofition to government, or in higher fituations, it was neceffary 
to beftow the laurel on one of inferiour rank: Eufden was probably equal to any of his competitors 
His writings, though they do not difcover great poetical genius, afford no juft ground for the ac- ° 
cufation of duinefs, and ought to have exempted him from the fevere cenfure of Sheffield and Pope. 

In rufh’d Eufden, and cried who fhall have it, 
But I, the true laureat, te whom the king gave it? 
Apollo begg’d pardon, and granred his claim, 
But vow'd that till theri he ne’er heard of his name, 

He died at Bitkicgham-houfe, 24th Febriiary 1726-21, in the 72d year of his age, and was buried 
in Wefiminfter Abbey, where a monuntent is ere@ed to his memory, upon which the following . 
epitaph is infcribed, by his own diredtion, as appears from a paffage of his will. “ Since fomething 
is ufnally written on monuments, I dire@ that the following lines hall be put on mine,” viz. 


In one plate. 
Pro Rege fepe, pro Republica femper. 


In another. 
Dubius, {ed non improbus vixi, 
Incertus morior, fed inturbatus 
Humanum eft nefcire et errare, 
Chriftum adveneror, Deo confido 
Omnipotenti, benevolentiffimo. 
Seen os * Ens entinm mifere mihi. 

The fecond ittie faiids thiis On the monument : Incertus motior, non perturbatus, and the worde 
Ciriflum adveneror are omitted, at the defire of Dr. Atterbury, who thought adveneror not ftrong 
enough as applied to Chrift. Under the whote are the following words : : 

Catharina Buckinghamice Duciffa meerens extrui curavit, Ann mpccrxi. 

He was thrice martied. By his two firft wives he had no children: by bis third, who was the daugh+ 
ter of King James, by Catharine Sedley, Countefs of Dotchefter, and the widow of the Earl of Angle~ 
fey, he had, befides other children that ‘died early, a fon, botn in 1746, who died at Rome in 1735, 
and put an end to the line of Sheffield. His epitaph is written by Pope. The Duchefs died in 1742. ° 

His works, confitting of Poems, Miftorical Memoirs, Speeches, Charafters Critical Olfervations, and Effays, 
were collected and printed by Alderman Barber, in a volumes, 4to,t723. They bave been fince reprint- 
ed in 4 volumes, 8vo, 1729, with the emiffion of fome offenfive particulars relating to the Revolution. 

Sheffield, as might be expected from his high rank, was very liberally complimented by his con- 
temporaries. But his quality an avail him nothing in the eftimation of the prefent age. , His me~ 
rits are now to be judged, not by flattery or favour, but by the decifion of impartial criticifm, uo-" 
influenced by his bounty, and unawed by his fplendor. 

Asa ftatelman, he is charaéterifed by a fteady attachment to Tory principles of government, 
which is principally to be aferibed to the pérfonal obligations he was under ta theroyal family of Stuart. 

Asa courtier, he is diftinguithed by perfonal dignity, gracefulnefs, and good-bseeding. He pof- 
feffed wit and fpirit, gallantry and politenefs, in an eminent degree. But his religion was the loofe 
{cepticifm of Hobbes, and his morality the grofs libertinifin of the court of Charles. He has been 
cenfured as haughty, covetous, and paffionate, He is, however, faid to have had much tendernefs 
and generofity, and to have been very ready to apologife for his violences of paflion, 

He is introduced into this colle@tion only as a poet; and if ctedit ie given to the eulogies of 
‘Dryden, Garth, Prior, Addifon, and Pope, he was a poet of no vulgar rank, But it may be juftly 
doubted, whether he was not indebted to his patronage of men of geniue for a greater fiare of his 
reputation, than was derived from his perfonal merit. 7 

He cultivated an early aequaiatance with Dryden, whofe help he was always fuppofed ta have 
had in the Efay on Satire, and the verfion from Ovid; and who has degraded himfelf by of- 
fering him the moft extravagant adulation in the dedications to his * Virgil” and “ Aurengzebe." 

* Y dij 


344 THE LIFE OF SHEFFIELD. 


He wastjmong the firft te acknowledge the mesit of Pope, and ufhered in the peblication of 
his “ Poems" with a recommiendatory Co/y of Ferjes, which received the praife, and excited the 
emitlation of Harcourt, and other admirers of our Englith Homer. ‘ . 

‘ Great Shefiield’s mufe the Iong proceffion heads, 
And throws a loftre o’er the pomp the leads ; 
Firt gives the palm the fir’d him to obtain, 
° Crowns his gay brow, and thews him-how to reign,” > 

Pope himfelf appears to have valued this Copy of Verfer very highly, though they are extremely 

feeble and profaic, and {peaks of Sheffield’s commendation as the sonfummation of his fame, 
Mate! "tis enoughs, at length thy labour ende; j 

. * And thou fhalt live, for Buckingham commends, &c. 

Befides this profeffed teftimony of his gratitude, Pope has igcidentally mentioned his obliga. 
tions to him; in his potms, and embellifhed his ‘Tragedy of Brutus with two chorufes. c 

Of his other poetical pieces, the Efay on Poetry is the moft. tingujfhed. It feems to have 
been his favourite produétign ; for he was all his life improving it by. fucceflive revifals; fo that 
there is fearcely any poem to be found of which the laft editions differ more-from the firft. te is 
ranked by Addifon (Spectator, No. 253.) with Rofcommon's Effay on tranflated Verfe,” and 
Pope’s “, Effay on Criticifm.” Though the veriifcation is carele(s, the fenfe. is always. cltacy 
and the rules are commonly juft, and often delivered with cafe, and fometimes with evergy. It is 
juflly ranked among our beft didactic poems, ‘ 

‘The Vifon contains little invention, ot propriéty of fentiment. “The Eleftion of a@ Laurens is an 
imitation of Suckling’s “ Seffion of h Poets,” in which he has charaéterifed the contemporary 
poets, with fome humour and vivacity. His Odes are written’ with Pindaric liberty, but are Janguid 
and unharmonicus. His Tranfations are fuffciently licentious, but very deficient in animation and 
forte, compared with the original. His Scxys and amatory pieces are fometimnes fprightl pad ele- 
gant; but have neither gallantry nor tendernefs. r y 

“ Tecan recolleg& no ‘performance of Buckingham,” fays Dr. Warton, “ that famps him a trne 
genius ; his reputation was owing to his rank. In reading his poems one ig apt to exclaim with Pope, 

: ‘What'wolul' {tuff this madrigal would be 
In fome*ftarv'd hackney fonnetteer, or me! 
Bat let a lord once own the happy lines 
How the wit brightens, how the ftyle refines!” 

* It is certain,” fays Lord Orford, “ that his Grace's compofitions, in profe, have nothing ex- 
traordinary in them; his poetry is moft indifferent, and: the grentelt: pats #-both-is already, fallen 
into total neglect.” ” it . 

“. Criticitm,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ difcovers him to be a writer that fometimes glimmers, but 
rarely fhines, feebly laborious, and at beft but Pretty. His fongs are upon common topics; he hopes, 
and grieves, and repents, and defpaira, and rejoices, like any other maker of jittle ftanzas: to be 
great he hardly tries, to be gay is hardly in his power} : 2 

“ Ofthe Ejay on Poctry, which Dryden has exalted fo highly, it may be juftly faid that the pre- 
cepts are judicious, fométimes new, and often happily exprefled; but there are many weak lines, and 
fome flrange appearances of negligence; as, when he gives the laws of clegy, he infifts upon con- 
nedtion and coherence, without which, fays he, . 

Vis epigram, ’tis point, ‘tis what you will, 
Buc not an elegy, nor writ with tkill ; 
No Panegyric, nor a Cooper’s Hill, 
“ho -would rot fuppofe that Waller's « Panegysic,” and Denham'’s « Cooper’s Hill” were e'egies? 
“ One celebrated line feems to be borrowed, Fhe Fffay calls ayperfec& character : 
A fultlefs moniter which the world ne’er faw. . 

“ Scaliger, in his poems, terms Virgil, Sine labe monflrum, Sheffield can fearcely be fuppofed t 
have read Sealiger’s poetry ; perhaps he feund the words in a quotation. 

“ His verfes are often ipfipid, but his memoirs are lively and agreeable; he had the peripicuity 

_ and ¢legance of an hiftorjan, but act the fire and fancy of @ poet,” 














“dO __ Nee Phecbo gratior ulla ‘eft 
4 Quam fibi que Vari prafcripfit pagina nomen.” ¥ 
Vira , 











TO THE MEMORY OF 


JOHN SHEFFIELD, DUKE OF BUCKINGHAMSHIRE, 





THESE, HIS MORE LASTING REMAINS, 


(THE MONUMENT OF HIS: MIND, AND MORE PERFECT IMAGE OF HIMSELF) 
ARE ULRE COLLECTED BY THE DIRECTION OF 
CATHARINE HIS DUCHESS: 


Pefirous that his Afhes may be honoured, and his Fame and Merit committed to. 
the Teft of Time, Truth, and Pofterity. 












THE TEMPLE OF DEATH. Poifons are all the plants that foil will bear, 
And winter is the only feafon there : 
AN IMITATION OF THE FRENCH. - Millions of graves o’erfpread-the Spacious field, 

And fprings of blood a thoufand rivers yield ; 

Jw thofe cold climates, where the fun appears Whofe ftreams, opprefs’d with carcaffes and bones, 

Unwillingly, and hides his face in tears, Inftead of gentle murmurs, pour forth groans. 

A difmal vale lies in a defert ifle, Within this vale a famous temple ftands, 

Qn which indulgent heaven did never fmile. Old as the world itfelf, which it commands 5 

‘There a thick grove of aged cyprefs trees, Round is its figure, and four iron gaces 

Which none without an awful horror fees, Divide mankind, by order of the fates: 

Into its wither’d arms, depriv’d of leaves, Thither in crowds come to one common grave : 


Whole flocks of ill-prefaging birds receives: | The young, the old, the mouarch, and the 


a6 
Old age and pains, thofe evils man deplores, 
Are rigid keepers of th’ eternal doors; 
Allclad in mouenful blacks, which fadly load 
‘The facred walls of this obfcure abode; 
And tapers, of a pitchy fubltarice made, . 
‘With: tlours of fmoke increafe the difmal fhade. 
A moniter void of reafon and of fight 
"The goddeft is, who fways this realm of night : 
Her power extends o'er all things that have 
breath, A 
Accuel tyrant, arid fier name is death. 
‘The faireft obieé ofour wondering eyes 
‘Was newly offer’d up her facri“ice ; : 
Th’ adjoining places where the altar food, 
Vet bluihing with the fair Almerie’s blood, 
‘When griev'd Grentes, whofe unhappy fame 
Is known to all.who e’er converge with fame, 
His mind poffefs'd by fury and defpair, 
‘Within the facred temjfle made this prayer : 
.Great Deity! Who in thy hands doft bear 
That iron fceptre which poor mortals fear; 
Wha, waiting eyes thyfelf, refpecteft none, 
And neither fpar'ft the ‘latirel nor the crown! 
Othou, whom all mankind in vain withftand, 
Each‘of whole blood mutt one day ftain thy hand ! 
© thou, who every cye that fees the light 
Clofett for ever in the fhades of night! 
Goddefs, attend, and hearken ta my gricf, 
‘To which thy. power alone can give relief. 
Alas! I aft not to defer nty fate, 
Bot with my haplefs tife a fhorter date; 
And that the earth would in its bowels hide 
A wretch; whom Heaven invades on every fide: 
"That from the fight of day I could remove, 
And might have nathing left me but my love. 
Thou only comfortet of mihds opprett, 
The port where wearied fpirits are st ref; 
ConduGor te Elyfium, take my life, 
My breatt [ offer to thy facred knife; 


+ So jult a grace refule not, nor defpile 


A willing, though @ worthlefs facrifice. 

Others (their frail and mortal ftate forgot) 
Before thy altars-are not to be brought 
Without ognftraint ; the nvife of dying rage, 
Heaps of the flain of every fex and age, 

‘The blade all reeking im the gore it fhed, 

‘With fever’d heads and arms corfus'dly (pread ; 
‘The rapid flames of a perpetual fire, 

‘The groans of wretches ready to expire: 

‘This tragic feene in terror makes them live, 
"Till chat is forc’d which they fhould freely give; 
Yielding unwillingly what Heaveri will have, 
"Uheir fears eclipfe the glory of their grave : 
Before thy face they make indecent moan, 

And feel a hundred deaths in fearing one : 

Thy fame becomes unhalfow'd in their breaft, 
And he a murderer who was a prieft. 

But again& me thy ftrongefl forces call; 
Andon my head let all the tempeft fall; 

No mean retreat fhail any weaknefs fhow, 

But caltaty Vil exped the tital blow; 

My limbs not trembling, in my mind no fear, 
Piaints in my mouth, not in my cyes a 
"Thi not that time, our wonted fure 
"Fhat univerfal cure for every yricf, 
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Whofe aid fo many lovers oft have found, 
With like fuccefs-can ever heal my wound! 
Too weak the power of nature, or of art, 


-Nothing but death can eafe a broken heart : 


And that thou may’ behold my helplefs ftate; 
Learn the extremeft rigour of my fate. 

Atnidft th’ innumerable beauteous train, 
Paris, the queen of cities, does contain, 
(The faireft town, the largeft, and the beft) 
The fair Almeria fhin’d above the reft : 
From her bright eyes to feel a hopelefa flame, 
Was of our youth the moft ambitious aim ; 
Her chains were marks of honour to the brave; 
She made a prince whene’er fhe made a flave. 
Love, under whofe tyrannie power I groan, 
Show’d me. this beauty ere ‘twas fully blown; ' 
Her timorous'charms, and her unpractie'd look, 
Their firft aflurance from my conqiieft took ; 
By wounding mc; fhe learn’d the fatal art, 
And the firft figh the hid:wad from my: heart : 
My eyes, with tears moiftening her foowy arms) 
Ren@er’d the tribute owing to-her charms. 
But, as I fooneft of all mortals paid 
My vows, and to her beauty alears made ; 
So, among‘ail thofe flaves that figh’d in vaing 
She thought ste only worthy of nty chain : 
Love's heavy burden my fabmiffive heart 
Endur’d not long; before fe bore her part; 
My violerit flame melted her frozen breatt, 
And in foft fighs her pity the exprefs'd; ~ 
Her gentle voice allay’d my ragog pains, 
Aud her fair hands fuftain’a me:-in-my chaitls; 
Ev’n teats of pity:waited on my moan, 
And tender looks were caft on me alone. 
My hopes and dastgers were lefs mine than hers; 
Thofe fill’d her foul with joys, and thefe with fears$ 
Our hearts, united, had the fame defires, 
And both alike burn’d with imvpatient fires, 

Too faithful memory ! I'givé'thee leave 
Thy wretched matter kindly to deceive ; 
Oh, make nie not-poflellor of her charms, 
Let me aot find her Janguifh in my arms; 
Paft joys are now my fancy’s mournful themes; 
Make all my happy nights appear but dreams ¢ 
Let not fuch blifs before my eyes be brought, 
© hide thofe fcenes from my termenting thoughts, 
And in thir place difdainful beauty fhow ; 
If thou weuld’ft not be cruel, make her fo: 
And, fornething to ahate my deep defpair, 
© let her feem lefs gentle, or lefs fair. 
But | ia vain flatter my wounded rritnid 5 
Never was nymph fo lovely or fo kind: 
No cold repulfes my defire fappreft; 
I feldom figh’d, but on Almetia’s breaft : 
OF all the paffions which mankind deftroy, 
1 only felt excefs of iove and joy + ; 
Unoumber’d pleafures charm'd my fenfe, and they 
Were, as my love, without the leaft allay. 
As pure, alas! but not fo fure to latt, 
Fer, like a pleafing dream, they aré all pait. 
From heaven her sbeauties like fierce’ lightnings 

came, {flanie; 
Which bresk through darknefs with a glorious 
Awhile they fhine, awhile our mitids amaze, 
Our wondering eyes are dazzled with the blaze 5 
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But thunder fellows, whofe refiftlels rage 
None can withftand, and nothing can affuage ; 
And all that light which thofe bright flathes gave, 
Serves only to conduct us to our grave. 

‘When {had jut begun love’s joys to tatte, 
(‘Thofe full rewards for feara and dangers paft) 
A fever feiz’d her, and to nothing brought 


“. "The richeft work that ever nature wrought. 


or thee 


All things below, alas! uncertain ftand ; 

The firmeft rocks are fix’d upon the fand : 

Under this law both kings and kingdoms bend, 

And no beginning is without an end. 

A facrifice to time, fate dooms us all, 

And at the tyrant’s feet we daily fall: 

Time, whofe bold hand will bring alike to duft 

Mankind, and temples too in which they truft. 
Her wafted fpirits now begin to faint, 

Yet patience ties her tongue from all complaint, 

And in her heart as in a fort remains; 

But yields at laft to her refiftlefs pains. 

Thus while the fever, amorous of his prey, 

"Through all her veins makes his delightful way, 

Her fate’s like Semele’s; the flames deitroy 

That beauty they too eagerly enjoy. 

Her charming face is in its {pring decay’d, 

Pale grow the rofes, and the lilies fade ; 

Her fkin has loft that luftre which turpafs’d 

‘The fun’s, and well deferv’d as long to laft: 

Her eyes, which us'd to pierce the hardeft hearts, 

Are now difarm’d of all their flames and-darts; 

‘Thofe ftars now heavily and flowly move; 

And ficknefs triumphs in the throne of love. 

The fever every moment mere prevails, 

Its rage her Body feels, and tongue bewails : 

She, whefe difdain fo many loyese prove,:- 

Sighs now for torment, as they-figh for lové, [air, 

And with loud cries, which rend'the neighbouring 

Wounds my fad heart, and weakens my defpair. 

Both men and gods I charge now with my lofs, 

And, wild with grief, my thoughts cach other crofs, 

My heart and tongue Jabour in both extremes, 

This fends up humble prayers, while that blaf- 

phemes: 

Tafk their help, whofe malice I defy, 

And mingle facrilege with piety. 

But, that which mutt yet more perplex my mind, 

"Yo love her truly, ¥ mutt feem wukind ; 

So unconcern'd a face my forrow wears, 

1 niuft reflrain unruly floods of tears. 

My cycs and tongue put on diflembling forms, 

T fhow a calmmnefs in the midft of forms ; 

I {eem to hope when all my hopes are gone, 

And, almof dead with grief, ditcover none, 

But who can long deceive a loving eye, 

Or with dry eyes behold his miftrefs die? 

When paffion had with all its terrors brought 

‘Th’ approaching danger nearer tu my thought, 

Off on a fudden fell the fore’d difguife,- 

And fhow'd a fighing heare in weeping eyes: 

My apprehenfions, now no more confin’d, 

Expo.'d my forrows, and betray’d my mind. 

Vie fair afflicted foon perceives my tears, 

Explains my fighs, and thence concluses my fears: 

With fad pretages of her hopelefs cafe, 

She reads her fate ta my dejected face, 
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‘Then feels my torment, and negledts her own, 
While I am fenfible of hers alone; 

Each does the other’s burthen kindly bear, 

1 fear her death, and the bewails my fear ; 

Though thus we fuffer under fortune’s darts, 

*Fis only thofe of love which reach our hearts. 

Meanwhile the fever mocks at all our fears, 
Grows by our fighs, and rages at our tears: 
Thofe vain effeds of our as vain defire, 

Like wind and oil, increafe the fatal fire. 

Almeria then, fecling the deftinies 
About to dhut her lips, and clofe her eyes; 
Weeping, in mine,-fix’d her fair trembling hand, 
And with thefe words I {carce could underftand, 
Her paffien in‘ a dying voice exprefs’d 
Half, and her fighs, alas! made out the reft. 

'Tis paft; this pang—Nature giveso’er the ftrifey 
Thou muft thy miftreis lofe, and J my life. 

T die; but, dying thine, the fates may prove 

Their conqueft over me, but not my lave: 

‘Fhy memory, my glery, and my pain, 

In fpite of death itfelf fall fill remain. 

Deareft Orontes, my hard fate denies, 

‘That hope is the laft thing which jn us dies : 

From my griew’d breatt all thofe foft thoughts are 
fied, 

And love furvives it, though my hope is dead 

I yield my life, but keep my paffion yet, 

And can all thoughts, but of Orontes, quit. « 

My flame increafes ae my ftrength decays ; 
Death, which puteout the light, the heat will raife: 
‘That ftill remains, though I fram hence remove ; 
T lofe-my lover, but 1 kcep my love. 

The fighs which fent forth that laft tender word, 
Up tow'rds the heavens like a bright meteor foar'd; 
And the kind nymph, not yet bereft of charnis, 
Fell cold and-breathlefs in- her lover’s arms. 

Goddefs, who now my fate haft underftood, 
Spare but my tears, and freely take my blood: - 
Here let me end the ftory of my cares; 

My difmal gricf'enough the rett declares, 
Judge thow by all this mifery difplay’d, 
Whether 1 ought not to implore thy aid : 
Thus to furvive, reprouches on me draws; 
Never fad withes had fo juft a caufe. 

Come then, my only hope; in every place 
Thou vifiteft, men tremble at thy face, 

And fear thy name: once let thy fatal hand 
Fall on a fwain that does the blow demand. 
Vouchfafe thy dart; I need not one of thofe, 
With which theu doit unwilling kings depufe + 
A-welcome death the flighteft wound can brivg, 
And free a foul already on her wing. 

Without thy aid. moft miferable i 

Maft ever with, yet not obtain to die. 





ODE ON LOVE. 


h 

Lert others fongs or fatires write, 

Provok'd by vanity or fp‘te; “ 
My mule a nobler caufe fhell move, 

‘Vo found aloud the praife of love : 
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That gentle, yet rofiftlefs heat, 


Which raifes men to all things.good and great: 


‘While other paflignsof the mind 

‘To low brutality debafe mankind, 

By love we arc.abeve. ourfelves refin’d. 

Oh Jove, thod. tranea difine ! in which the foul, 

Unclogg'd with worldly cares, may range without 
zgoptrol; : 

And foaring to her heaven, from thence infpir’d can 

teach : band 
High myfteries, above poor reafon’s feeble reach, 
. ie , 

‘To.weak old age, prudence fome aid may prove, 

‘tAnd curb. thofe appetites that faintly enove 3. 

But wild, impecucus youth is sam’d by nothing (. 

lefsthan love, 5 se 

Of men too rough for pesce, too ride for arts, 

Love’s power can penetrate the hardeft hearte; 

And through thesclofeft pores a paffage find, 

Like that of light, to thine all o’er the mind. 

‘Tha want of love does both extremes produce; 

Maids are tao nice, and men as much too Icofe ; 

While equal good an amorous couple find, 

She makes him conitant, and he-makes.her kind. 


New charms in vain adewer’s faith wonld prove; 


. “Hermits or bed-rid‘meny theyll fooner miove : 
‘The fair inveigler will but fadly fimds 
‘There’s no fuch eunuch as a mania love. ; 
But when by his chafte nymph ertbrae’d, 
(For love makes all embraces chafte) 
» "Phen the tranfported creature can 
| /Do-wonders,and is more than man. + 
Both heaven and carth would our defires con- 
> fine; 
But yet in vain both heaven and earth combine, 
Unlefs where love bleffes the great defign. 
Hymen makes fait the hand, but love the heart ; 
He the fool’s god, thou nature’s Hymen art; 
‘Whofe laws once broke, we are not held by force, 
But the falfe breach itfelf is a divorce, 
< : it. 
For love the mifer will his gold defpife, 
The falfe grow faithful, and the foclith wife ; 
! Cantious the young, and complaifiunt the old, 
‘The cruel gentle, arid the coward bold. 
"Chau glorious fun within our fouls, 
Whofe influence fa mnch controls; 
Fv'n dull and heavy humps of love, 
Quicken’d by thee, more lively move ; 
And if their heads'but aby fubftance hold, 
Love ripens all that drofs into the pureft gold. 
In heaven’s great work thy part is fuch, 
‘That mafter-like thou giv’ the laft great touch 
To heaven’s own mafter-piece of man; * 
And finitheft what nature but bega : 
‘Thy happy ftroke can into foftnets bring 
Reafon, that rcugh ard wrangling thing. 
“> From childhood upwards we decay, 
Anq grow but greater children every day : 
So, reafon, how can we be {aid to rife? 
So many cares attend the being wife, 
*Tis rather falling down a pr ‘ 
From fenfe to reafon unimprov’d we moves 
We only then advance, when rcafen turns to 
love. 
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i sage 2BVe : 

‘Thou reignett o'er our-earthly gods: 
Uncrown’d by thee, their ‘other crowns are loads; , 
One beauty’s fmile their measeft courtier brings © 
Rather to pity than to env}’kings ; 

His fellow flaves he takes them now to be, 
Favour’d by love perhaps much lefs than he. 

For love, the timorous bafhfal maid 
OF nothing but denying is afratd ; 

For love fhe overcomes her thame, 

Forfakes her fortune, and forgete her fame 4 
Yet, if but with a conftant lover bleft, 
Thanks heaven for that, and never mitds the reft, 





ov 
Love is the fait of life: a higher tly 

It gives.to pleafure, and then makes it Taft, 

Thofe flight#d favours which cold nymphs difpenle, 

Mere conimn odititérs of the fenfe, 

Defective both iirmaetad: in meafure, 









A lover's fancy ‘coin reafure. 

How vaft the fubjeét! what'a-bouudlefs fare 
Of bright ideas thining all before! * 

The mufe’s fighs forbid me tegiye o'er! 
But the kind god incites us variags ways, 
Aifa'nowt find him all my ardour raife, 
His prevé pts -to-perfurm, ‘as well se praile 


Soe lees, ot 

















ELEGY TO THE DUCHESS OF R~- 
i a 
Txou lovely flave to a rude hufband’s will, 
By nature us’d fo well, by hini fo ill! 
For all that grief we fee yout mind endure, 
Your glafs prefents you with x p'cafing cure. 
Thofe maids you envy for their happier ftare, 
To have your form, would gladly have your fate;, 
_And of like flavery each wife complains, 
Without fuch beauty’s help.cemar her chains, 
Houfbands like hint-weevery-where may fee; * 
But where‘ean,9 ba-wife like thee? 
White 'to: by fate are ty'd, 
By love you tyrannize o'er all befide : 
Thofe eyes, "though weeping, tan no pity move 
Worthy our grief! more warthy of our love ! 
You, while fo fair (do fortune what the pleafe) 
Can be no more ip pain than we at eale ; 
Unilefs, unfatisfied'with all.eur vows, 
Your vain ambition fo unbounded grows, 
That you repine a héfband fhould efcape 
Th’ united force of fuch a face and fhape. 
If fo, alas! for all shofe charming powers, 
Your cafe is juft as defperate as uurs. 
Expect that birds fhowld only fing to you, 
And, as you walk, that ev’ry tree fhovld bow 3 
Expe@ thofe flatues, as you pals, fhould burn; 
And that with wonder men fliould ftatues turn ; 
Such beauty is enough to give things life, 
But not to make a hefband love his wife : 
A hufband, worle than Matues, of than trees 3 
Colder than thofe, leis fenfidle than thefe. 
‘Then from fo ditia care your thoughts remove, 
| And wafte not fighs you only owe to love. 
{is pity, fighs Trom_fuch a breaft fhould part, 
| Unlefs to eaic fome doubtful lover’s heart; 
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‘Who dies hecanfe he mut too juftly prize 

What yet the dull poffeffor docs defpife. 

‘Thus precious jewels among Indians grow; 

Who nor their ufc, nor wondrous value know 3 
But we for thofe bright treafures tempt the main, 
And hazard life for what the fools diflain. 
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4 LETTER FROM SEA. 


Faruezst, if time and abfence can incline 

Your heart to wandering thoughts 110 more than 
mines rota St 

‘Then fhall my. band, 9s changelefs as my mind, 

From your glad eyéea kindly welcome find ; ” 

Then, while thie note my conftaicy aflures, 

You'll be almoft as-pleas'd, as | with yours. 

And truft me, when | feel that kind relief, 

Abfence itfelf awhile fulpends its gricf : . 

So may it do with you, but ftrait returns 

For it were crucl noc fometimes te mourn 

His fate, who this long’ tinie he keeps away, 

Mourns all the night, and fighs-out all the day; 

Grieving yet more, when he reflects that you 

“Matt not be happy,.or muft not be truc. 

Bn Bes to.meit feems a blacker fate 

"To be jncgniage, thap. upforiunare 

Remember all the! etvieen as pai, 

‘When [ from a'l J value parted lat ; . 

May you alike with kind impatience burn, 

‘And fomething mis, till 1 with joy reeura ; 

And foon may pitying heaven that blefling give, 

As in. the hopes of that alone [ live, 
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LOVE'S SLAVERY, 


Grave fops my envy now beget, 
Who did my pity move; 

They, by the right of wanting wit, 
Are free from cares of love. 

‘Turks honour fools, becaufe they are 
By that defe@ fecure 

From Mlavery ahd toils of war, 
Which al} the reft endure. 


So I, who foffer cold neglect 
And wounds from Celia’s eyes, 
Begin extremely to refpe& 
Thefe fools that feems fo wife. 


°Yis true, they fondly fet their hearts 
On things of uo delight ; 

To pafs all day for men of arts, 
They pals aloné the night. 


But Celia never breaks their ret; 
Such fervants the difdains ; 

And fa the fopsare dully bleft, 
While { endure her chains. 





THE DREAM. 


Reapy to throw me at the feet 

Of that fair nymph whom | adore, 

Impatient thofe delights to meet 
Which I enjoy'd the tight before ; 


By her wonted fcornful brow, 
‘Soon the fond miftake I find ; 
{zion mourn'd his error fo, 
When Juno’s form the cloud refign’d. 


Sleep, to make its charms more priz’d S 
‘Than waking joys, which moft prevail, . 
Had cunningly itfelf difguis'd- 
in a fhape that could not fail. 


There my Cclia’s inowy. arms, ny 
Breafls, and other parts more dear, 
Expofing new and unknewn charms, 


To my tranfported foul appear. 


Then yeu fo.muach kindugfs how, 
My defpair deluded flies. 
And indulgent: dteams heftow 
What: your cruelty denics. ~ 
Bluth not that your jmagelovg® . 
Naked tq my. fancybapnghts 
Tis hard, fy 9 HUTaRRONE. 2 
The joysF feshawithons your fault 
‘Wonder not a fancy'd blifs 
Can fuch griefs as mine remove; 
‘That honour as fantaftic is, - -*~ 
Which makes you flight fuch canitant love, 
The virtue which you value fo, 
* Is but a fancy frail’ and vain; 
Nothing is folid here below, 
Except my leve and your difdain. 








TO ONE WHO ACCUSED HIM OF BEING 
TOO SENSUAL IN HIS LOVE, 


Tain not, my fair, ’tis fin or fhame,. 

To blefs the man who fo adores; . 
Nor give fohard, unju& aname | 

To all thofe favours he implores, 
Beauty is heaven’s moft bounteous gift efteem’d, 
Becaufe by love men are from vice redeem’d. 


Yet with not vainly for-a love 

- From all the force of nature clear ; 

‘That is referv'd for thofe above, 
And ‘tis a fault to claim it here. 


For fenfual joys ye {corn that we fhould Jove ye, 
But Jove without them is as much above ye. 


THE WARNING. 











Levers, who wafle your thoughts and: .s 
In paflion’s fond extremes, rom. : 
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Who dream of women’s love and truth, 
And doat upon your dreams; 


¥ thoald not here yany fancy take 
From {uch a pleafng fate, 

‘Were you not fure at laft to wake, 
And find your fault too late, 


"Then learn betinags, the love which crowns 
Oar cares is al! byt wiles, 

Compos'd of falfe fantaftic frowns, 
And foft diffembling fmiles. 


With anger, which fometimes they feign, 
They cruel tyrants prove; 

And then turn flatterers again, 
With as affedted love. 


As if fome injury was meant 
To thofe they kindly ys’d, 
Thofe lovers are the moft content 
‘Tha. have been Gill 'redus’d. 


Since cach has in his bofom nurft 
A falfe and fawning foe, 

'Tis juft and wife, by firiking firft, 
To ‘feape the fatal blow. : 





TO AMORETTA. 


Wuen T held out againft your eyce, 
You took the fureft courfe 

A heart unwary to furprife, 
You ne’er could take by force. 


However, though [ ftrive no more, 
Tie fort will now be priz’d, 

Which, if furrender'd up before, 

. Perhaps had been defpis’d, 


But. genile Amoretta, though 
¥ cannot love refitt, 

‘Think cot, whes you have caught me fo, 
To ufe me as you lift, © 


Joconftancy or coldnefs wilt 
My fvoiifh heart reclaim : 
"Then L come off with honour fill, 
But you. alas! with fhame. 


A heart by kindnefs only gain’d, 
Will a dear conquet prove ; 

And, t. be kept, muft be maintain’d 
At vaft expence of leve. 





THE VENTURE. 


Ox, how J languifh! what a ftrangs 
Unrily fierce defire ! 

My ipiris feel fome wondrous change, 
My heart is all on fire, 
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Now, all ye wifer thoughts, away, 
In vain your tale ye tell 

Of patient hopes, and dull delay, 
Love's foppith part; farewell. 


Suppofe one week's deley would give 
Ail that my wifhes move; 

Qh, who fo long a time can live, 
Stretch’d on the rack ef love? 


Her foul perhaps is too fublime, 
To like fuch flavith fear; 

Difcretion, -prodence, all is crime, 
Jf once condemn’d by her. 


When honour does the foldier call 
To fome unequal fight, 

Refolv'd to conquer, or to fall, 
Before his general's fight ; 


Advanc'd the happy hero lives; 
Or if ill fate denies, 

The noble rafhnefs heaven forgives, 
And gloriouly he dies. 





INCONSTANCY EXCUSED, 
SON @ 


I most confefs, Iam untrue 
To Gloriana’s eyes; 

But he that’s {mild upon by you, 
Mutt all the world defpife. 


In winter, fires of ‘little worth -~ 
Excite our dul] defire ; 


‘But when the fun breaks kindly forth, 


Thofe fainter flames expire. 


Then blame me not for flighting now 
What 3 did once adore; “ 

O, do but this one change allow, 
And I can change no more ; 


Fixt by your never-failing charms, 
Till L with age decay, 

‘Till languifhing within your arms, 
I figh my foul away. 


eo 
s ON G. 


Ou, conceal that charming creature 
From my wondering, wifhing eyes: 
Every motion, every feature 
Does fome ravifh'd heart farprife 3 
But oh, f bghing, fighing, fee 
The happy fwain! fhe ne’er can be 


Falfe to him, or kind te me, 
, 


Yet, If L could humbly thow her, 
Ah! Bow wretched I remain: _ 
°Tis not, fure, 2 thing below her, 
Still to pity fo much pain. 
<The gods fome pleafure, pleafure take, 
“Happy as themfelves to make + 
‘Thole who fuffer for their fake. 


“Since your hand alone was given 

: Toa wretch not worth your care; 

| Like fome angel fent from heaven, 

~ Come, and raife me from defpair, 

}Your heart I cannot, cantior mils, 

Y And I defire no other uae 
Let all the world bet 









DESPAIB. 


Au hopelefs of relief, be 

"Incapable of reft, : 

In vain J ftrive to vent a gitef 
‘That's not to be expreft. 


‘This rage within my veins 
No reafon can remove ; 

Of all the mjnds's moft cryel pains, 
‘The tharpeft, “fute'is love. * 


Yet while | languith fo, 
And on thee vainly call; 

Take head, fair caufe of all my woe, 
‘What fate may thee befall. 


om 
Ungrateful, cruel fau! 

Suit not thy gentle fers 
Hereafter, how will guilty thanghts: 


Thy tender confcience vex! 






‘When welcome death hall bring 
Relief to wretched me, 

My foul enlarg’d, and once on wing, 
In hafte will fly to thee. 


‘When in thy lonely bed 
My ghoft its moan thall make, 
‘With faddeft figns that I am dead, 
And dead tor thly dear fake ; 


Strack with that confcious blow, 
“Phy very foul wilt ftart + 

Pale as my fhadow thou wilt grow, 
And cold as is thy heart.” 


Too late remorfe will thea 
_ Untimely pity thow 
To him, who, of all mortal men, 
Did moft thy value know. 


Yet, with this broken heart, 

1 with thou never be 
Tormented with the thonfandth part 
~ Of what I feel for thee. 


ParM 5s. he: 


ON APPREHENSION OF LOSING WHAT 
HE HAD NEWLY GAINED, 


IN IMITAITON OF OVID. : 


Sune I of all men am the firft 
‘That ever was by kindnefs curft, 
Who mutt my only blifs bemoan, 
And am by happinefs undoné. 
Had | at diftance only feen 
That lovely face, { might have been 
With the delightfyl objet pleas'd, 
But not with all this paffion feiz’d. 
* When afterwards fo near I came 
As to be fcorch’d in beauty’s fame ; 
“To fo much foftnefs, fo much fenfe, 
“Reafon itfelf made no defence. 7 . 
What pleafing thoughts poffefs’d my mind, 
When little favours fhow’d you kind ! 
And though, when coldnels oft’ prevail’d, 
My heart would fink, and fpirits fail’d, 
Yet willingly the yoke I bore, 
And all your chains as bracelets wore = 
At your lov’d feet all day would lie, 
Defiring, without knowing why; 
For, not yet dleft within your arms, a 
Who could have thought of half your chacscs 
Charms of fuch a wondrous kjnd, < 
Words we cannot, muft not find, |» “§ 
A body worthy of your mind, ©: , 
Fancy could ne'er fo high refleé, 
Nor Jove itfelf fuch joys expect. . 


















‘To he in hell's {yfficient curfe, 

But to fall from heaven is worfe. 

1 liv'd in grief ere this 1 knew, 

Bat then I dwelt in darknefs too. 

Of gains, alas! | could not boaft; 

But little thought how much I Jot. 
Now heart-devouring eagernefs, 

And fharp impatience to poffefs ; 

Now reftlefs cares, confuming fires, 

Anxigus thoughts, and fierce defires, 

‘Tear my heart to that degree, 

For ever fix’d on only thee: 

Then all my comfort is, I thal} 

Live in thy arms, or nat at all. 


-_—_ 


THE RECONCLLEMENT, - 
SONG 


Come, let us now refolve at lait 
To live and love in quiet; 
We'll tie the knot fo very faft, 
‘That time ihalf ne'er untie it, 


The trueft joys they feldom prove, 
Whe free from quarrels live; 
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Tis the mott tender part of love, 
Each other to forgive, 


‘When leaft I feem’d concern’d, T took 
«No pleafure, nor no reft ; 

And when J feign’d an angry look, 
Alas! I lov'd you beft. 


Own but the fame to me, you'll find 
How bileft will be our fate; 

Oh, to be happy, to be kind, 
Sure never is too late. 





8 ON G. 
From all uneafy paffions free, * 
Revenge, ambition, jealoufy, 
Contented 3 had been too bleft, 
€ love and you had Jet me reft; 
Wet that dull life I now defpife ; 
Safe from your eyes, 
! fear’d no griefe, but then I found no joys. 


Amidft a thoufand kind defires, 
Which beauty moves, and love infpires 5 
Sach pangs I feel of tender fear, 
No heart fo foft as mine can bear : 
Vet FH defy the worft of harms; 
Such are your charms, 
{Vis worth a Jife to die within your arms, 





TO A COQUET BEAUTY. 


From wars and plagues come nv fuch harms, 
As from a nymph fo full of charms, 
So much fweetnefs in her face,” 
Ya hey motions fuch a grace, 
In her kind inviting eyes 
Sach a foft enchantment lies ; 
‘That we pleafe ourfelves too foon, 
And are with empty hopes undone. 

After all her foftnefs, we 
Ase but flaves, while the is free; 
Free, alas! from alt defire, 
Except to fet the world on fire. 

‘Thon, fair differnjbler, doft but thus 
Deceive thyfelf,-as well as us. 
Like a reftlefs monarch, thou 
‘Wouldft rather force mankind to bow, 
And venture round the world to roam, 
‘Than govern peaceably at home. 
But truft me, Cclia, truft me when 
Apollo's felf infpires my pen, 
Onc hour of love’s delight outweighs 
‘Whole years of univerfal praife ; 
And one adorer, kindly us’d, 
Gives truer joys than crowds refus'd: 
For what dves youth and beauty ferve ? 
‘Why more than all your fex deferve ? 
Why fuch foft aliuring arts 
‘To charm our dyes, and melt our hearts? 


By our bofs you nothing gain? 
Unlefs you love, you pleafe in vain, 





“'THE RELAPSE. 


Lrxr children in a ftarry night, 
When I beheld thofe eyes before, 

I gaz'd with wonder and delight, 
{nfenfible of all their power. 


I play’d about the flame fo long, 
At laft [ felt che fcorching fire ; 

My hopes were weak, my paffion ftrong, 
And I lay dying with defire, 


By all the helps of human art, 
4 juft recover’d fo much fenfe, 
As to avoid, with heavy Reart, 
The fair, but fatal, influence. 


But, fince you thine away defpair, 
And now my fighs no longer fhun, 
No Perfian in his xealous prayer 
So much adores the rifing fun, 


If once again my vows difpleafe, 
There never was fo loft a Jover ; 

In Jove, that languifhing difeafe, 
A fad relapfe we ne'er recover. 





THE RECOVERY. 


Srouinc and languifhing I lay, 
A ftranger grown to all delight, 
Pafling with tédious thoughts the day, 
And with unquiet dreams the night, 


For your dear fake, my only care 
Was how my fagal love to hide; 

For ever drooping with defpair, 
Negledting all the world befide ¢ 


‘Till, like fome angel from above, 
Cornelia came to my reliefs 

And then J found the joys of love 
Can make amends for all the grief. 


Thofe pleafing hopes 1 now purfue 
Might fail if yqu could prove unjuft ; 

But promifes from heaven and you, 
Who is fo impious to miftruft ? 


Here all my doubts and troubles end, 
One tender word my foul affures ; 
Nor am I vain, fince 1 depend 
Not cn my own defert, but yours.” 


—_—_ 
THE. CONVERT. 


Desrcrep, ag true converts dic, 
But yet with fervent thoughts inflam'd, 


rPeEREMS 


So, faireft! at your feet I lie, 
OF all my iox's faults abham'd. 


Too long, alas! have f abus’d 
Love’s innocent and facred flame, 

And that divineft power have us'd 
‘Tp laugh at, as an idle name, 


But fince fo freely ¥ confefa 

‘A crime which may your {corn produce, 
Allow me now.to make it leis 

By any juft and fair excufe. 


J then did vulgar joys purfuc, 
Variety was all my blifs; 

But ignorant of love and you, 
How could. ( choofe but do amifs ?- 


If ever now my wandering eyes 
Seek out amufentents as before ; 
H c'er [ look, but to defpife 
Such chatms, ard value yours the more 5 


May fad remotfe, and guilty thame, 
Revenge your wrongs on faithtefs me ; 

And, what I tremble even to name, 
May | lofe all in Sofing thee! 


—— ie 


THE PICTURE. 


IN IMITATION OF ANACREON. 


‘Trov fattercrof. oll the-felr, 
Come with allhgour fill'ahd care 5 
Draw me fuch aifmape aad face, 
As your flattery would :difgrace. . 
With not that fhe would appear, 
* Tis well for you the is not heres 
Scarce can you with fafery fee 
All her charms deferib’d by me + 
J, alas! the danger know, 
I, alas! have felt the blow ; 
Mourn, as lof, ‘my former days, 
‘That never fung of Célia’s praife ; 
And thofe few that are behind 
1 fhall bleft or wretched find, 
Only juft as the is kind, 
with her tempting eyes begin, 
Eges that would draw angels in 
} Te a feccnd {weeter fin. * 
‘ Oh, thofe wanton rolling eyes! 
At each glance a lover dies: 
Make them bright, yet make them willing, 
Let them look borh kind and killing. 
Next, draw her forehead; then her nofe, 
And lips juft opening, that difclofe 
‘Tecth fo bright, and breath fo fweet, 
So much beauty, fo much wit, 
To our very foul they ftrike, 
Ail our fenfes pleas’d alike. 
Bat fo pure a white and red, 
Never, never, can be faid = 
Vor, VEL 


‘What are words in fach.a cafe ? 
What is paint to fuch a face ?. 
How should either-art. avail us? 
Fancy here itfelf mut. fail aa. 

Ip her looks, and in her mien, 
Such a graceful air is feen, a 
‘That if you, with all your art, 


.| Gan but reach the frmalleft. part 5 
1 Next to her, the matcblefa'the, 


We hhall wonder moft at thee, . 

‘Then her neck, and breafts, gtd hairs 
And her——but my charming fai‘ 
Does in a thoufand things,¢xcel, 

Which F moft not, dare 

How go on then? Oh! 
A lovely Venus drawn’ by. thees . 

Oh how fair the does appear | 
Touch it only here. and thares 
Make her yet feem more diving, 
Your Venus then may look dike mine, 
Whofe bright form éf -onee you faw, 
You by her would Venue draw. 
‘ 
regent 





ON DON ALONZO’S BRING-KILLED IN PORTPOAL, 
veOM ACCOUNT OF THK INFANTA, IM THE 
TEAR 1683. Fs Mee 


Iw fach a canfernp njute fhoutd fail 
To bear a.m ppemrtig * 





Tie juft and wolite’to-beweail 


The fate of fall’n defest. 


_} In vain ambitious hopes defign’d ‘ 


To make his fout aspires 
Tf love and beauty had not join’d, 
To raife a brighter fre. 


Amidft fo many dangerpus foes 
How weak the wife prove ! 
Reafon itfelf would featce oppofe, 
And feems agreed. with love. 


If from the gloriaus height he falls, 
He greatly daring dics; 


| Or mounting where bright beauty ealls, 


An empire is the prize. : 





THE SURPRISE. 


Sarexy perhaps dull crowds admire ; 
But I, alas! am all on fire. 
Like him who thought in ‘thfldhood paft 
‘That dire difeafe whicly kill’d at aft, 
1 durit have fworn | lov’: before, 
And fancy’d all the danger o’er3. 
Had felt the pangs of jeatous pain, 
‘And borne the blafts of cold difdain ; 
Then reap’d at length the mighty gains, 
That full reward of alt our pains! 7 

But what was all fuch grief or joy, 
That did my heedlefs ears employ ¢ 

Zz a 
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Mere dreams of feign'd fantaftic powers, So the deareft joys of loving, . 
But the difeafe of idle hours; - Which fcarce heaven can go beyond, 
Asnufement, humour, affeGation, We'll be every day improving, 
Compar'd with this fublimer paffion; SHEPHERD. 
Whole faptures, bright as thofe above; You more fair; and I more fond. 
Outthine the famas of zeal or love. NYMPa. 

Yet think not, faireft, what I fing I more fair, and you more fond. 


€an from a love Phitonic {pring ; 
‘That formal foftnefs (falfe and vain} 
Not of the heart, but of the brain. 





* Thou art indeed above all nature ; : ON ONE WHO DIED DISCOVERING HE! 
. But J, a wretched human creature, KINDNESS. : 
‘Wanting thy gentle gonerous aid, 
OF bufband, rivals, friends; afraid ! Some vex their fouls with jealous pain, 
Amidét all this feraphic fire, While others figh for colt difdain; 
-Am almoft dying with defire, Love's various flaves we daily fee! 
With eager withes, atdent thonghts, Yet happy all, compar'd with me. 
" Prone to commit love’s wilde faults! Of all mankind, I low’d the beft 
And (as we are on Sundays told 5 A nymph fo far above the reft, 
‘The lufty patriarch dtd of old) That we outfhin’d the bleft-above, 
‘Would force a bleffing from thofe charms; In beauty fhe, and I in love. . 
And grafp an angel in my arms. And therefare they who could not bear 
To be outdone by mortals here, 
me Among themfelves hav@plac’d her now, 
$3 ‘ And left me wretched here below, 
A DIALOGUE All other fate I could bave borne, 
SUNG ON THE STAGE, And ev'n endur’d her very fcorn ; 


i But oh! thus all at once to find 
Between an Elderly Shepherd and a very Vourg Nymphs | Thae dread account! both dead and kind ! 
What heart can hold! if yet } live, 
SRTIBERD. ’Tis but to fhow how much I grieve. 
Brioxt and blooming as the fpring, 
Univerfal tove infpiring ; 
All our fwains thy praifes fing, 
Ever gazing and admiring. ON LUCINDA's DEATH. 
NyMPu, 
Praifes in fo high a ftrain, ¢ 
And by fuch a shepherd fung, 
Ate enough to make mé vain, 
Yet fo harmlefs and fo young. . 





Come all ye doleful, difmal cares, 

That ever haunted guilty mind! 

The pangs of love when it defpairs, 
And all thofe flings the jealous find : 


; “SHEPHERD. Alas heart-breaking though ye b: 
¥ fhould have defpair'd among : Yet welcome, weleone ail to ie ie 
Rivals that appear fo gaily : Who now have toft—but oh { how much ? 


But your eyes have made me young, 
By their fmiling on me daily, Except my grief! for the was fuch, 
Oe os aNEMER: That praifes would but nrake her lefs, 
¥Wle boys admire us blindly, Yet wko can ever dare to raife 
Are inconftant, wild, and bold ; His voice on her, unlefs to praife ? 
, And your ufing me fo kindly Free from her fex’s fmalleft fauks, 
Is a proof you are not old, And fair as womankind can be; . 
Tender and warm-as lover's thoughts; 
Yet cold to all the warld but me. 
. Of ail this nothing now remains, 
But only fighs and endlefs pains! 


No language, nothing can exprefs, 


SHEPHERD, 
With thy pleafing voice and fathion, 
With thy homenr and thy youth, 
Cheet my foul, and crowa my paffion £ 
Oh! reward my love and truth, 


NYMPH. 

‘With thy careful arte to cover 

That which fools will count 2 fault, TO A LADY 
‘Trueft friend as well as lover. 
* Oh! deferve fo kind a thought. RETIRING INTO 4 MONASTERY. 

Euch agart frp, and thea both togethers : 

Happy we fa Pe ncting * Wuat breaft But your’s can hold the double fire 

Folded in each other's arms, Of fierce devotion, and of fond defire? 
Love and Nature's chicfelt blefling Love would thine forth, were not your zeal f brighs 


In the ftill increafing charms, “Whole glaring fames eclipfe' his gentler ligh: = 


BOG 
Taft feems the faith that mountains can remove, 
‘Than this which triumphs over youth and love, 

But thal] fome threatening prieft divide us two? 
What worfe than that could all his curfes do? 
‘Thos with a fright fome have refign’d their breath, 
And poorly dy’d, only for fear of death. 

Heaven fees out paltions with indulgence fill, 
And they who lov'd well, can do nothing ill. 
‘While to us nothing but oirfelves is dear, 

Should the world frown, yet what have we to fear? 

¥ame, wealth, and power, thofe high-priz’d gifts of 
fate, 

"The low concerns of a lefs happy fate, 

‘Ace far beneath us: fortune’s ielf may take 

Her aim at us, yet no.ipreffion make; 

Let worldings alk her help, or fear her harms; 

We can lie fafe, lock’d in each other’s arms, 

Like the bleft faints, eternal raptures know, 

‘And flight thofe ftorms that vainly reft below: 

Yet this, all this you are refolv’d to quit; 

I fee my ruin, and I muft fabmit: 
Bat think, O think, before you prove unkind; 
How loft 4 wretch you leave forlorn behind. 

Malignant envy, mid with hate and fear, 
Revenge for wrongs too burdenfome to bear, 
Ev'n zeal itfelf, from whence all mifchiels {pring 
Have never done fo barbarous a thing. . 

With fach a fate the heavens decreed to vex 
Armida once, though of the fairer fex; 
Rinaldo the had charm'd with fo much att, 
Hers was his power, his perfou, and his heatt: 
Honour’s high thoughts no more his ‘mind could 

move j 

She footh’d his rage, and turn’d it all to love: 
‘When ftraight a guit of fierce devotion blows, 
And in a moment all her joys o’erthrows = 
‘The poor Arniida tears her golden halr, 
Matchlefs till now, for love or for defpair. 
Who is not mov'd while the fad nyinph com- 
, plains? ; 
Yet you now aé what Taffo only feigns: 
And after all our vows, our fighs, our tears, 
My banifh’d forrows, and your conquer’d fears; 
So many doubts, fo many dangers, palt, 
Vifions of zeal muft vanquifh me at laft. 

‘Thus, in great Homer's war, throughout the 

field 

Some hero ftill made all things mortal yield; 
But when a god once took the vanquifh’d fide; « 
"The weak prevail’d, and the victorious dy'd. 





THE VISION. 


Written during 2 Sea Voyage, when fent to command 
the Lorces for the Relief of Tangier. 


‘Wirt the filent thades of foft repofe, 

Where fancy’s boundlefs ftream for ever flows: 
Where the infranchis’d foul at eafe can play, S 
‘Tir’d with the toilfome bufinefs of the day; 
Where princes gladly reft their weary heads, 
And change uneafy thrones for downy beds ; 
‘Where fecming joys delude defpairing minds ; 
And where cv'n jealoufy fome quiet Binds; 


EM S&S: 
There I and forrow for a while could perf, 
Sleep clos'd my eyes, and eas'd a fighing hearts: 

But here too foon a wretched lover found 
tn deepeft griefe that fleep can ne’er be found; 
With ftrange furprife my troubled fancy bring 
Odd antick fhapes of wild unheard-of things; « 
Difmal and terrible they all appear, 

My foul was fhook with an unafual fear. 

But as when vifions glad the eyes of faints, 

‘And kind relief attends devout complaints, 
Some beauteous angel in bright charms will fhine; 
‘And fpread a glory round, that’s all divine ; 
Jutt fuch a bright and beauteous form appears, 
The monfters vanith, and with them my fears. 
The faiteft thape was then before me. brought, 
That eyes e’er faw, or fancy ever thought;, 
How weak are v-ords to thew fach excellence; 
Which ev’n confounds the foul, as well as fenfe $ 
And, while otir eyes tranfporting pleafure find; 
It tops not here, but ftrikes the very mind. + 
Some angel fpeaks her praife; no human tongue, 
Buit with its utmhoft att naiit do her wrong.” ”” 
The only woman that has power to kill, 

And yet is good enough to want the will; 

Who needs no {oft all uting words repeat 

Nor ftady'd looks of languithing deceit. 

Fantattic beauty, always in the wrong, 

Still thinks fome pride muft to its power belotig 3 
An air affedted, and ai haughty mien, : 
Something that feems to fay, f would be feen. 
But of all womankind thig only fhe, 

Full of its charms, and from its frailty free, 
Deferves fome nobler mute her faine to raife, 

By making the whole fex befide her pyramid of 
She, fhe appear’d the fource of all my joys, (praife 
The deareft care all my thought employs: 
Genily fhe look’d, % when 1 left her latt, a 
‘When firft the feiz‘d my heart, and held it fait: 
When, if my vows, alas! were made too lato, 

{ faw my doom came not from her, but fate. 
With pity then the eas'd my raging pain, . 
And her kind eyes could fearee from tears refrain: 
Why, gentle fwain, faid the, why do ye grieve 
In words I fhould not Near, ‘much lefs believe ? 

1 gaze on that which is fault to mind, 

And ought to fly the danger which I find ; 

Of falfe mankind thoagh you may be the beft, 
Ye all have robb’d"puor women of their reft. 

I fee yout pain, and fee it too with grief, 
Becaufe I would, yet wut not, give relief. 

Thos, for’a hufband’s fake, as well as yours, 

My fertpulous foul divided pain endures; 
Guilty, alas! to both : for thus f do 

Too itiuch for him, yet not enough for you. 
Give over then, give over, haplefs fwain, 

A paffion moving, but a paffion vain : 

Not chance nor time fhall ever change my thought 
*Tis better much to die, than do a fault. 

Ob, worfe than ever! Is it then my doom 
Juit to fee heaven, wheré I muft never come? 
Your foft compaffion, if not fomething more; 
Yet [remain as wretched as before, 
‘The wind indeed is fair, but ah! no fight of: 
Farewell, too {erupulous fair one; oh, 
What torments [ endure, no tongue con tel: 

“i 


855 


j 





$36 
‘Thank heaven, my fate tranfports me now where I, 
Your martyr, may with cafe and fafety die. 
With that I kneel’d, and feiz’d her trembling 
hand, ' 
‘While the impos’d this cruel kind command : 
Live, and love on; you will be true, I know, 

But live then, and come back to tell me fo} 

Vor though T bluffs at this lat guilty breath, 
‘Lcan endore that better than your death 

Tormenting kindnefs' barbarobs reprieve ! 
Condemn’d to.die, and yer compeli’d to live! 

‘This tender fcene my dream cepeated o'er, 
‘Jo ae it pafs'd in real truth before. 

Methought I then fell provelling to the ground, 
‘Till,'on a fudden rais’d, 1 wondering found 

A ftrange appearance all in taintlefs white; 

Fis form gave reverence, and his face delight, 
GoodnefS and greatnefs in his eyes were {cen, 
Gene his look, and affable his mien.” 

A kindly notice of me thos he took : 

* What mean thele flowing eyes, this ghaftly 
look! 

« Thefe trembling joints, this loofe difhevell’d hair, 
“ And this cold dew, the drops of deep defpair ?” 
With grief and wonder firt my fpirits faint, 

But thus at laft { vented my complaint; 
Behold ‘a wretch whom cruel fute has found, 
wAnd in the dep:h of all misfortune drown'd. 

“here fhines a nymph, to whom an envy'd fwain 
Js ty’d in Hymicn’s ceremonious chain ; 

, But, cloy’d with charms of fuch a marriage-bed, 
And fed with manna, yet he longs for bread ; 
And will, moft hufband-like, not only range, 

For love perhaps of nothing elfe but change, 

“But to inferior heauty proftrate lies, 

. And courts her love in feorn of Flavia’s eyes. 

All this I knew, (the form diving reply’d) 
And did but afk to have thy temper try'd, 
Which prove fincere. Of both I know the mind; 
She is too ferupulous, and thou too kind ; 

But fince thy fatal love’s f r ever fix’d, 
‘Whatever time or abfence come betwixt : 
Since thy fond heart ev'n her difdain prefers 
‘To others* love, I'l fomething foften hers : 

_Elfe in the fearch of virtue the may ftray: 
‘Well-meaning mottats fhould not lofe their way. 
She now indeed fins on the fafer fide, 

For hearts too loofe are never to‘be.ty’d; 
But no extremes are either good or wife, 
vuAnd in the midft alone true virtue lies, 
‘When marriage-vows unite an equal pair, 
"Fis a-mere contract made by human care, 

“By-which they both are far conveni2nce ty’d, 
‘The bridegroom yet more’ firidtly than the bride: 
For circumftances alter every. ill, 





And woman meets with moft temptation fill; 
“She a forfaken bed miuft often hear, 

While he can never fail to find -her there, 

And therefore Iefs excus’d to range elfewhere. 
Yet this the onght to fuffer, and fubmit : 

Bat when no longer for each other fit, 

If ufage bafe thall juft refentment move, 

‘Or, what is worfe, affronts of wandering love ; 
No obligation after that remains, . 

_ “Tis mean, not jult, to wear a rival’s ching. 
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Yet decency requires the wonted cared 

Of intereft, children, and remote affairs ; 

But in her love, that dear concern of life, 

She all the while may be another's wifes _{bed, 
Heaven, that beholds her wrong’d and widow’d 
Permits a lover in ker hufband’s ‘ftead. 

I flung me at his feet, his robes would kifs, 
And cry’d—£v'n our bafe world is juft in this; 
Amidft our cenfures, love we gently blame, 

And love fometimes ptefetves a female fame. _ 
Whiat tie lefs ftrong cau woman's will reftrain ? 
When honout checks, and confcienee pleads in 

vain; 

When parents’ threats, and friends’ perfuafions fail, 
When intereft and ambition fcarce prevail, 

To bound that fex when nothing elfe can move, 
‘They'll live referw’d,.to pleafe the man they love! 

‘The fpirit then reply’d to all { faid, 

She may be kind, bur vot till diou art dead ; 
Bewail thy memory, bemvan-thy fate: 

Then fhe will love, when “sia, alan! too late : 
Of all thy pains fhe will no-pity have, 

Till fad ‘defpair has fent pre to the grave, 








Amaz’d, I wak’d in‘hafte, 
All trembling at my doom ; 
Dreams oft’ repeat kdventures paft, 
Aad teil our ills to come. 





HELEN TO PARIS, 
FROM OVID. 
Tranflated by the Earl of Mulgrave and Mr, Dryde. 


Wuen loofe epifties violate chafte eyes, 

She half confents, who filently denies; 

How dares a Branger, with defigns fo vain, 
Marriage and hofpigable rights profane ? 

Was it for this your fate Fs) ‘ihetter find 

From {welling teas'and every faithlefs wind ? 
(For though a diftant country brought you forth, 
Your ufe here was equal to yout worth.) 
Toes this deferve to be rewarded fo? 

Did you come here a ftranger, of a foe! 

Your partial judgment may. perhaps complain, 
“And think me barbarous for my jnft difdain ; 
Ul-bred then let me be, but not unchafte, 

Nor my clear fame with any fpot defac’d. 
‘Though in my face there's no affected frown, 
Nor in my carriage a feign'd nicenefs fhown, 
I keep my honour ftill without a fain, 

Nor has my love made any coxcomb vain. 
Your boldnefs { with admiration fee + 

What hope had you to gain a queen like me? 
Becaufe a hero forc’d me once away, 

Am { thought fit to be a fecond prey ? 

Had I been won, I had deferv'd your blame, 
But fure my part was nothing but the thame; 
Yet the bale theft to him no fruit did bear, 

I "fcap'd unhurt by any thing but fear : 
Rude force might fome unwilling kiffes gain, 
i But that was ali he ever could obtain. 
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You on fuch terms would ne'er have let me go; 
Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 
Untouch'd the youth reftor’d me to my friends,’ 
And modeft ufage made me fome amends. 
*Tis virtue to repent a vicious deed + 
Did he repent, that Paris might fucceed ? 
Bure 'tis fome fate that fets me above wrongs. 
\ Yet fill expofes me to bufy tongues. 
‘Pl not complain, for who’s difpleas’d with love, 
Af it fincere, difereet, and conttant prove? 
But that | fear—not that I think you bafe, 
- Or doubt the blooming beauties of my face; 
But all your fex is fubjeét to deceive, 
Ahd ours, alas! too willing to believe. 
Yet others yield, and love o’ercomes the beft-— 
But, why fhould I not fhine above the reft ? 
Fair Leda’s ftory feems at firft to be 
A fit example ready found for me: 
Boyt the wus couzen’d by a borrow'd thape, 
find under barmileis feathers felt a rape : 
“HE I fhould yield, what reafon could 1 ufe? 
By what miftake the loving crime excufe? 
..Her fault was in her powerful lover loft ; 
But of what Jupiter have 1 to boaft? 
Though you to herocs and to kings fucceéd, 
Our famous race does no addition need 5 
. And great alliances but ufeleds prove 
‘To one that {prings herfelf fron: mighty Jove. 
Go then, and boaft in fome lefs haeghty place 
_ Your Phrygian blood, and Priam’s ancient race, 
Which 1 would fhow I valued, if I durit; 
You are the fifth from Jove, but 1 the firft. 
‘The crown of Troy is powerful, { confefa, 
But 1 have reafon to think ours no lef.” 
Your letter, fill’d with promifes of all 
"That men can good, and women pleafant call, 
Gives expedtation fuch an ample fietd 
‘As would move goddeffes themfelves to yield : 
But, if 1 e’er offend great Juno’s laws, 
Yourfelf thall be the dear, the only canfe; 
. Either my honour I'll co death maintain, 
Or follow you without mean thoughis of gain: 
Not that fo' fair a prefent 1 defpife; 
‘We like the gift, when we the giver prize ; 
But 'tis your love moves me, which made you take 
Such pains, and run fuch hazards for my fake. 
L have perceiv’d, (though ! diifumbled too) 
A thoufand things that love has made you do: 
Your eager eyes would almoft dazale mine, 
Jn which (wild man!) your wanton thoughts 
would fhine, 
Sometimes you'd figh, fometimes diforder’d Mand, 
And with unufual ardour prefs my hand ; 
Contrive jult after me to take the glafs, 
Nor would you let the leaft occafion pafs 5 
Which oft { fear’d E did not mind slone, 
And blushing fat for things which you have done; 
Then raurmur'd to myfelf, He'}l for my Lake 
Do any thing, L hope ‘twas no miftake 
Oft have L read within this pleafant grove, 
Under my name, thefe charming words, J sove, 
1, frowning, fecm'd not to believe your flame, 
Bat vow, alas! am come to write the fame. 
j “Hf Ll were capable to do amifs, 
I gould nog but be iquiiblc of this, 





| But, firft, 1am not of belief fo 1; 
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For oh! your face has fuch geculiar charms, 

That who can hold fram flying to your arms! 

But what I ne’ér can have without offence, 

May fome bieft maid poffels with innocence. 
Pleafure may tempr, but virtue more fhould moves 
Oh! learn of me to want the thing you love, 
What you defire is fought by all mankind; 

As you have eyes, fo others are not blind: 

Like you they fee, like you my charms adores 
They with not lefs, but you dare venture more. 
Oh? had you then upon our coafts been brought, 
My virgin love when thoufand rivals fought, 

You had I feen, you fhould have had my voice, 
Nor could my hufband juftly blame my choice. 
For both our hopes, alas: you came too late,’ 
Another now is mafter of my f: 





ey 


| More to my with I could have liv’d with you, 


And yet my prefent lot can undergo. 
Ceafe to folicit a weak woman's will, 
And urge not her you love to fo much ill 5 

But let me live conrented as I may ¥ 

And make not my un{potted fat our prey = 
Some right your claim, fince naked to your eyes 
Three goddeffes difpated beauty’s prize: * 
One offer'd valour, Cother crown; but the 
Obtain’d her caufe, who fimiling promis’d me. 

bt, [fight : 
To think fuch nymphs would flew you fuch a 
Yet, granting this, the other part is feign’d, 

A bribe fo mean your fentence had not gain’d 
Wich partial eyes I fhouid myfeif regard, 

To think that Venus made me her reward; 

T humbly am content with haman praife, 

A goddeff's applaufe would ‘cavy reife 5, 

But be it as you Jay; for "tis confett, 

The men who flatter higheft plesfe us bet + 

That I {ufpest it ought not to difpleafe, 
for miracles are not believ'd with eafe. 
One joy 1 have, that I had Venus” vice ; 
A greater yet, that you confirin’d her choice; 
That proficr’d laurels, promis'd fovereigncy, 

Juno and Pallas you contemn’d for me. 

‘Am | your empire then, and your renown? 

What heart of rock but mutt by this be won? 
And yet bear wiine(s, O ye powers above, 

How rude | am in all the arts of tove! 

My hand is yet untaught to write to men, 

‘This is th’ effay of my unpractis'd pen ; 

Happy thofe nymphs, whom ufe has perfe@ made, 
Ithink all crime, and tremble ata fhade + 

Ev'n while I write, my fearful confcious eyes, 
Look often back, mifdoubting a furprife ; ' 

Fur now the rumour Spreads among the crowd, 
At court in whifpers, but in town aloud. 
Diffemble you, whate’er you hear them fay: , 
‘To leave off loving were your better way; 

Yet, if you will ciffemble it, you may. 

Love fecretly ; the abfence of my lord 

More freefiom gives, but does not all afford: , 
Long is his journey, long wil} be his fay, 
Call'd by affairs of confequence away. 

To go or not, when unreiolv’d he flood, 

1 bid’ him muke what fwift return he could: 
Then kifling me, he faid, 1 recommend 
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} All\o thy care, But moft my Trojan friend. 
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I fmil’d at what he innocently faid, 

And only anfwer’d, You thal be obey’d. ; 

Propitious winds have borne him far from hence, 

But let riot this fecure your confidence : 

Abfent he is, yet abfent he commands : 

You know the proverb, “ Princes have long hands.’” 

My fame’s my burden, for the more I’m prais’d, 

A jutter ground of jealouly is rais'd : 

‘Were | lefs fair, { might have been more bleft, 

Great beauty through great danger is poffeft. 

‘To leave me here, his venture was not hard, 

Becaufe he thought my virtue was my guard ; 

‘He fear’d my face, but trufted to my life, 

‘The beauty doubred, but believ’d the wife. 

‘You bid me ufe th’ occafion while I can, 

Put in your hands by the good eafy man. 

I would, and yet 1 doubt ’ewixt love and fears 

‘One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 

Our flames are mutual, and my hufband’s gone : 

The nights ere long; fear to lie alone ; 

One houfe contains us, and weak walls divide, 

And you're too preffing to be long deny’d. 

Let me not live, but every thing confpires 

‘To join our loves, and yet my fear retires, 

You court with words, when you fhould force em- 
toy 5 i 

A ape le requifite to fhame-fae’d joy ; 

Undalgent to the wrongs which we receive, 

Our fex can fuffer what we dare not give. 

‘What have I faid! for both of us ’twere beft, 

Our kindling fire if each of us fuppreft. 

The faith of Strangers is too prone to change, 

And, like themfetves, their ‘wandering paffions 

Hypfipyla and the fond Minoian maid, —_[range. 

‘Were both, by trufting of their gueft, betray’d ; 

How can I doubt that other men deceiye, 

‘When you yourfelf did fair Ocnone leave ? 

But, left I thould upbraid yourtreachery, 

You make a, merit of that crime to me. 

‘You grant you were to faithful love inclin’d, 

Your weary Trojans weit but for a wind. 

Should you prevail, while { affign the night, 

Your fails are hoifted, and you take your flight ; 

Some bewailing mariner our love deftroys, 

And breaks afunder opr unfinih’d joys, 

But I with you may leaye the Spartan port, 

To view the Trojan wealth and Priam’s court. 

Shown while I fee, I fhall expofe my fame, 

And fill a foreign country with my thame. 

In Afia what reception fhall I find ! 

And what difhonour leave in Greece behind ! 

What will your brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 

Arid what will all your modefl matrons fay ? 

Ev'n you, when on this a¢tion you reflect, 

My future conduct juftly may fufped; 

And whate’er ftanger lands upon yeur*coatt, 

Conclude me, by your own example, loft. 

1, from your rage, a ftrumpet’s name fhall hear, 

While you forget what part in it you bear : 

You, my crime’s author, will my crithe upbraid : 

Deep under ground, oh! ict me firft be laid: 

You boaft the pomp and plenty of your land, 

And promife ali fhall be at my conimand : 

Your Trojan wealth, beheve me, { defpife ; 

My own poor nativedand has dearer sigs. 
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Should t be injur'd on your Phrygian thorg, 
What help of kindred could i there implore? 
Medea was by Jafon’s flattery won; 

I may, like her, believe and be undone. 

Plain honeft hearts, like mine, fufpedt no cheat, 
And love contributes to ite own deceit. 

The thips, about whofe fides loud tempefts roar, 
With gentle winds were wafted from the thore. 
Your teeming mother dreamt a flaming brand, 
Sprung from her womb, confum’d the Trojan 
To fecand this, o}d prophecies confpire, [land ; 
That Hium fhall be burnt with Grecian fite : 
Both give me fear, nor is it much allay’d, « 

That Venus is oblig’d our loves to aid. 

For they who loft their caufe, revenge will take, 
And for one friend, two enemies you make. 

Nor can] doubt, but, fhould | follow you, 

The fwotd would foon our fatal grime puriue; 

A wrong fo great my hufbang’s'‘tage would roufe, 
And my relations would his ¢aufe efpoufe. 

You boaft your ftrength and cograge ; but, alas! 
Your words receive fmall credit from your face, 
Let heroes in the dufty field delight, 

Thofe limbs were fafhion’d for another fight. 

Bid Heétor fally from the walls of Troy; 

A fweeter qui fiould arms employ. 

Yet fears like thefe fhoutd not my mind perpler, 
Were Yas wife as many of my fex: 

But time and you may bolder thoughts infpire 5 
And'l, perhaps, may yield to your defire. 

You laft demand a private conference : 

Thefe are your words, but I can guefs your fenfe. 
Your unripe hopes their harveft muft attend : 

Be rul’d by me,’ and time may be your friend, 
This is enough to let you underftand, 

For now my pen has tir’d my tender hand; 

My woman knows the fecret of my heart, 

And may hereafter better news impart. 





PART OF THE STORY OF ORPHEUS. 


Being a Tranflation out of the fourth Baok of Firgil’s 
Georgie.” 


‘Tis not for nothing when juft heaven does frown; 
‘The injur’d Orpheus calls thefe judgments down; 
Whofe fpoufe, avoiding to become thy prey, 
And ali his joys at once were fnatch’d away ; 
The nymph, foredoom’d that fatal way to pafs, 
Spy’d not the ferpent lurking in the grafs: 
A mournful cry the fpacious valley fills. [hills; 
With echoing groans from all the neighbouring 
The Dryades roar put in deep defpair, 
And with united voice bewail the fair, 

For fuch a lofs he fought no vain relief, 
But with his lute indulg’d the tender grief; 
‘Along the fhore he oft would wildly ftray, 
With doleful notes begin and end the day. 
At length to hell a frightful journey made, 
Pafs’d the wide-gaping gulf and difmal thade; 
Vifits the ghafts, aud to that king repairs 
Whofs heart's inflexible to human prayers. 
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All hell is ravifh’d with fo fweet a fong ; 
Light fouls and airy fpirits glide along 
In troops, like millions.of the feather’d kind, 


Driven home by night, or fome tempeftuous 


wind: 
Matrons and men, raw youths and unripe maids ; 
And mighty heroes’ more majeftic fhades ; 
‘And fons entomb’d before their parents face 5 
"Lhefe the black waves of bounding Styx embrace 
Nine times circumfuent; clogg’d with noifome 
weeds, 5 
‘And all that filth which ftanding water breeds. 
‘Amazement reach'd ev’n the deep caves of death ; 
The fifters with blue {naky curls taok breath; 
Ixion’a wheel awhile unmov’d remain’d, 
‘And the fierce dog his chree-mouth’d voice re~ 
ftrain’d. : 

‘When fafe return’d, and all thefe dangers paft, 
His wife, reftor’d to breathe freth air at lat, 
Following (for fo Proferpina was pleas'd), 

‘A fudden rage th’ unwary lover feiz’d 5 

He, as the firtt bright glimpfe of day-light fhin’d, 

Could not refrain to caft one look behind; 

‘A fault of love! could hell compaftion find. 

‘A dreadful found thrice fhook the Stygian coaft, 

His hopes quite fled, and all his labour Toft ! 

‘Why haft thou thus undéne thyfelf end me? 

‘What rage is this? ob, fam fnatch’d from thee ! 

(She faintly cry’d) Night and the powers of hell “ 

Surround my fight; oh, Qrpheus! ob, farewell! 

‘My hands @retch forth to reach thee as before ; 

But all in vain, for Lam thine no more; 

No more allow'd to view thy face, or day !— 

"Then from his eyes, like fmoke, the fleets away. 

Much he would fain have fpoke : but fate, alas: 

‘Would ne’er again confent to let him pafs. 

‘Thus eyes: undone, what courfe remain’d to 
take, P 

To gain her back, already pafs'd the lake ? 

‘What tears, what patience, could procure him 
cafe? 

‘Or, ah! what vows the angry powers appeafe ? 

Tis faid, he feven long moons bewail’d his lofs 

"To bleak and barren rocks, on whofe cold mofs, 

While Jangnithing he fang his fatal flame, 

He mov’d ev'n trees, and made fierce tigers tame. 

Go the fad nightingale, when childlefs made 
By fome rongh fwain who ftole her young away, 

Bewails her lofs beneath a poplar fhade, 
Mourns all the night, in murmurs wattes the 

day; 
Her melting songs a doleful pleafure yield, 
‘4nd melancholy mufic fills the field. 

Marriage nor love could ever move his mind; 
But all alone, beat by the nothern wind, 
Shivering on Tanais’ banks the bard remain’d, 
‘And of the god’s unfruitfal gift complain’d. 
Circonian dames, enrag’d to be defpis'd, 

As they the feaft of Bacchus folemniz’d, 

Slew the poor youth, and ftrew’d about his limbs; 
His head, torn off from the fair body, {wims 
Down that fwift current where the Heber flows, 
‘And {ill its tongue in doleful accents gocs. 

‘Ah, poor Eutrydice! he dying cry'd; 
Warydice refounds from cvery fides 
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AN ESSAY ON POETRY *. 


Or all thofe arts in which the wife excel, 

Nature’s chief mafter-piece is writing well : 

No writing lifts exalted man fo high, 

‘As facred and foul-movisg: poefy : 

No kind of work requires fo nice a touch, 

And, if, well finifh’d, nothing fhines fo-much. 

But heaven forbid we should be fo profane, 

To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 

*Tis not a flath of fancy, which fometimes, “ 

Dazzling our minds, fets off che flighteft rhymes £ 

Bright asa blaze, but in a moment done : = 

‘Trud wit is everlafting, like the fun, 

Which, though fometimes behind s clord retic'dy 

Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 

Number and rhyme, and that harmonious found, 

‘Which not the niceft ear, with harfhnefs wound,” 

Are neceffary, yet but vulgar arts; : 

‘And all in vain phefe fuperficial parts 

Contribute to the Mra@ure of the whole, 

Without a genius tqo; for that's the foul: 

A fpirit which infpires the work throughout, 

‘Asthat of nature moves the world about ; 

A flame that glows amidit conceptions fit ; 

Ev'n fotnething of divine, and more than wits 

Irfelf unfeen, yet all things by it thown, 

Defcribing all men, but deferib’d by none. 

Where doft.thou dwell ? what caverns of the brain 

Can fuch and mighty thing contain? * 

When I, at. vacant: hours, jn vain thy abfence 
ynourn, [return, 

Oh! where dof thou retire? and why doft thoa 

Sometimes with powerful charms to hurry me 
away, . tye [day? 

From pleafures.of the night, and bufinefs of the 

Ev'n now, tao far tranfported, | am fain 

| ‘To check thy courfe, and ufe the needful rein. 

As all ix dulnefs, when the fancy’s bad; 

So, without judgment, fancy is but madi, 

And judgment has a boundlets influence 

Not only in the choice of words, or fenfe, 

Bat on the world, on manners, and on men 5 

Fancy is but the feather of the pen; 

Reafon is that fubftantial nfeful pate, 

Which gaiys the head, while other wins the heart, 

Here } shall al the various forts of verfe, 

And the whole art cf poetry rehearfe ; 

But who that tatk would after Horace dot 

The beft of matters, and examples too ' 

Echoes at beft, all we can fay is vain; 

Dull the defign, and fruitlels were the pain. 

"fis true, the ancients we may rob with cafes, 

But who with that mean fhift himfelf can pleafe,’ 

‘Without an adtor’s pridé?, A player’s art 

Is above his, who writes a borrow’d part. 

Yet modern laws are made for later faults, _ 

And new abfurdities infpire new thoughts? 

‘What need has fatire then to live on theft, 

‘When fo much frefh occafion fill is left? 

Fertile our foil, and full of rankeft weeds, 

‘And monfters worfe than ever Nilifs breed 
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But hold, the fools thall have ne caufe to fear ; 
‘Tis wit and fenfe that is the fubjed here: 
Defects fo witty men deferve a-cure, 

And thofe whe are fo, will'ev'n this endure. 
Firlt then; of fongs: which now fo much ahound, 
Without his fong né fop is to be found ;° 

_A mott offenfive weapon, which be draws 
On all He Wigets, again Apollo’s laws, 

Though’ nothing fees more eafy, yet n6 part 

OF poetry requires a nicer art; 

For asin tows of richeft pearl there lies 

Many a blemith chat efcapes our eyes, © 

‘The leatt of which defects is plainly fhown 

In one fmall ring, and brings the value down: 

Sp.fongs thould be to juft perfection wrought; 

Yet where can one be-feen without-a faule ? 

Exadt propriety of words and thought 

Expreffion ealy, andthe fancy high; 

‘Yet that riot feem to creep, nor this to fly; 

No words tranfpos’d, bat in fuch order all, 

Fin wrought with care, yet feem by chance to fall. 
ere, as in all things elfe, is moft unSe, 7 

Bare ribaldry, that 

Bach’ nafeous (on, 

Call an unwilling 

Not that wart th 













But words obfcene, too grofs to move defire, 
Like heaps of fuel, only choke the fire, 
On other themes he well’ deferves our praife; 
Bat palls that appetite he meant to raife, 

Next, cleg: ieee, but folemn voice, 
And of a fubjegt grave, exaQs the choice ; 
‘The praife of beauty, valour, wit contains ; 
And there too oft’ defpairing love complains : 
Int vain, alas! for who by wit ia mov'd? 
‘That pheenix-the deferves t be belov’d; 
But noify nonfenfe, and fuch fops as vex 
Mankind, teke moft' with that fantaftic fex. 
‘This to the praife of thofe who better knew; 
‘Lhe many raife the yalue of the few. 
But here (a¢ all our fex too eft” have try’d) 
‘Women have drawh my wandering thoughts afide. 
“Vhcir greateft fault, who in this kind have writ, 
1s nut defect in words, or want 6f wit; 
But thould this mofe harmbuius oumbers yicld, 
And every couplet bé with fancy fill'd; : 
If yet a jnft cuherence be not made 
Between each thought; andthe whole model ‘laid 
So right, that every line may higher rife, 
Like goodly mountains, till they reach the flies : 
Such trifles may perhaps of late have patt, 
And may be iik’d awhile, but never Jaf; 
* fis cpigram, ‘tis point, *tis what you will, 
Butuot an elegy, oor writ with fill, : 
‘No {| panegyric, nor a $ Cooper’s-hill. 

A higher Sight, and of a happier force, 
Are‘odcs ¢ the mufes’ moft unruly horfe, 
‘That bounds {o fierce, the rider has no reft, 
Here toams at mouth, and moves like one poffefs'd. 
The, poet here muft be indeed infpir’d, 
With fury too, as well aa fancy fir'd. 


+The Tarl of Rochelter, 
th Waller's, UDentan’s 
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Cowley might hoaft te have perform’d this part, 

Had he with nature join’d the rules of art; 

Bat fometimes digtion. mean, or verfe ill-wrought, 

Desdens, or clouds, his noble frame of thought, 

Though all appear in heat and fury doue, 

The language fill mutt foft and eafy run, 

Thefe laws may found a little too fevere ; 

But judginent yiclds, and fancy governs here, 

Which, though extravagant, this, miufe allows, 

And makes the work much eafier than it fhows, 
Of all the ways that wifeft men could find 

To'mend the age, and mortify mankind, : 

Sasjre well-writ has moft faccefsfyl prav'd, 

And cures, becaufe the remedy is lny’d. 

‘Tis hard ta write on fuch a Subject more, 

Without repeating things faid oft’ before | 

Some vulgar erfora only we'll remove, « 

‘That ftain a-béausy which.we fo much Jove. 

Of chofen words fome sake not.caré:enough, 

And think they thould be:agsbe.fibje@ rough 

‘This poem niuft be more exadtly. made, * : 

And tharpeft thoughts in fmoothief words canvey'd, - 

Some think, if harp enough, théy ¢angat fail, - * 

As if their aly banc’ was to rail, | 





But human fray Bicely to unfold,” 
j Diftinguithes.a fatytfrom.a {cold. 






», and.prejudice Jay down ; 
A fatyr’s {mile is tharper than his frown; 
Se while you feem zo flight fume rival youth, 

Malice iifelf may pals fometimes for truth,” 
‘The Laureat + here may juftly claim our. praife, 
Crown'd by Mack Fleckng j with immortat bays; 
Yet once his Pegafus | has borne dead weight, 
Rid by fome lumpith minifter of fate, 

Here reft, my .mufe, fufpend thy cares awhile, 
A more important tafk attends thy toil. 
As fome young eagle, that defigns to fly 
A long unwonted journey through the fey, 

Weighs all the dangerous enterprife: before, 
O’er what wide Jands and.feaa the is to foar, 
Doubts her own fo.far; and juftly fears 
‘The lofty road of airy travellers ; 

Bat yet incited by fome bold defign, 

‘That does her hopes beyond-her fears incline, 
Prunes every feather, views herfelf with care, 
At lait. refoly’d, the cleaves the yielding air ; 
Away the flies, fo Rrong, fo high, fo fatt, 

She icffens tous, and is loft at taft: 

So (though teo weak for fuch a weighty thing) 

Phe mule infpires a fharper nate, to fing.’ 
And why thould truth offend, when only told 
‘To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold? 

On the», my mufe, adventuroufly engage © 
To give inftruétions that concern the flage, 

* The unities of a@tcn, time, and place, 
Which, if obferv’d, give plays fo great a grace, 
Are. though but httle pra@is’é; too well known, 
To be taught here, where: we pretend alone 
From nicer faults to purge the prefent age, 
Lefs obvious errors of the Englith tage. 

Firft then, foliloquies had need be few, 
Extremely fhort, and {poke'in paffion too, 
} Dryden. _ : 


I) A famous fstirical poem of hts: 
7 A poem called, ‘The Hind and Panther, 
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Our lovers talking to themfelves, for want 
Gf athers, make the pit their confidant 7 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
"They truft a friend, only to tell it us; 
‘Th’ occafion fhoaid as naturally fall, 
As when Bellario ¢ confeffes all. 

Figures of fpeech, which pocts think fo fine, 
(Art's needlefs varnith to make naturé shine) 
All are but paint upon a beaureous face, 
Aud in deicriptions only claim a place t 
Boi, to make rege declaim, and grief difcourfe, 
From lovers in defpair fine things to foice, 
Mult needs facceeds for whe can choofe but pity 
A dying hero, miferably. witty? % e 
But oh! the dialogues, where jeft and mock 
1s held up like.e-reft at thittle-cock 5 
Or elfe, like bells, eternally they chime, 
They figh in fimile, and diz in rhyme. 
What thingsare thefe who would be poxts thought, 
By nature not infpir’d, nor learning tayght? 
Some wit they bave, and therefere- may deferve 
A better courle than this, by which they Qarvez 
But to write plays! why, ‘tis a bold pretence 
Lo judgment, breeding, wit, and eloquence: 
Nay more; for they muft look within, to find 
‘Vhofe fecret turns of nature in the mind : 
‘Without this part, in vain would be thé whole, 
And bur a body all, without a foul. : 
All this united yet but makes a part 


Of dialogue, that great and powerful art, 
Now almott loft, which the-old Grecians knew, 
From whom the Romans faluter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended fince, but by a few. * 
Plato and Lucian are the bet remains 

Of a}i the wonders which this art coutains ; 
Yet to ourfelves we juftice mutt allow, 
Shakfpeare end Fletcher are the wonders now 2 
Confider thera, and read them o’er and o’er, 
Go ice them play'd; then read them as before; 
For thouzbin many things they grofsly fail, 
Over our paflions ftill they 0 prevail, 

That our own grief by theirs is cock’d aflvep ; 
The dull are fore’d to féel, the wife to weep. + 
‘Their bedutics imitate, avoid their faults; 
Virft, on a plot employ thy careful thoughts; 
“Lurn it, with time, a thoufand feveral ways; 
‘This oft’, alone, bas given fuccefs to plays. 
Reje@ that vulgar error (which appeara 

So fair) of making perfect characters ; 
‘There’sno fuch thing in nature, aad you'll draw 
A fauldefs moniter which the world ne’er faw, 
home faults mutt be, that his misforcunes drew, 
But fuch as may deferve compaftion too, 

Mefides the main defign compos’d with art, 

Each moving feene muft be a plot apart ; 
Cos.trive each little curn, mark every place, 

As painters firlt chalk oyt the future face 

Yet be not fondly your own flave for this, 

But change hereafter what appears anuifs. 

Think not fo much where thining thoughts to 
As what a map would fay infuch acafe:  [place, 
Neither in comedy will this fuffice, 

The player too mult be before your eyes! 


+ tu Philater, a play of Beaumont and Fletcher 


And, though 'tis drudgery to ftoop-fo low, 
To him you muft your fecret meaning fhow, 
Expofe no fingle fop, but fay the load 
More equally, and fpread the folly broad; 
Mere coxcombs are toa obvious; oft’ we fea. 
A fool derided by as bad as he: “t 
Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low way 


_| A very.owl may prove a bird of.prey, 


Smalf poets thns will one poor fop devour, 
But to collea, Jike bees, from every Bower, 
Ingredients.to compofe that precious juice, : 
Which ferves the world for pleafure und for-ule, . 
In fpite of fastion this would fayeur get ; : 
But Falftaff + ands inimitablé yee. 

Apother fault which often may befall 
ls, when the wit of fome. great poct Sal 
So overfiow, that is, be none at, all,- 
That ev'n his fouls fpeak fenfe, as if, 
And each by infpisation breaks his jeit. 
If once the juftnefs of each part be loft, 
Well may*we laugh, but at the poet’s cofk, 
That filly thing men call fheer-wit avoid, 
With which our age fo haufeoufly is cloy'd ; 
Humour is all; wit thould be only brought 
To turn agreeably fome proper thought, 

But fince the poets we of late have known, 
Shine in no drefs fo miuch as in their owg, . 
“rhe better by example to convince, . hte 








Caft hut a view on this wrong fide of fp 
Eiri, a folilogny is calmly made, oe 

Where every reafon is exactly weigh'd; 

Which once perform’d, moft opportunely comeg 
Some hero frighted at the noife of drynis; . 
For her fweet fake, whom at. firft fight, ho loves, 
And ail in metaphor his paffion proveg; : 
But fome fad accident, though yet unkbown, 
Parting this pair, td leave the fwain alone; 

He ftrait grows } ealous, though we know not whys 
_Theh, to oblige his rival, needs will die: ‘ 
But firft he makes a {peech, wherein he cells 

Che abfent nymph how much his flame excelas 
And yet bequeaths her generoufly now ; 

To that loy'd rival whom he does not knaw! 
Who ftrait appears; but who can fate withttand? 
Too late, alas! to hold his haity hand, 

That juft has given himfelf the cruel ftroke ! 

At which his very rival's heart it broke : 

He, more to his new friend than mifirefs kind, 
Mott fadly mourns at being left behind, ie 
Of fuch a death prefezs the pleating chagras \ 

Yo love, and living in a lady's arras, [thefe: 
What fhameful and what monftrous things are 
And then they rail at thofe they cannot pleafe ; 
Conclude us only partial to. ths dead, « 

And grudge the fign of old. Ben Jonfon’s heads 
When the intrinfic value of the ftage 

Can fearce be judg'd bug by 4:following age : 
For dances, fiutes, tralian-fongs, and rhyme, 

May keep up finking ngnfenfe for a time ; 
But that muft fail, which now fo much o’er-pales, 
And ferfe no longer will fubmit to fools, : 

By painful fteps at laf we labour up 

Patnaifus’ hill, on whofe bright airy top 





+ The matehich charadler of shak‘prare, 
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The epic poets fo divinely thow, 

And with jut pride behold the reft below. 
Heroic poems have a juft pretence 

"Fo he the utmoft ftretch of human fenfe s 
A work of fuch ineltimable worth, 
There are but two the world has yet brought 

forth! 

Homer and Virgil ! with whatacred ave, 

Do thofe mere founds the werld’s attention draw» 
Ju as a changeling feems below the reft 

Of men, or rather 1s a two-legg’d beaft ; 

Se thefe gigantic fouls amaz*d we find 

As much above the reft of human kind ! 

Nature’s whole ftvength united! endlefs fame, 
And univerfal fhouts attend ‘their name « . 
Read Homer once, ari@-you can read no more, 

For all books elfe appear fo mean, fo poor, 

Werfe will feem profe; but ftill perfift to read, 
And Homer will be all the books you need. 

Had Boffu never writ, the world had fill, 

Like Indians, view’d this wondrous piece of fkill; 
As fomething of divine thy work admiy’d;" 

Not hop'’d to be inftruded, bie imfpir’ 
‘Bat he, difctofing facred myfteric’s, 
‘Has fhowhi where all the mighty magic lies; 
Defcrib’d the feeds; arid in what order fown, 
"Fhat have to fuch 2 vaft proportion grown, * 
Sure from fome angel he the fecret knew, 

Who through this labyrinth has lent the clne, 

But what, alas! avails ic poor mankind, 

‘To fee this promis’d land, yet ftay behind ? 
‘The way is fhown, but who has ftrength to go? 
‘Who can alf {ciences prpfoundly know ? 

‘Whofe fancy flies beyond weak reafon’s fight, 
And yet has judgment to direét it right ? 

Whole juft difcernment, Virgil-like, is fuch 
Never to fay too little or tuo much ? 

Let fuch a man begin without delay ; 

But he mutt de beyond what I can fay; 

Mutt above Taffo’s lofty flights prevail, 
Succeed where Spenfer, and ev’n Milton fail. 











ODE ON BRUTUS. 


le 
"Tis faid, that favourite, mankind, 
‘Was marc the lord of all below; 
Bat yet the doubtful are contern’d to find, 
*Tis only one man tells another fo, 
‘fnd, for this great dominion here, 
Which over other heafls we claim, 
Reafon our beft credential decs appear, 
By which indeed we dominrer, 

But how abfurdly, we may fee with thame. 
Reafon, thet folerun cride' light as air, 
Driven up and down by cenfa < e applaufe; 

By partial love away tis blown, 
Or the leaft prejudice can weigh it downs 
‘Thus our high privilege becomesour fnare, 

Ih any nice and weighty cauf>, 
How weak, at beft, isreafon | yet the grave 
ingofe on that funall jadgmeut which we have. 





THE WORKS OF SHEFFIELD. 


om 
In all thofe wits, whofe names have fpread fo wide, 
And ev’n the force ef time defy’d, 
Some failings yet may be defery’d. 
Among the reft, with wonder be it told, 
‘That Brutus is admir’d for Cxfar’s death; 
By which he yet furvives in fame’s immortal breath. 
Brutus, ev'n he, of all the reft, 
Jn whom we fhould that deed the moft deteft, 
ts of mankind efteem’d the bef. 
As fnow, defcending from fome lofty hill, 
Is by its roiling courfe augmenting ftill, 
So from illuflrious authors down have roll’d 
Thofe great encrmiums he receiv’d of old: 
Repiblie orators will thow efteem, : 
And gild their elaguence with praife of him z 
But cruth, unveil'd, lize a bright fan appears, 
To thine away thie heap ef: feventcen hundred 
years. 
Ue 
In vain ’tis urg’d by an iltuftrious wit, 
(To whom in all befides } willingly fubmit) 
That Cxfar’s life no pity could deferve 
From one who ki‘l’d himfelf, rather than ferve. 
Had Beatug chofe rather himfcli to flay, 
Than. guy matter to obey, 
Happy for Rome had been that noble pride; 
The world had then remain’d ‘a peace, and only 
Bretus dy’. 
For he, whofe fd) difdair - 
Subjection to a tyran:’ 
Aad his owa 1: 
Would jure muck 
hurt his, 
To his own iv 
© Brutus ine 





to own 

Town, 

‘ather end, 

ill bimfelf, than only 





















ne Philippicn field 
¥ did yield : 
But in tho’e iling was not rare, 
And his proceed y from defpair : 
He might have choien elfe to live, 
In hopes another Cafar would forgive; 
Then, for the good of Rome, he could once mors 
Confpice again 2 life which had {par'd his before, 
Iv. 


Onr country challenges our utmoft care, 
And in our ‘Lenght: rieferves the tendereft fhare ; 
Her to a thouland friends we thould prefer, 
Yet rot betray them, though it be for her 

Hard is his heart, whem no defert can move, 

A miftrefe or a friend to love, 

Above whate’er he does befides enjoy ; 
But may he, for their fakes, his fire or fons deftroy! 
Poy tacred jetice, or for public good, 
Scorn’a be ou- wealth, our honour, and our blood: 
In fuch a caufe, want is a happy fate, 
Ev’: iow difprace would be a glorious fate; 
And death itelf, when noble fame furvives, 
More to be valned than a thorfand lives, 

But "tis not furely of fo fair renown 
‘To ipill another’s blood, as to expofe our own: 

Ot all that’s ours we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs to friendthip, oh! ’tis facrilege 

to touch. 














ve. 
Can we ftand by unmov’d, and fee 
Our mother sobb’d and ravifh’d? Can we be 
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Excus'd, if in her caule we never ftir, 
Pleas’dwith the ftrength and beauty of the ravither? 
Thus fings ong bard with heat almoft divine; 
‘Tis pity that his thought was not as throng as fine. 

Would it more juftly did the cafe exprefs, 
Or that its beauty and its grace were lef. 
(Thus a nymph fometimes we fee, 
Who fo charming feems to be, 
‘That, jealous of a foft furprife, 
We farce durft eruft our eager eyes) 
Such a fallacious ambuth to efcape, 
Yt were but vain to plead a willing rape; 
A valiant fon would be provok’d the more ; 
A force we therefore muft confefs, but acted long 
before; es 
A, marriage fince did intervene, 
‘With all the folemn and the facred feene; 
Loud was the Hymenean fong ; . 
‘The violated dame * walk’d fmilingly along, 
And in the midft of the moft (acred dance, 
As if enamour’d of his fight, : 
Often the caft a kind admiring glance 
On the bold ftruggler for delight ; 
‘Who afterwards appear’d fo moderate and cool, 
Asif for public good alone he fo defir’d to rule, 
vi. 
Bat, oh! that this were all which we can urge 
Againft 3 Roman of fo great a foul | 
And that fair truth permitted us to purge 
His fact, of what appears fo foul-! 
Friendhhip, that facred and fublimett thing ! 
‘The nobleft quality, and chiefeft good, 
(ia this dull age fcarce underftood) 
Infpices us win unufual warmth her injur’d rites 
tofing. = ¢.° 
Affift, ye angels! whofe immortal blifs, 
‘Though mare refin’d, chiefly confifts in this. 
Wow plainly your bright thoughts to one another 
thine! 
Oh! how ye all agree in harmony divine! 
‘The race of mutual love with equal zeal ye run, 
Accourfe, as far from any end, as when at firft begun. 
Ye faw, and {mil’d upon this matchlefs pair, 
Who ftill betwixt them did fo many virtues hare, 
Some which belong to peace, and fome to ftrife, 
‘Thofe of a calm, and of an active life, 


at es 


# Roms, 
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‘That all the excellence of human-kind 

Concurr’d to make of both but onc united mind, 
Which friendfhip did fo faft and clofely bind, 

Not the leaft cement could appear by which their 

fonls were join’d. 
That tie which halds our mortal frame, 

Which poor unknowing we a foul and body name, 
Seems not a compofition more divine, _ [fhine. 

Or more abftrufe, than all that does in friendthip 

vie 
From mighty Czfar and his boundlefs gra 
Though Brutus, once at leaf, his life recei 
Such obligations, though fo high beliew'd, 
Are yet but flight in fuch a cafe. 
Where friendthip fo poffeffes all the place, 
There is no room for gratitude; fince he, . 
Who fo obliges, ig more pieas'd than his fav'd friend < 
can be. ~ 
Juft in the midft of all this noble heat, 
While their great hearts did both fo kindly beat, 
‘Phat it amaz'd the lookers-on, 
And forc’d them. to fufpe& a father and a fon *; 
(Though here ev’n Nature's felf ftill {cem to be 
outdone) : 
From fuch a friendfhip unprovok'd to fall 
Is horrid, yet 1 with that fac were all [calf. 
Which does with too much caufe ungratefp! Brutug 
Vill. 
In cooleft blond he laid a Jong defign © 
Againft his beft and deareft friend; 
Did cv'n hie foes in zeal exceed, 

‘To fpirjt, others up to work fo black a deed s 
Himfelf the centre where they all did join. 
Ceefar, meantime, fearlefs, and fond of him, 

‘Was as induftrioys all the while... - : 
To give fuch ample niarks of fond efteem, 
_ As made the graveft Romans {mile | {guile. 

To fer with how much eafe love can the wife be« 
He, whom thus Brutus doom’d to bleed, 

Did, fetting his own race afide, 
Nothing lefs for him provide, 
Than in the world’s great empire to fucceed 3 
Which we are bound in juftice to allow, 
Is all-fufficient proof to how 
‘That Brutus did not ftrike for his own fake z 
And if, alas! he fail’d, ’twas only by miRtake, 
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#* Cacfar was fufpected to have begotten Brutay 
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MISCELLANIES. 





THE RAPTURE,’ 


J viern, | yield, aad can no longer fay | 
My eager thoughts, that foree themfelves away. 
Sure none infpif’d (whi f tranfports them ftill 
Above their-reafon, and beyond their will) 
Can firm againft the frong impulfe fémain; 
Cenfure itfelf were not fo tharp a pain. 
Let vulgar minds fubmit to vulgar fway 5 
What ignorance fhalf think, or malice fay, 
‘To me ate trifles; if the knowing few, 
Who can fee faults, but can fee beauties too, 
Applaud that genius which themfelves partake, 
And {pare the pdet for the mufe's fake. 
‘The myfe, who raifes me from humble ground, 
"To view the vaft and various world around ; 
How faft I mount! in what a wondrons way 
1 grow tranfported to this large furvey! 
1 value carth no more, and far below 
Methinks I fee the bufy pigmies go. 
My foul entranc’d is in a rapture brought 
Above the common tracks of vulgar thought ; 
With fancy wing’d, 1 feel the purer air, : 
And with contenipt look down on human care. 
Airy ambition, ever foaring high, A 
Stands firft expns’d to my cenfurious eye. 
Behold fome toiling up a flippery hill, 
‘Where, though arriv’d, they muft be toiling itill: 
Some, with unfleady feet, juit fallen to ground, 
Others at top, whofe heads are turning round, 
To this high {phere it happens ftill that fome, 
‘The moft unfit, ere forwardel to come; 
Yet among thefe are princes fore'd to choofe, 
Or feek out fuch as would perhaps refufe, 
Favour too great is fafely plac’d on none, 
And foon becomes a dragon.or-a drone; 
Either remifs and negligent of all,” 
Or elfe imperious and tyrannical. 
The mufe infpires me now to look again, 
And fee a meaner fort of fordid men : 
Doating. on little heaps of yellow duft; 
For that defpifing honour, eafe, and loft. 
Let other bards, expreffing how it fhines, 
Defcribe with envy what the mifer finds ; 
Onty as heaps of dirt it feems to me, 
‘Where we {uch defpicable vermin fee, 
Who creep through filth a thoufand crocked ways, 
whenfible of infamy or praife : 












Loaded with ey fill purfue their courfe, 
Not ev'n reftrai By Jove or fricndthip’s force. 
Not to enlarge of fach asi obvious thought, 
Behold their folly, whick, nds their faplt 

Alas: their cares‘and cautigna galy tend... - 

To gain the means, and then to lofe the end. 
Like heroes in romances, ftill io fight 
For miftreffes that yicld them no delight. 
This, of all vice, does. moft debafe the ‘mind, 
Gold ia itflf th’ allay to. human-kind. 
Oh, happy times! when no fuch thing as coin 
E’er tempted friends to part, or foes to jain ! 
Cattle or cora, among thofe harmlefs men, 
Was all their wealth, the gold and Gilver then : 
Corn was too bulky to corrupt a tribe, 
And bellowing herds wold have betray’d the bribe. 
Ev’n traffic now is intercoprfe of ill, 
And every wind brings a new mifchief ftill; 
By trade we Qourifh in our leaves end fruit, 
But avarice and excefs devour the root, 
‘Thus far the mufe unwillingly hag been 
Fix'd on the dull, lefs happy of fin; 


But now, more plegs'd, the, views the different ways 
Of luxury, and ali A sia furveys. 
Dear laxury? thou foft, bat fure deceit ! 
Rife of the mean, and ruin of the great! 
Thou fure prefage of ill-approaching fates, 
The bane of empires, and the change of flates! 
Armies in vain refift thy mighty power; 
Not the worft condyét would confound them more, 
Thus Rome herieif, while o’er the world fhe 
flew, ¢ 7 

And did by virtue all that world fubdue, 
Was by her ewn vitorious arnis opprefs’d, 
And catch’d infe@tion from the conquer’d eaft 
Whence all thofe vices came, which foon devour 
The beft foundations of renown and power. 

But oh! what need have we abroad to roam, 
Who feel too much the fad effects at home, 
Of wild excefs? which we fu plainly find 
Decays the bady, and impairs the mind. . 
But yet grave fops muft not prefume from hence 
To flight the facred pleafures of the fenfe : 




















Otr appetites are Nature’s laws, and given 
Under the broad authentic feal of heaven. 
Let pedants wrangle, and let bigots fight, 

To put reftraint on innocent delight, 

But Heaven and Nature's always in the right ; 
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They would not draw poor mortals in, 
Or give defires that fhali be doom’d for fin, 
Yer, that in height of harmlefs joy we may 
Laft to old age, and never lofe a day, 
Amidft our pleafures we ourfelves fhould fpare, 
And manage all with temperance and care. 
The gods forbid but we fometimes may fteep 
Our joys in wine, and lull our cares afleep ; 
Ye raifes nature, ripens leeds of worth, 
As moiftening pictures calls the colours forth; 
Bue if the varnith we too oft apply, 
Alas! like colours, we grow faint, and die. 
Hold, hold, impetuous mufe: 1 would reftrain 
Her over-cager heat, but all in vain; 
Abandon’d to delights, fhe longs te rove ; 
I check’d her here, and now fhe flies to love; 
Shows me fome rural nymph, by shepherd chas’d, 
Soon overtaken, and as foon embrae’d : 
The grafs by her, as fhe by him, is prefs’d ; 
For thame, my mufe, let fancy guefs the'reft : 
At fuch a point fancy can never flay, ~ 
But flies beyond whatever you can fay. 
Behold the filent fhades, the amorous grove; 
‘The dear delights, the very act of Jove. 
This is his loweft fphere, his country fcene, 
‘Where love is humble, and his fare but mean ; 
Yet fpringing up without the help of art, 
Leaves a fincerer relith in the heart, 
More healthfully, though not fo finely fed, 
And better thrives than where more nicely bred. 
But ’tis in courts where moft he makes a fhow, 
And, high enthrén’d, governs the. world below ; 
For though in hiftories learn’d ignorance 
Attributes all to cunning or to chance, 
Love will in thofe difguifes often fmile, . 
And knows the cavfe was Kindsefy’all the while. 
What ftory, place, or perfon, cannot prove 
The boundiefs influence of mighty love ? 
Where’er the fun can vigorous heat infpire, 
Both fexes glow, and languith with defire. 
‘The weary’d fwain, faft in the arms of fleep, 
Love can awake, and often fighing keep ; 
And bufy gown-men, by fond love difguis’d, 
Will leifure find to make themfelves defpis’d. 
The proudeft kings fubmit to beauty’s fway; 
Beauty itfelf, a greater prince than they, 
Lies fometimes tanguifhing with ail its pride 
By a belov'd, though fickle lover’s fide, 
T mean to flight the foft enchanting charm, 
But, oh? my head and heart are both too warm. 
F doat on woman-kind with all their faults, 
L.ove turns my fatire into fofteft thoughts; 
Of all that paffion.which our peace deftroys 
Inftead of mifchiefs, I defcribe the joys. 
But fhort will be his reign (I fear too fhort), 
And prefent cares thall be my future fport. 
Then love's bright torch put out, his arrows broke, 
Loofe from kind chains, and from th’ engaging 
yoke, 

‘To all ford thoughts PI! fing fuch counter-charms, 
‘The fair hall litten in cheir lovers arms. 

Now the enthufiattic fit is fpent, 
1 feel my weakne’s, and too late repent. 
4s they who walk in dreams cft claab’too high 
For fenfe to follow with a waking cye; 








} Above her reach, and {rai 





And in fuch wild attempts are blindly bold, 

Which afterwards they tremble to behold ; 

So [ review thefe fallies of my pen, 

And modeft reafon is return’d again ; 

My cenfidence | curfe, my fate accufe, 

Scarce hold from cenfuring the facred mufe, 
No wretched poet of the railing pit, 

No critic curs’d with the wrong fide of wit, 

4s more fevere ftom ignorance and {pite, 

Than I with judgment againft all { write. 





ON MR. HOBBES, AND HtS WRITINGS, 


Socu is the mode of thefe cenforious diys, 
The art is loft of knowing how to ptaife; 
Poets are envious now, and foolsalone 
Admire ac wit, becaufe themfelves have notie, 
Yet whatfoever is by vain critics thought, 
Praifing is harder miuch than finding fault; 

1a homely pieces ev’n the Dutch excel, 
Italians only can draw beauty well. 

As ftrings, alike wound up, fo equal prove, 
‘That one refounding makes the other move ; 
From fuch a caufe our fatires pleafe fo much, - 
We fympathize with each ili-cacur’d touch ; 
And as the tharp infe@tion fpreads : 
The reader’s malite hélps the seien 
To blame, is caly E48 Hitnitiend, id Bold’; 
Yet, if thesx effpires it, ’who tan hold? 
‘To thitrig We arc bound to give applaufe, 
Content to fuffer in fo jult-a-catife. 

While in dark ignorance:we lay afraid: 
Of fancies, ghofts, and-every eiipty Rite $oa0 
Great Hobbes appear'd, adsby plany renfort's, fight. 
Put fuch fantattic forms to fhameful fight. 

Fond is their fear, who think men needs mutt be 
‘To vice enflav'd, if from vain tervors free; 

The wife and good morality will guide, 

And fuperftition all the world befide. 

In other authoré'though the thought be good, 

’Tis not fometimes fo eafily underftood ; 

‘That jewel oft’ unpolifh’d has remain’d ;. 

Some words fhould be deft out, and fome explain’d; 
So that, in fearch of fenfe, we either ftray, 
Or elfe grow weary in-fo rough a way. 

But here fweet eluquence does always fmile, 
In fuch a choice, yet unaffected ftyle, 

As muft both knowledge and delight impart, 
The force of reafon, with the Bowers of art ; 
Clear as a beautiful tranfparent fkin, 

Which never hides the blood, yet holds it in; 
Like a delicious ftream it ever ran, 

As {mooth as woman, but as flrong as man. 

Bacon himfelf, whofe univerfal wit 
Does admiration through the world beget, 
Scarce more his age’s ornament is thought, 

Or greater credit to his country brought. 

While fame is young, too weak to fly away,. 
Malice purfues her, like fome bird of prey ; 
Bat once on wing, then all the quarrels ceate; 
invy herfelf is glad to be at peace, Pa 
Gives over, weary'd with f high a flight, .. 

nin her fight, 
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Hobbes, to this happy pitch arriv’d at lat, 

‘Might have look'ddown with pride ondangers paft: 

But fuch the frailty is of human kind, é 

‘Men toil for fame, which no man lives to find; 

Long ripening under ground this China lies ; 

Fame bears no fruit, till the vain planter dies. 
‘Thus Nature, tir’d with his unufual length 

Of life, which put her to her uemoft firength; 

Such flock Of wit unable to fupply,. 

‘To fpare herfelf; was glad to let him dic. 





WRITTEN OVER A GATE; 


Perr lives a man, who, by relation, 
Depends upon predeftination ; 

¥or which the learned and the wife 
His underflanding much defpife 

But I pronounce with loyal tongue 
Him in the right, them in the wrong ; 
For how could fuch a wretch facceed, 
But that, alas, it was decreed ? 





‘THE MIRACLE, 1707. 


‘Mrarr they hate, and wit they flight; 
"They neither aét nor reafon right, 
Aud nothing mind but pence. 
Unkkilful they victorious are, 
Condué a kingdom without care, 
A council without fenfe. 
So Mofes once, and Jofhua, 
And that virago Debpra, 
Beftrid poor Ifrael : 
Like reverence pay to thefe! for whe 
Could ride a nation as they do, 
Without a miracle? 





ODE 


ON THE DEATH OF HENRY PURCELL. 


Goop angels fnatch’d him eagerly on high ; -[tky, 
Joyful they flew, finging and foaring through the 
‘Teaching ‘his new-fledg’d foul to fly ; 
While we, alas! lamenting lie. 
He went mufing all along 
Compofing new their heavenly fong. 
A while his fkilful notes loud hallelujahs drown’d; 
But foon they ceas’d their own, to catch his pleaf- 
ing found. : 

David himfelf improv’d the harmony, 

David, in facred ftory fo renown'd 

No lefs for mufic, than for poetry ! 

Genius {ublime in either art! 
Crown'd with applaufe furpafling all defert ! 

A mao juft after God’s own heart! 
Hf human cares are lawful to the bleft, 
Already fettled in eternal reft ; 
Needs muft he with that Purcell only might 
Have liv’d to fet what he vouchfaf’d to ~yrite: 
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For, fare, the noble thirft of fame 
With the frail body never dies ; 
But with the foul aicends the tkies, 
From whence at firft it came. 
‘Tis furé no jittle proof we have 
That part of us furvives the grave, 
And in our fame below {till bears a hare: 
Why is the future elfe fo much our care, 
Ev'n in our lateft moment of defpair? {brave} 
And death defpis’d for fame by all the wife and 
Oh, all ye bleft harmonious choir! — {mire 
Who power almighty only leve, and only that ad- 
Look down with pity from your peaceful bower, 
On this fad ifle perplex‘d, 
And ever, ever vex'd 
With anxious care of trifles, wealth and power 
In ovr roogh minds due reverence infule 
Fer fweet sera ious founds, and each harméniout 
mule, 2s 
Mufic exalts man’s:nature, and infpires 
High élevated thoughts, or gentle, kind defires, 


oa 


ON THE LOSS OF AN ONLY SON, 
ROBEXT MARQUIS OF NORMANDY. 


Ovr morning’s gay and fhining ; 
The days our joys declare ;” 

At evening no repining ; 
And night's all void of care. ‘ 


A fond tranfported mother 
‘Was often heard to cry, 

Oh, where is fuck an other 
So blefs'd by Heaven as 1? 


A child at firft was tanting; 
Now fuch a-fon is fent, 

As parents moft lamenting 
In him would find content. 


Achild of whom kind Heaven 
Not only hope beftows, 

Bat has already givett 
Him ail our hopes propofe, 


The happy fire’s poffefling 
His fhare in fuch a boy, 
Adds ftill a greater bledling 

To all my other joy. 


But ah ! this fhiny weather 
Became too hot at lait ; 

Black clouds began to gather, 
And all the fy o’ercaft. 


So fierce a fever rages, 

We all lie drown'd in tears; 
And difmal fad prefages 

Come thundering in our ears. 


‘The doubts that made us languifie | 4" 
Did worfe, far worfe than kil: *: 

Yet, oh, with ali their anguifh, 
Would we had doubted ftilkt > - 


$ 
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Bat why fo much digreffion, 

This fatal lofs to how? : 
Alas, there’s no expreffion 

Can tell a parent’s woe! 





. ON MR, POPE, AND His POEMS. 


Wiru age decay’d, with courts and bufinefs tir’d, 
Caring for nothing but what eafe requir’d, 
‘Too ferious now a wanton mufe to court, 
And from the critics fafe arriv'd in port ; 
1 little thought of launching forth again, 
Amidft adventurous rovers of the pen; 
And, after fome {mall undeferv'd fuccefs, 
‘Thus hazarding at aft to make it leis, 
Encomiums fuit not this cenforiews time, 
Tefelf a fubject for fatiric rhyme ; 
Ignorance honour'd, wit and worth defam‘d, 
Folly triumphant, and ev’n Homer blam’d. 
But to this genius, join’d with fo much art, 
Such various learning mix’d in every part, 
Poets are bound a loud applaufe to pay; 
Apollo bids it, and they mutt obey. 

‘And yet fo wondrous, fo fublime a thing, ¢ 
As the great Iliad, fcarce could make me fing’ 
Except | juftly could at once commend 
A good companion, and as firm a friend. 

One moral, or a mere weljnatar'd deed, 
Can all defert in fciences exesed. 

Tis great delight to laugh at fome men's ways; 

But a much greater to give merit praife. 





STANZAS. 


Wuewne'er my foolith bent to public good, 
Or fonder zeal for fome mifguided prince, 
Shali make my dangerous humour underftood, 
For changing minifters for men of fenfe : 


‘When, vainly proud to fhaw my public care, 
And ev'n afham’d to fee three nations fool’d, 
I fhalt no longer bear a wretched fhare 
In ruling ill, or being over-rul’d : ¥ 
Then, as old lechers in a winter’s night 
To yawning hearers all their pranks difclofe ; 
And what detay deprives them of delight, 
Supply with vain endeavours to impofe : 


Jutt fo thal ¥ as idly entertain 
Some ftripling patriots, fond of feeming wife; 
Tell, how Til could great employments gain, 
Without concealing truths, or whifpering lies! 


Boaft of fucceeding in my country’s caufe 
Ev'n againft fome almoft too high to blame: 
Whom, when advanc’d beyond the teach of laws, 
Toft’ had ridicul’d to fenfe and thames 


Say, I refifted the moft potent fraud ; 
But friendlefs merit openly approv'd; 
And that | was above the being aw’d 
Not only by my prince, but thofe he lov'd: 


‘Who knows but my example then spay pleafe 
Such noble, hopeful {pirits as appear . 

Willing to flight their pleafures and their eafe, 
For fame and honour! till at lait they hear, 


After much trouble borne, and danger run, 
The crown affifted, and my country ferv'ds 

Without good fortune I had been undone, 
‘Without a good eftate 1 might have farv’d, 


THE ELECTION OF A POET LAUREAT’ 


IN M.DCC.XHE, 


A vamoos affembly was fummon'd of late: 
To crown 2 new laureat, came.Phebus in ftate, 
With all that Montfaucon himfelf could defire,. 
His bow, laurel, harp, and abundance of fire. 


At Bartlemew- fair ne’er did bullies fo juftle, 
No country election e’er made fuch 2 buftle: 
From garret, mint, tavern, they all poft away, 
Some thirfting for fack, fome ambitious of bay. 


All came with full confidence, fluth'd with vain hope, 
From Cibber and Durfey, to Prior, and Pope. 
Phoebus fmil’d on thefe laft, but yet ne’erthelefs, - 
Said, he hop’d they had got enough by the prefs. 


With a huge mountaia-load of heroical jumber, 
Which from Fonfon toCurll every prefshadgroan’d - 

under, [lays, 
Came Blackmore, and cry’d, Look, ali thefeare my 
But at prefent I beg you'd-but read my Effays. 


Lampooners and critics ruth'd in like a tide, 

Stern Dennis and Gildon came firtt fide-by-fide. 
Apollo confefs’d that their lafhes had ftings, ’ 
But beadles and hangmen were never chofe kings. . 


Steele long had fo cunningly manag’d the town; 
He could not be blam’d for expecting the crown; 
Apollo demurr’d as co granting his wifh, 

But wifh’d him good Iuck in his project of fifh, 


Lame Congreve, unable fuch things to endure, ° 
Of Apollo begg’d either a crown or a cure; - 
To refufe fuch @ writer, Apollo was loth, 

And almoft inclin'd to have granted him both, 


‘When Buckingham came, he farce car’d to be feen, 
‘Til! Phoebus defir’d his old friend to walk in; - 
But a laureat peer had never been known, 

The commoners claim’d that place az their own, 


Yet if the kind god had been ne’er fo inclin’d 

To kreak an old rule, yét he well knew his mind, 
Who of fuch preferment would only siake fport, 
And jaugh’d at all fuitors for places at court. 


Notwithftanding this law, yet Lanfgowne wee 
nam'd, 
But Apolle with kindnefs bis indolence blam’d, 


rd 
And faid hewouild choofehit;bir that he fhoutd fear 
An employment ef trdable’he never could bear. 


A prelate * for'wit‘tind for eloquence fam’d, 
Apollo foon mils’d, and he needs not be nam’d; 
Since amidft' a whole Benth, “of which fome ate fo 
: bright, 

Wo one of them thines fo tearn’d and polite. 


To Shippen, Apollo was cold with refpe&, _ 
Since he for the {tate could the mufes negic& ¢ 
But faid, in a greater affembly he fhin’d, 

And places were things he had ever declin’d. 


‘Trap, Young, and Vanbrugh, expected reward, 
For fome things writ well: but Apollo declar’d 
That one was tol flat, the other too rough, 

‘And the third fure already had places enough, 


Pert Budgell came next, and, demanding the bays, 

Said, thofe works muft be good, which had Addi- 
fon's praife ; 

But Apollo reply’d, Child Euflace, 'tis known, 

Moft authors will praife whatfoever’s their own, 


When Philips carne forth, as ftarch as a Quaker, 
Whofe fimple profeflion’s a pafloral-maker ; 
Apollo advis'd him from playhoufe to keep, 

And pipe to nodght elfe but his dog-and his fheep. 


Hughes, Fenton, and Gay, came lait in the train, 

"Noo modeft to-afk for the crown they would gain : 

Phebus thought them too bathful, and faid they 
would need 

More boldnefs, if ever they hop’d to fucceed. 


Apollo, now driven to a curfed quandary, 
‘Was withing for Swift, or the fam'’d Lady Mary : 
Nay, had honeft Tom Southerne but been within 
ai— 
| Butat laf he grew wanton, and Iaugh’d at them all: 


And fo fpying one who came only to gaze, 

A hater of verfe, and delyifer of plays; 

‘To him in great form, without any delay, 
(Though a zealous fanatic) prefented the bay. 


‘All the wits food aflonifh'd at hearing the god 
So gravely pronounce an election fo odd; 

And thqugh Prior and Pope only laugh’d in his face, 
Mott others were ready to fink in the place. 


Yet fome thought the vacancy open was kept, 

Concluding the bigot would never accept = 

But the hypocrite tald them, he well underftood, 

Though the function was wicked, the ftipend was 
good, 


At laft in rofh’d Eufden, and cry’d, “ Who fhall 
have ir, ie 2”? 
*.@ But 1, the true laureat, to whom the king gave 
Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted his claim ; 
But vow'd, though, till then, he ne’er heard of his 
name. . 


# Dr. Atterbury, Bidiop of Rochefter. 
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ON THE TIMES. 


Since in vain our parfons teach, 
Hear, for once, a poet preach, 
Vice has loft its very name, 
Skill and cozenage thought the fame; 
Only playing well the game, 
Foul contrivances we fee 
Call’d but ingenuity : 
Ampte fortunes often mace 
Out of frauds in every trade, 
Which an aukward child aford =. | 
Enough to wed,the greatcit lord, 
The mifer ftarves to raife a fon, 
Bet, if once the {vol is gone, 
Years of thtift {carce ferve a day, 
Rake-hell fquanders all away, 
Hufbands fecking for x place, 
Or toiling for their: pay; 
While their wives undo their race 
By petticoats and play : 
Breeding boys to drink and dice, 
Carrying girls to comedies, 
Where mama’s intrigues are fhowr, 
Which erc tong ‘will be their own, 
Having firft at fermon flept, 
‘Tedious day is weekly kept 
By worfe hypocrites than men, 
Toil Monday comes to cheat again. 
Ev'n among the nobicft-bora, 
Moral virtue is a fcorn; 
Gratitude, but rare at bet, 
And fidelity a jeft. 
All our wit buc party-mocks, 
All our wifdom raifing flocks : 
Counted folly to defend 
Sinking fide, or falling friend. 
Long an dfficer may ferve, 
Prais’d and wounded, he may ftarve 
No receipt, to make him rife, 
Like inventing loyal lies. 
We, whofe anceftors have fhin’d 
In arts of peace, aud fields of fame, 
To ill and iclenefs inctin’d, : 
Now are grown a public fhame. 
Fata} that inteftine jar, ‘ 
Which produc’d our civil war! 
Ever fince, how fad a race ! 
Senfelefs, violent, and bale ! 








ON THE DUKE OF YORK 


BANISHED TO BRUSSELS. 


I reer a ftrange impuife, a ftrong defire, 

| (Bor what vain thoughts will not a mufe infpire 2) 

| ‘Yo fing on lofty fabje@s, and to raife 

My own tow fame, by writing James's praife. 
Of’ have we heard the wonders of his youth, ':_ 

Obferv'd thofe feeds of fortitude and truth, ~ -& 

Which fince have fpread fo wide, fo wondrous highy 

‘The good diftredi’d beneath that shelter lie, 
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Tn arms more active than ev'n war requir’d, 

And in the midf of mighty chiefs admir’d. 

Of all Heaven's gifts, no temper is fo rare, 

As fo much courage mix’d with fo much care. 
When martial fire makes sll the {pirits boil, 
And forces youth to military toil; 

No wonder it {hould fiercely chen engage > 
‘Women themiclves will veature in a rage: 

But in the midi of ali that furious heat, 

While fo intent cn actions brave and great, 

For other lives to feel fuch tender fears, 

And, carclefs of his.own, to care for theirs, 

Is that compofure which a bero makes, 

And which illuftrious York, alang partakes, 
With that great man *, whofe farife has flown fo far, 
Who taught him firft the noble art of war. 

Oh, wondrous pair! whom equal virtues crown, 
Ob worthy of each other’s va renown! 

None but Turenne with York could glory fhare, 
And none but York deferve fo. great a mafter’s care, 

Scarce was he come ta blefs his natjve ifle, 
And reap the foft reward of glorious toil, 

But, like Alcides, ftitl new dangers call : 
His courage forth, and ftill he vanquifh’d all. 

At fea, that bloody {cene of boundlefs rage, 
Where floating caftles in fierce flames engage. . 
(Where Mars himfelf does frowningly command, 
And by lieutenants only fights at Jand); 

For his own fame howe'er he fought hefore, 
For Eagland’s honour yet be vnc foore, .. ‘ 

In thofe black times, whea, ion raging high, 
Valour and Innocence. were fore'd to fly, 

With York they Hed; but not.depreft his mind, 

Still, like a diamond in the duil, it thin’d. 

When from afar his drooping friends beheld 

How in diftrefs he evn himfelf excell’ ; 

How to his envious fate, his cquntry’s frown, 

His brother's will, he {gcrifie’d jhis own : 

‘They rais’d their hearts, and never doubted more 

But that ju& Heaven would all our joys reftore. 

30 when black clouds furround heaven's glori- 

ous face, i 

‘Tempettuoys darknefs covering all the place, 

If we difcern but the leaft glimmering ray 

Of that bright orb of fire which ruies the day, 

The cheerful fight our fainting courage warms ? 

“Vix'd upon that we fear no future barns. 








ON THE DEITY. 

WartcuEr mankind: void of both ftrength and 
Dextrous at aothing but at doing ill! [sill 
In merit humble, iu pretenfions high, 

“Among them none, alas! more weak than f, 

And none more blind: though fill 1 worthlefs 
thought 

The beft i ever fpoke, or ever wrote. 


But zealous heat exalts the humbleft mind ; 
Within my foul tach ftrong impulfe I find 
The heavenly tribute of due praife te pay: 
Perhaps ‘cis tacred, aud { mut obey. 

* The SM refchal ue Turcoae, 
Vex, VIL, 








Yet fuch the fubjects, various, and fo high, . 
Stupendous wonders of the Deity! 
Miracelous effects of boundlels power! ' 
And that as boundlefs goodnefs fhining more ! 
All thefe fo numberlefs my thoughts attend, 
Oh where fhall { begin, or ever end?” 


But on that theme which ev’n the wife abufe, 
So facred, fo fublime, and fo abftrufe, ‘ 
Abruptly to break off, wants no excufe. 

While others vainly ftrive to know thee more, 
Let me in filept. reverence adore ; 
Withing that human power were higher rair’d, 
Only that thine might be more.nobly prais’d! 
Thrice. happy angels in their high degree, 
Created worthy of extolling thee! 





PROLOGUE 
To THE 


ALTERATION OF JULIUS CESAR. 


Hope to mend Shakfpeare! or to match his ftyle! 
*Tis fach a jeft would make a Stoic fmile. 
Too fond of fame, our poet foars too high, 
Yet freely owns he,wants the wings to fly! 
So fenfible of Kis prefumptuous thought, 
That he <onfeffes while he docsithe fauit : 
This to the fair will.no gteat wonder prove, 
Who oft in blufhey. yield to what they love. 

Of greateft aGiond, and of qoblef men, 
‘This ftory moft defetved a poct’s pen: 
For who can wif a fcene more fully fam'd, 
When, Rome and mighty Julius are but nam'd { 
That flare of heroes who the world had brav’d'! 
That wondreés man who fuch ¢ ftate enflav'’d ! 
Yet feth he was to take foreugh a way, 
And after govern’d with fo mild 4 fway. 
At diftance uow of feyenteen hundred years, 
Methinks a lovely ravither appears ; 
Whom, though farbid by virte2 to excufe, 
“A nymph might pardon aud could fearce refufe. © 


CHORUSES IN JULIUS CASAR, 





CHORUS |. 


‘ 1 : 
Wairaer is.Reman honour gone? . 4 
Where is yout ancient virtue nagy ? 
That valour, which fo. bright-has fhone, 
And with the wings of conqueft fown, 

Mnft to a haughty mafter bow : {befide, 
Who, with our toil, our blood, and all we have 
Gorges his itl got power, his humour, and his pride. ~ 
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F®arlefs he will his life exvofe ; 
Su does a Sion or a bear, 

His very virtues thre2ten thofe, 
Who more his bold ambition fear, 
How flupid wretches we appear, 

As 


Gi 


oO 


Who round the world for wealth and empire roan, 
Yer.never, never think what flaves we are at home! 
Est 

Did men for this together join, 
Quitting the free wild life of Nature ? 
‘What other beaft did e’er defign 
‘The fetting up his fellow-creature, 
And ef two mifchiefs-choofe the greater ? 
Oh! rather than be flaves to bold imperious nen, 
Give us our wildnefs, and our woods, our huts and 
caves again, 
ve 
‘There, fecure from lawlefs fway, 
Out of pride or envy's way ; 
Living up to nature’s rules, 
Not deprav’d by knaves and fools; {theep, 
Happily we all thould live, and harmlels as our 
And at lait as calmly die as infants fall afleep. 





CHORUS It. 


Lo‘ to prevent this mighty empire’s doom, 
From bright unknown abodes of blifs | come, 
‘The awful genius of majeftic Rome, 


Great is her danger : but [ will engage 
Some few, the matter-fouls of all this age, 
‘To do an act of jut heroic rage. 


’Tis hard, a man fo great fhould fall fo low ; 
More hard to let fo brave a people bow, — [now. 
‘To one themfelves have rais’d, who feorns them 


Yet oh! I grieve that Brutus fhould be ftain'd, 
‘Whofe life, excepting this one ad, remain’d 
So pure, that future times will think it feign’d, 


But only he can make the reft combine; 
The very life and foul of their defign, 
‘The centre, where thofe mighty fpirit 





‘Unthinking men no fore of fcruple make; 
Others do ill, only for niifchité’s fake ; 
But ev'n the beft are guilty by-miftuke, 


Thus fome for envy, or revenge, intend 
To bring the bold ufurper to his end ; 
But for his cauntry Brutus ftabs his friend, 





CHORUS Hi. 
BY TWO AERIAL PiRits, 


ce 

‘Trip me, oh! tell me, whence arife 

Theie diforders in eur tkies ? 

Rome’s great genius widly 

And the gods feem all an 
n. 

Know, in fight of this day’s fur, 

Buch a deed is to be done, 
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Black enough to throvd the figh: 
Of all this world in difmal night, 


What is this deed? 
in 

To kill a man; 
The greateft fince mankind began : 
Learned, eloguent and wife, 
Generous, merciful, and brave ? 

a 
Yet not too great a facrifice, 
The liberty of Rome to fave. 

Tm 
But will not goodpefs claim regard, 
And does not worth deferve reward? 


h 
Does not their country lie at ftake ? 
Can they do too much for her fake ? j 


Both Spirits together. 


Though dreadful be this doom of fate, 
Juft is that power which governs all : 
Better this wondrous man fhould fall, 
Thau a mof giorious, virtuous ftate, 


eS 


CHORUS Iv. 





PROLOGUE TO MARCUS BRUTUS. 

















Thought fit to cat on human kind! 
Learning, courage, eloquence, 
Were intermixt in one atone ; 
Yet in one moment overthrown. 
Could chance, or fenfelefs atoms, join 
Or would thofe powers we hold divine 
Deftroy their owa chief matter-picce ? 
Where fo much difficulty lies, 
‘The dotibtful are the only wife, 
And, what muft more perplex our thoughtsy 
To do the very worft of faults, 
All this is far 2bove our reach, 
Whatever priefts prefume to preach, 
Cur feene is Athens. And, great Athens nam’d. 
Methinks, at mentioning that Sucted place, 
8 in every iace, 
As tanghe the world all f{eienc 
‘The moft apylauded fince markiad began, 
Outihini 


How great a curfe has Providence 
The gentleft nature, nobleft mind, 
To form a foul fo great as his ? 
Great Jove the beft of Romans fends, 
And kill the kindeft of his friends. 
What foul fo dull as not to be inflam’d? 
Ps uch prod 
Aumidit all thefe ye fhail Lia man 
4 
{ Whole lite was one fix'd courf: of doing 
iF 
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®h! who can therefore without tears attend 
On fuch a life, and fuch a fatal end? 

But here our author, befides other faults 
Of ill expreffiens, and of vulgar thoughts, 
Commits on¢ crime that needs an a& of grace, 
And breaks the law of unity of place + 
Yet to fuch noble patriots, overcome 
By fadtious violence, and banifh’d Rome, 
Athens alone a fit retreat could yield; : 
‘And where can Brutus fall, but in Philippi field ? 

Some critics judge ev'n love itfelf too mean 
A care to mix in {uch a lofty fcene, 
And with thofe ancient bards of Greece believe 
Triendthip has ftronger charms to pleafe or grieve; 
Bur our more amorous poet, finding love 
Amidft all other cares, ftill fhines above, 
Lets not the beft of Romans end their lives 
Without juft foftnefs for the kindeft wives. 
Yet, if ye think his gentle nature fuch 
AAs to have foften’d this great talc too much, 
Soon will your eyes grow dry, and paffion fall; 
‘When ye reflegt "tis all but conjugal. 

This to the few and knowing was addreft; 
And now ’tis fit I fhould falute the reft. 

Moft reverend dull judges of the pit, 
By nature cars'd with the wrong fide of wit! 
You need not care, whate’er you fee to-night, 
How ill fome players act, or poets write; 
Should our miftakes be never fo notorious, 
You'll have the joy of being more cenforious : 
Show your finall talent then, let that fuffice yes 
But grow not vain apon it, Tadvile ye + 
Mach petty critic can objections rajfe, 
‘The greateft kill is knowing whcn to praife. 
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4@HORUS Ill. 


L 

Dark is the maze poor mortals tread ; 
Wifdom itfelf a guide will need : 

We little thought, when Curfar bled, 
That a worle Czfar would fucceed. 

And are we under fuch a curfe, 

‘We cannot change but for the worfe 2 

ie 

‘With fair pretence of foceign force, 
By which Rome muit herfelf enthral; 

“hele, without blufhes or remorfe, 
Proferibe the beft, impoverith all. 


ea the fink and fecond chorufes, in the Poems of Mr- 





The Gauls themfelves, our greateft foes; 
Could adt no mifchicfs worfe than thofe. 
bib ry 
That Julius, with ambitious thoughts, 
Had virtues too, his foes could find; 
Thefe equal him in all his faults, 
But never in his noble mind. 
That free-born fpirits hould obey 
‘Wretches, who know not how to fway! 4 
Iv. 
Late we repent our hafty choices 
In vain bemoan fo quick a turn. 
Hark all to Rome's united veice 1% 
Better that we a while had borne 
Ev'n all thofe ills which moft difpleafe, 
‘Than fought a cure far worfe than the difeale} 





CHORUS IV. 


Ov vows thus cheerfully we fing, ! 
‘While martial mufic fires our blood ; 
Let all the neighbouring echots ring f 
‘With clamours for our country’s good 
And, for reward, of the juft gods we claim 
A life with freedom, or a death with fame.. 


May Rome be freed from wat's alarms, 
And taxes heavy to be borne ; 
May fhe beware of foreign arms, 
‘And fend them back with noble fcorn = 
And, for reward, &c, 


May fhe no more confide in friends, 
‘Who nothing farther underftood, 
‘Than only, for their private cods, oe 
To wate her wealth, and fpill her blood § 
And, for reward, &c. 


Our fenators, great Jove, reftrain 
From private piques, they prudence call; 
From the low thoughts of little gain, 
And hazarding the lofing all: 
And, for reward, &c. 


The fhining arms with hatte prepare, 
‘Then to the glorious combat dy; 
Our minds unclogg’d with farther carey. . 
Except to overcome or die > 
And, for reward, &e. 


_ They fight, oppreffion to increafe, 

We for our libertits and laws; 

it were a fin to doubt fuccefe, 

When freedom is the noble caufe+ 
And, for reward, of the juft gods we claim 
‘A life with freedom, or a death with fame, 
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Ye Sons of Men, with juft regard attend, 
Obferve the Preacher, and believe the Friend, 
Whole ferious Muse infpires bim to explain 
"That all we a, and all we think is vain. 
SOLOMON, BOOK FIRST. 
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1 
Oy Matthew Prior, eminent as he was, both as a poet and a ftatefman, the memorials that have 
been left by his contemporaries, are difproportionate to the dignity of his employments, and the 
extent of his reputation. : 

He was born July 24. 1664, according to fome, at Winborne in Dorfetthire, of parents whofe 
yank is unfettled ; others fay, that he was the fon of Mr, George Prior, a joiner and citizen of 
London, : 

In the regifter of Se. John’s College, Cambridge, he is defigned, at his admiffion, by the prefi- 
dent, of Winborne in Midd’fex ; by himlelf, next day, of Derstfire, in which county Winborne is 
found. When he ttood candidate for his fellowthip, five years afterwards, he was regiftered again 
by himfelf as of Middefew. The laft record ought to be preferred, becaufe it was made upon 
oath. : 

It is obfervable, that, as a native of Winborne, he is Ryled, Filius Georgii Prior, Generofi, Hot con~ 
fiftently with the common account of the meannels of his birth. 

His father, dying when he was very young, is fuppofed to have left him to the care of an uncle, 
‘Mr. Samuel Prior, a vintner, near Charing-crofs; who difcharged the truft repofed ia him with 
paternal tenderncf», as he himfelf always acknowledged with filial gratitude. 

He placed him for fon: time at, Weilminiter fchool, under Dr. Bufby ; but not intending to 
give him any education beyond that of the fchool, took him, when he was well advanced in 
claffical learning, to his own houfe (the Rummer Tavern}, where the Earl of Dorfet found him 
by chance, as Burnet relates, reading Horace, and was fo well pleafed with his proficiency, that 
he undertook the care and expence of his academical education, 

He was admitted of St. John’s College, Canvbricge, April 2. 1683; and on the 3d of that month, 
was appointed a febolar of the howfe, on the Duchels of Somerfet’s foundation, by her own nomi- 
mation. 

‘The fame year, he wrote a copy of Latin Verjis on the Marriaze of George Prince of Denmark, and 
the Lady Anne, printed in the © Hymenaus Cantebrigenfis” 1683, with the Gignature of i. Prior 5 
probably from the prefident of the college not knowing, or miffaking his C4rifian name, when 
he gave them in to the Univerfity Zn/pedtors for their approbation. They bear internal evidence of 
being written by one, though a Frefoman, ufed to write Latin verfe in agreat {chool under a great 
mater. There is a claffical terfencfs in the diction, and eafe and harmony in the numbers. The 


allufion to Martial’s admirable lines on the Lappy married pair, (for it can hardly be called an imita~ 
tion), fhows the of amafer at the years of a boy. 





In 1686, he was admitted to his bachclor’s degree ; and two years afterwards, wrote an Ode on 
Exodus iii, 14. Jam that Tam, as a college exercife, to be prefented agreeable to the eftablifhed prac- 
tice of St. John’s College, to the Earl of Exeter, in acknowledgment of a benefaction enjoyed by 
them from, the bounty of his anceftor. This ode, though nothing is faid. of its fuccefs, feems to 
have recommended him to the notice of the Earl of Exeter; for his verfes to the Counte/t of Exeter 
playing on the Lute, the Epifile to Sir Fleetwood Shephard, May 14. 1689., and his lines on the famous 
pidtere of Seneca dying in a Bath at Burleigh-houfe, afford reaion for imagining, that he was more or 
lefs converfant with that family. ~ “ 

‘The year before, he wrote, in conjun@ion with Charles Montague, Efq. of Trinity College, Tee 
Hind and Pavther, tranferted to the Story of the Country Jou: and City Mexf:, printed 1687, to ridiculg 
Dryden’s “ Hind and Panther,” pubhifhed in 1686 ° 

. 
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This humorous, performance procured its author more folid advantages than the pleafure of fret- 
ting Dryden, who' thought it hard, that “ 2n-old man thould be fo treated by thofe to whom ht 
had always been civil,”. for they were both fpeedily preferred. Montague obtained the firft notice, 
with fome degree of difcontent, as it feems, in Prior. ee i 


My friend Charles Montague’s preferr’d, 
“Nor would I have it long obferv'd, 
That one Moy eats, while t’other’s ftarv’d. 


He had not much reafon to complain, for having been invited to London by his patron, the Earl 
ef Dorfet, he obtained fuch notice, that in 1691. he was made Secretary to the Earl of Berkeley, 
‘Ambaffador and Plenipotentiary from King’ William at the Congrets at the Hague, in which was 
formed the grand alliinee agaioh Lewis XIV. 2) 

An this fplendid initiation, into public bufinefs, his condu@ was io pleafing to the King, that he 
made him one of the Geatlemén of his Bed-chaniber; and he is fappofed to have pailed fome of 
the next years int the quiet ‘cultivation of literature and poetry...” nek 

On the death of Queen Mary, in 1695, when an emulation of etegy was univerfal, he-brought his 
tribute of tuneful forrow, among the reft, in a loug Od profented to the King on His Majefly's arrivat 
in Holland, of which the language might be cenfured as enconiiattic, ii Mary’s virtues did not 
juttify the moft unqualified praife, Doh ae 

In 1697, he was appointed Secretary tothe Earls of Pembroke and Jerfey, and Sir Jofeph Wil- 
Hiamfon, Plenipotentiaries at the creaty of Rylwick. When the treaty. was concluded, -he received 
& prefent of too guitieas from’ the Lords Ju‘tices, for the trouble of bringing it over to 
England. ‘The fame year he was made Secretary to the Lord Lieutenant of Irciand. 

" In 1698, he was appointed Secretary-to the Earl of Portlund, Ambailador at the Court of France, 
where he is Yaid to have been confidered with great diftindion, 

"Ashe was ane day furveying the apartments.at Veriailles, being thown the vidtorics of Lewis, 
painted by Le Brun, and afked, whether the King of England’s palace had any fuch decorations : 
* The monuments of my Mafter’s actions,” faid he, areto be feen every where but in his own 
houfe.” , : : 

In'1699, he went to the King at Loo, from whom, after a long audience, he carried orders to 
England ;, and, upon his arrival, was made’ Under,Sccretary in the office of the Earl of Jerfey ; 4 
place which he did net retain long, having been ordered back to Paris, to affil the Ambaffador in 
the bufinefs of the partition-treaty. aa : 

In 1700, he was created Mafter of Arts, by Mandamus, and appointed one of the Commiffioners 
of Yrade, eee : : ‘ ; 

‘The fame year, he publithed the Carmen Seculare, one of his large and moft {plendid compafi.. 
ticns, In praife of King William he exhaufts all his powers of celebration. William fupplied co- 
pious materials for either vcrfe or profe. His whole life had been adion ; and he pofteffed the 
refplendent qualities of fleady refolution and perfonal courage.’ After defending his own country 
from foreign invafion, _and delivering: ours from domeftic ufurpation; he headed 2 confederacy, 
formed by his wifdom and his vigour, again Lewis, who withed to reduce England under the 
arhitrary fway ef a tyrant depending on himf{elf, and to fubjugate the reit:of Europe. By his ef- 
fo:ts; Lewis was Ropped in his ambitious career, and compelled to ackpowledge.that man as Chi i 
Magitrate of England, on whom the people were pleafed to-confer the office. Ends more noble 
than he purfued, or fuccefs more gicrious than their attainment, cannot well be imagined. He 
wes really in Pricr’s mind whut he veprefents him in his verfes; be confidered him asa hero, and 

accuftomed to fay, that he precited others in compliance with the fefhion;. but that in celebrat- 
ing William, he followed his inclinations. 2 a3 

Yn the parliament that met int 701, he was chofen reprefentative of Eaft-Grinflead. His election 
wes followed by a change of his party; for he joined the Tories in voting for the impeachment 
ef Lord Somers, and the other Lords charged with advifing the partition-treaty, in which he hime 
fei! had been miniilerislly cmployed, “fe 
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By abandoning the Whigs, with whom he had hitherto avowedly adted upon principle, and te 
whom he owed his promotion, his charaéter and conduct were chargeable with apparent inconfit~ 
ency aud ingratitude, whicir ingenuity has laboured in vain to juftify or explain. : 

"To whatever caufe the notorious defertion of his party may have been owing, he ftuck at no- 
thing to ferve his new friends; and, with the zeal of a convert, became 2 Tory, io ardent and dé- 
terminate, that he did not willingly affociate with men of the oppofite party. 

Upon the fuccefs of the war with France, after the acceffion of Queen Anne, he fhowed his de- 
lighe, with the posts of both parties, i: the increafing honour of his country, by a Letter to Af. 
Builean, occafioned by the viétery at Blenheim, 1704» On this occafion he had two formidable rivals ia 
Addifon and Philips. , < : 

He foon after publithed a volume of poems, with a dedication to Lionel Earl of Dorfet and 
Midclefex, containing an elegant but encomiattic charagter of his deceafed patron, Charles’ Eafl of 
Dorfet, which does honcur to his gratitude, It began with the Golleze Exercije, and ended with 
Henry and Emma. ; 

‘As no profperous event of that reign paffed undignified by poetry, the battle of Ramillics foon afs 
terwards excited him’ to another poetical effort ia honour of his country, in his Ode om the glorious 
Sucrefi of her Mejefly's Arms in 1706. It is written in Spenfer's ftanza, and is perhaps the only 
compofition, produced by the battle of Ramillies, which is now remembered. 

Yet-he afterwards concurred with Harley and his friends, in condemning the war asburdenfome, 
and the condud of the Allies as unreafonable. . Hl 

The intelligence of minifterial abufes, the avarice of generals, the tyranny of favourites, and the 
general danger of approaching ruin, was conveyed in a paper, called The Exawiner, written by” 
King, Swift, and other wits of the party, and fometimes by Mrs. Manley. One paper, in ridicule of © 
Garth's verfes en Godolphin, was written by Prior, and anfwered by Addifon, in the Whig-Ex- 
aminer, ! J 

The Tories, having driven the Whigs from court and frem power, were in hafte to end the 
war, and Prior was fent (July 1711) privately to Paris with propofitions of peace ; and, after return- 
ing with Mefnager, the French Plenipotentiary, was much employed in the negotiations at London ; 
and again fent to Paris, in Auguft 1712, to accommodate fuch matters as then remained unfettled 
in the Congrefsat Utrecht. From the end of Auguft.1713, he had the appointment and rank of 
an Ambaflador, théugh attended with fome perplexities and mortifications, and continued till the 
Queen's death, : : 7 

He remained at Paris alfo, in the charadeer of 2 public Minifter, fome months after the acceffion 
of George 1, and then was fucceeded by the Earl of Stair. . : 

He returned to England aa foon as he was enabled to difcharge the debts which he had found it 
neceMfary to contract; and, upon his arrival on the asth March 1735, was immediately taken up 
by an order of the Houfe of Commons, and foon after examined hy a committee of the Privy 
Council. “ - 

On the roth of June, Walpole moved the Houfe for an impeachment again him, ona charge 
of high-treafon, for holding clandeftine conferences with the French Plenipotentiary ; and onthe _ 

..Ajth, he was ordered into clofe cuftody, which he made lefs tedious by writing his Alma, ar the Pre 
refi of the Mind, 

tn 3737, when an ac&t of grace was paffed, he was excepted ; but, at the clofe ef the year, he was 
difcharged. 

He had now, at the age of fifty-three, his liberty; but he had nothing elfe; having yet no folid 
revenue, but from the fellowthip of his college, which, when, in his exaltation, he was cenfured for 
retaining, he faid, he could live on at laft. 

Having finifhed his Seomon, he was encouraged to make a collection of his poems, and to publifa 
them in folio by fubfeription. ‘The expedient fucceeded by the induftryand kindne!s of his friends. 
The price of the volame was two guineas; the whole cellection was four thoufand ; to which:Lerd 
Harley, fon of the Earl of Oxford, to whom he had invariably adhered, added an equal fum for ~ 
the purchafe of Downhail in [f(a, which Pricr was to enjoy during bis life, and Harley after his 
dic ‘ 
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Of any occurrences ia his remaining life there is.no account, except that he formed a defign of 
writing a Hiftory of bis own Time; but had made very little progrefs in it, when a lingering fever 
‘carried him off, the 18th of September 1721, in the 57th year of his age. 


He died at Wimpole, a feat of the Earl of Oxford near Cambridge, and was burried in Weftmin- 


fler Abbey, where, on a monument, for which he left five hundred pounds, is engraven this epitaph, 
‘written by Dr. Robert Freind. i . 


Sui temporis Hiftoriam meditantis 
Paulatim obrepens Febris 
Operi fimul ct vitz filum abrupit, 
Sept. 18. An. Dom, 1721, Aztat. 57. 
HLS. E. 
Vir eximius 
Screniffimis : 
Regi Gurrermo Regineque Manix, 
In Congreflione Faderatorum 
Haga, anno 1690 celebrata, 
. Deinde Magne Britanniz Legatis, 
Tum iis, 
Qui anno 1697, Pacem Ryswickx confecerunt, 
. . Tum iis, 
Qui apud Gallos annie proximis legationem obierunt 
c Eodem ctiam, anno 1697, in Hibernia, 
SecreTarivs; 
Nec non in utroque Honorabili conceffa 
Eorum, 
Qui anno 1700, ordinandis commercii negotits, 
Quique anno 1711, diregendis Portorii rebus,* 
. Prefidebant, h; 
Commission ariess 
Portremo 
Ab Anna 
Feliciffime memorix Regina 
Ad Luvovicum XIV, Galliz Regem 
‘ Miflus anno 1713, 
De Pace ftabilienda, 
. (Pace etiamnum durante 
Diuque ut boni jam omnes fperant duratura) 
Cum funma poteftate Legatus 
Maruxaus Prior, Armiger; 
ut 
Hes omnes, quibus cumulatus eft, Titulos 
Humanitatis, Ingenii, Bruditionis laude 
‘ Superavit; 
Cui enim nafcenti faciles arriferant Mufz. 
Hune Puerum schola hic Regia perpolivit; 
Jovenem in Collegio Sti. Johannis 
Cantubrigia optimis {cicntiis inftruxit ; 
Virum denique auxit; et perfecit 
«Multa cum viris Principibus confuetude ; 
Ita natus, ita inftitutus, 
A Vatum Choro avelli nunquam potait, 
Sed folebat fxpe rerum civilium gravitatem 
Amezniorum Literarum ftudiis condire; 
Et cum omne adeo Poetices genus 
Haud infeliciter tentaret, 
Tum in Fabellis concinne lepideque texendig 
’ Mirus Artifex a 
’ Neminem habuit parem. 
Hac liberalis animi obicctamenta; 
Quam nullo Hh laboré conftiterent, 
Facile ii perfpexere quibus ufus eft amici, 
Apud quos Urbanitatem et leporem plenus 
“€um ad rem, quexcufque forte inciderat 
* Apte varie copiofeque alludezet, 
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Interea nihit quzfitum, nihil vi expreffum — 
“ _.. | Videbatur, 
Sed omnia ultro effucre, 
Et quafi jugi ¢ fonte affiekin: exuberare, 
a lta fuos-tandem dubiot reliquit 
; Effetne in {eriptts, poeta clegaptior 
An in convictu comes jucundior. : 

Hip poems were reprinted, with additions, by Samuet Heamphireys, Efq., in 3 volutes $vo., 17333 
and in £740, came out The Hiflery of bis own Tine; a performance little worthy of Him, and undoubt~ 
‘edly little of it is his. ; 

‘The charadter of Prior as a flatefmaan belongs to general hiftory. Of his private charaSter, 
and familiar habits, very little is known. ‘Fradition reprefents him as uniting the elegance and 
politenefs of a courtiey with the fcholar and the man of genius; yet willing to defcend: from... 
the dignity of the: yoot and ftatefman to the low delighte of mean company. The Chior, whom be: ' 
celebrates, was: probably fometimes ideal; bat. the woman with whom he cohabited was’ of the. 
loweft rank. |“ His opinions,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ as fer as the means of judging are left a5; 
feem te-have been right; but his life was, it feems, itregutar, negligent, and fenfual.”” fit 

As a poet, he holds the firft rank for:elegance and corredincts, by the fuffrage of all men of tafte.. 

His works may be diftinétly. confidered as comprifing Tales, Leve Virfes, Occafional Poems, Alma, 
and Solomon. His Tales are univerfally admired, being written with great familiarity and great 
fprightlinefs; the langnage.is cafy, but feldéim grofs, and the numbers fmooth without the appear~ 
ance of care, . 

In his Love Perfas he is lefs happy , for they are not diated by nature or by paffion. They have. - 
the coldnefs of Cowley, without his wit, and abound in mythological fidtions, which excite no tens : 
dernefs. From this cenfure, however, the diftrefsful dramatic dialogue of Honry and Ennise, pare 
phrafed from the “ Not-browne Mayde,”” muft be excepted. . 

” ‘The “ Not-browne Mayde” fir&t appeared in}Arnolde’s * Chronicle or Cuftoms of London,” print~ 
ed ia. A9ags. Teas revived in a collection, called, The Monthly Mifcellany, or Memoirs for the 
Curious, priahont tev'gugingy.stith @ preface, in which it is faid to have been three hundred years old. : 
Fortunately for modeew sooty, this republication fuggefted it to the notice of Prior, who, perhaps.” 
from the fame fource, might hage adapted this hafiy, epnjecure, thay it Was coeval with the com 
mencement of the fifteenth century.’ + : 

* "Phe author of this ancient ballad, hav thown no common ikiJl in contriving a dialogue, which 
powerfully detains the attention, and interefts the paflions by a conftant focceffion of fufpenfe and 
pleafure, of anxiety and fatisfa@ion. Nor is hisinvention lefs commendable in imagining-the smodea ~ 
of trying the Lady's patience, .and in feigning fo many new. firwations; which, at the fame time,: . 
epens a way to defcription, and to a variety of new fcenes and images. : . . 

Prior has not clofely copied the caft of the original. He prefuppofes a long connection between ~ 
the lovers, which is attended with the wagmeft profeffions of. reciprocal paffion, Henry's hiypé- 
crify ie not charaéteriftically nor confiftently futained. He frequently talks in too refpetful and 
complaifant a ftyle. After fe many mitual promifes and protefations, to have made hin more be 
urate, would have enhanced the fufferingsand the fincerity of the amiable Zama. = : 

Dr: Jobnfon lias called Henry and Bama “ a dull and tedious dialogue, which excites nefther chee . 
for the man, nor tendernefe for the woman,” The writer of this narrative iv not afframed to con~ 
fefs that it has made him weep; nor prevented, by the appearance of fome flight. defects, from rank- 
ing it with the moft beautiful and interefting poems in the Englith language. : 

His occafional poems neceffarily loft part of their popularity with the Au@aation of public opi- 
nion; but the burlefque of Boileau on Namur, the Epiftle to Beileau, the Ode tothe King, the poem 
onthe Battle of Ramillics, and the Carmen Sevlare, are pteferved by theig inberent excellence; the 
Jait was tranflated into Latin by Mr. Dibben,_ : 

The Epilegues to Smith's * Phaedra and Hippolitus,” and to Mrs, Manley’s“ Lucius,” are happily 
facetious, Ihe Epifiles to Sir Fleetwood Shepherd axe humorous’and familiar. His Epigrams and 
lighter pieces are fometimes elegant and fometimes trifling.. Among the deft are the Camelion, and 
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verfion of Callimachus is fufficiently licentious. The paraphrafe on S#. Paul's exBors tion te Charity is 


“ ‘eminently beautiful. 


“familiar way, Like our celebrated Cowley he hath excelied® 


His Aba is a profeffed imitation of Hudibras, which it excels in venfifieation, and is fearcely in. 
ferior to it in exuberance of matter and variety of iuftration, It has as many admirers as readers, 
‘and was the only poem of Prior's, of which Pope (id, that he fhould with to ye the author. 

Solomon is his largeft and mott elaborate performance, and to, which he eathifted the protection 
of hisname. It cannot be denied, that he has infufed into it much knowledge and much thought ; 
that he has often ‘polifhed it to elegance, aften dignified it with Iplendor, and forpetinies heightened 
it to fublimity; but the power of engaging attention and alluring cutiofity is wanting. THis defe@ doca 
not proceed from the uniformity of the fubje@, for it is fufficiently diverfified, but from the conti- 
nued tenour of the narration, in which Solonion. relates the fucceffive viciflitudes of hie own mind, 
without the intervention of any other {peaker, ot agent, except Abra. 

“ Yet is the work,” fays Dr. Johaloa, + far.from deferving to be negleded. He that fhall perufe 
it will be able to: mark many paffagts, to which he may recur for inftruction or delight; many 
from which the post amay_loarn-to write and the philcfopher to reafon. 

OF Prior it ‘is remarksble; that no eulogy is to be found in thé writings of the contemporary 
poets, The-profe writers, however, have made him ample amends for the envy or neglect of his 
“brethren, : ae 

“ Mr. Prior,” fays Dr, Felton, enjoys the freeft and fafie mufe in the world, and perhaps is 
he only aran who may rival Horace in an admirable (Aicicy gh eapreffign; both in., the fublime and 

Mak poetry. Invhis works 
‘we meet an affembly of the mufes. Since the Roman. Swim’ Cepired; bon€h2rh ‘taken bolder and 
happier flights, or touched. the lyre with a more mafterly hand; and fince Chaucer’s days, none 
imth told a merry or heroic tale fo well."* ‘ 

His character is given by Dr. Johnfon lefs favourably; but with admirable Precifion, difcriming~ 
tion, and force. He allowshim wit, art, and laboured metre, but not genius ; a judgment in which, 
it is believed, the readers of ‘paetry will not generally acquicfce. . 

Tf Pride's poetry be generally confidered,” fays our greas poetical biographer, “ his praife will 
be that of correétnefs and induftry, rather than of compafs of comprehenfion or activity of fancy, 
He never made any effort 6f invention; his greater pieces are only tiffues.of common ‘thoughts; 
and his fnialler, which confift of light images or fingle conceits, are not alwayschié own. What.he 
‘Has valuable, he owes to his diligence and hie judgment, His diligence bas juitly placed him amongft 
the moft correét of the English poets; and he was ‘ove-of the firft: that refolutely endeavoured at 
corrediveli, . He never facrifices accuracy to hafte, nor indelges himself in ‘contemptuous negligence, 
‘or impatient idlenefa; he has no careless lines, or entangled féntinients; his words are nicely felectedy 
and his thoughts fully etpanded. © * . H 

“ Prior is never‘low,.nor very often fublime. Whatever he obtains above mediocrity, feen’s the 
effort of itruggle and-of toil, He has many vigorous, but few happy lines; he has every thirlg by , 
purchafe, and nothiig by gift; he had no nightly tufitations of the mufe, no infufions of fentiment or 
felicities of fancy. Hid dt@ion; however, is more his own than that ef. any among the fucceflors of 
Drydeni ; he borrows no lucky turns, of somhodious modes of language from his predeceffors, His 
phrafes are original; but they are fonietimes harfh; as le inhérited no elegancies, none has he be- 
queathed. ~ His expreffion has every mark-of laborious ftudy3 the Jine feldom feems to have been 
formed at ence; the words did not come till they'were called, and were then put by conftraint 
into their places, where they do their duty, but do it fallenly. In his greater compofitions thérg “ 
ry be found more rigid ftatelinefs than graceful dignity. 3 

“ His sumbers are fuch as mere diligence may attain; they feldom offerd the ear, and feldom 
Soothe it; they commonly want airinefs, lightnefe, and facility; what is fmooth is not foft, Hig 
verfes always roll; but they feldom flow! 

“ A farvey of the life and writings of Prior may exemplify a fentence which he doubtlefs unders 
ftood weil. when he read Horace at his uncle’s: « ‘The veffel long retains the feent whist it fir ree 
ceiver.” Iu his private relaxation, he revived the tavern; and in his amorous Pedantries he exhi- 
Lited the colleges but on higher occafions, and nobler fubje&s, when habit was overpowered by 
the neecfiy of reflection. Se wanted not wifdon: asa fareheian, nor elegance as port.” 
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To the Right Honourable 


LIONEL EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX. | 


Lr looks like no great compliment to your Logd- 
Ship, that 1 prefix your name to this epiftle ; when, 
in the preface, I declare the book is publithed al- 
moft againft my inclination. But, in all cafes, my 
Lord, you have an hereditary right to whatever 
may be called mine. Many of the following pieces 
were written by the command of your excellent 
father; and moft of the reft, under his protection 
and patronage. 

‘The particular felicity of your birth, my Lord; 
the ‘natural endowments of your mind, which, 
without fufpicion OF aattéery;: I may teil you, arc 
very great; the good education with which thefe 
parts have been improved ; and your coming into 
the world, and feeing men very carly; make us 
expect from your Lordthip all the good, which 
our hopes can form in favour of a young nobleman. 
«Tu Marcellus eris—’* Our eyes and our hearts 
are turned on you. You muft be a judge and 
mafler of polite learning ; a friend and patron to 
nvfn of letters and merit ; a faithful and able coun- 
fellor to your prince ; a true patriot ta your coun- 
try; ah ornament and honour to the titles you 
poflefs; and, in one word, a worthy fon to the 
great Earl of Dorfet. 

It is as impoffible to mention that name, without 
defiring to commend the perfon, as it is to give 
him the commendations which his virtues deferved. 
But I affure myfelf, the moft agreeable compliment 
T can bring your Lordthip, is to pay a grateful re~ 
{pc& to your father’s memory : and my own obli- 
gations to him were fuch, that the world maft 
pardon my endeavouring at his charadter, however 
may mifcarry in the attempt. 

‘A thoufand ornaments and graces met in the 
compolition of this great man, and contributed to 
make him univerfally beloved and efteemed. The 
figure of his body was ftrong, proportioable, beau- 
tiful: and were his pi@ure well drawn, it muft 
deferve the praife given to the portraits of Ra- 


phael; and, at once, create love and refpect. | 




















‘judgment, 


While the greatnefs of his mien informed meny 
they were approaching the nobleman ; the fweer> 
nefs of it invited them to come nearer to the pa~’ 
tron; ‘There. was in his took: and gefture fome- - 
thing that is. more eafily. conceived than deferibeds 
that gained upon’ yau' lyr bie favour, before he {pake- 
one word. His behawhads was caly and courtcous 
to alls but diftinguitied and adapted to each man * 
in particular, according +o his ftation and quality. 
His civility was free from the formality of zule,. 
and flowed immediately from his good fenfe. 

Such were the natural faculties and ftrength oF 
his mind, that he hitacéafion to berrow very little 
from education; and he ewed thofe, advantages t@ . 
his own good parts, which others acquire by ftudy 
and imitation. His wit was abundant, noble, bold, 
Wit intmott writers is like a fountain in 2 gardea, 
fupplied by feveral ftreams brought through are 
ful pipes, and playing fomctimes agreeably. Bat 
the Earl of Dorfet’s was a fource rifing from the 
top ef a mountain, which forced its own way, and 
with inexhavftible fepplics delighted and enriched 
the country through which it paffed. This extra 
ordinary geoius was accempanied with fo true ® 
judgment in alt parts of fine learning, that, what~ 
ever fabje@ was before him, he difcourfed as pro- 

ly of it, as if the peculiar bent of his ftudy haa, 
been applied that way: and he perfected his judg- 
ment by reading and digefting the deft authors, ; 
though he quoted them very feldom. ot 
« Contemnebat potius literas, quam nefeiebat :”” 
and rather feemed to draw his knowledge from his 
own ftores, than to owe it to any foreign affiftance. 

‘The brightnefs of his parts, the folidity of his 
‘and the candour aad gencrofity of his 
temper, diftinguifhed him in an age of great po. 
htenefs, and ata court abounding with men of the 
fineft fenfe and learning. The moft eminent maf. 
ters, in their feveral ways, appealed to bis deters 


38% c 
mination, Waller thought it an honour to con- 
fult him in the foftnefs and harmony of his werfe : 
and Dr. Sprat, in the delicacy and turn of his 
profe. Dryden determines by him, under the 
charaéter of Eugenius, as to the laws of dramatic 
poetry. Butler owed it to him, that the court 
tafted his Hudibras: Wycherley, that the town 
Tiked his Plain Dealer : and the late Duke of Buck- 
ngham deferred to publith his Rehearfal, till he 
was fure (as he expreffed it) that my Lord Dorfet 
would not rehearfe upon him again. 1f we want- 
ed a fortign teftimony, La Fontaine and St. Evre- 
mond have acknowledged, that he was a perfect 
matter in the beauty and finencfs of their language, 
and of all that they call les Belles Lettres.’ Nor 
was this nicety of his jadgmiéne confined only to 
books and literature; but was the fame in ftatuary, 
painting, and all other parts of art. Bermini 
‘would have taken this opinion upon the beaaty and 
attitude of a figure; and King Charles did not 
agree with Lely, that my Lady Cleveland’s picture 
‘was finiffied; sill it had the approbation of my 
Lord Buckhurit. 
- Asthe judgment whith he made of others writ- 
+ ings could not be refuted, the manner in which he 
wrote will hardly ever be equalled. Every one of 
his pieces is an ingot of gold, intrinfically and fo- 
Jidly valuable; fuch as, wrought or beaten thin- 
ner, would fhine through a whole book of any 
other author. His thought was always new; and 
“ghe expreffion of it fo particuturly happy, that 
everybody knew immediately it could only be my 
Lord Dorfét's+' and’ yet ‘it was fo eafy too, that 
every body was ready to: imagine himfelf capable 
of writing it. There.is a Juftre in his verfge, like 
that'of the fun in Claude Lorrain's landfkips: it 
, looks natural, and is inimitable. His love verfes 
have a mixture of delicacy and firength: they 
convey the wit of Petronius in the foftnefs of Ti- 
builus, His fatire indeed is fo feverely pointed, 
thatin it he appears, what his great friend the 
» earl of Rochefter (that ther prodigy of the age) 
ays he was, 


“ The beft good man, with the worft-natur’d 
© mule: 


Yet even here, that character may juftly be applied 
to him, which Perfids gives of the belt writer of 
this kind that ever lived : 


 Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flacens amico 
. “ Tangit, et admillus circom pracordia ludit :” 


‘And the gentleman kad always fo much the better 
of the itt, thar the persons touched did not 
know where to fix their refentments; and were 
forced'to appear rat 
fo far was this gre hor from valuing himfelf 
upon his works, that he cared vot what became of 
them, though every body elfe did. 






















T, are always repeated : hhe t ertes and 
rsofthe ancient Druids, they r tain an uni- 


n, chough they are preierved on 





tHhamed than angry. Yet. 


There are ; 
ings of his mot extant in writmag, which, | 
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As it is often feen, that thofe men who are leaft 
qualified for bufinefs love it moft ; my Lord Dor- 
fet’s chara@er was, that he certainly underftood it, = 
but did not care for it * 

Coming very young to the poffeffion of two : 
plentiful eftates, and in an age when picafure was |. 
more in fafhion than bufinefs, he turned his parts 
rather to books and converfation, than to politics: 
and-what more immediately related to the public. 
But, whenever the fafety of his country demanded 
his affiftance, he readily entered<into the moft 
adtive parts of life; and underwaht the greateft 
dangers, with a conftancy of mind, which fhowed, 
sthat he had not only read the rules of philofophy, 
but underftood the practice of them. mice 

In the-firt Darch war, he went a volunteer un- - 
der the Duke of York: his behaviour, during that 
campaign, was fuch, as diftinguifhed the Sackville © 
defcended from that Hildebrand of the name, who * 
was one of the greatéft captains that came into < 
England with the Conqueror, But his making a 
fong the night before the engagement (and it was 
One of the prettieft that ever was made) carries 
with it fo fedate a prefence of mind, and fuch an 
uffofual gallantry, that it deferves as much to-be - 
recorded; as,Alexander’s jefting with his foldiers 4 
before he paffed the Granicus; or William the / 
Firft of Orange giving orders over-night for a 
battle, and defiring to be called in the morning, 
left he fhould happen to fleep too Jong. < 

From hence, during the retppiaing part of King 
Charles's reign, he continued to live in honaurable 
Jeifare. ,He-whe-of the bed-chamber to the king, 
and poffeffed not only his mafter’s favour, but (in 
a great degree) his familiarity; never leaving the 
court, hut when he was fent to that of France, on 
fome fort commiffions and ginbaffies of compli- 
ment: as if the king defigned to fhow the French 
(who would be thought the -politeft nation) that 
one of the fineft gentlemen in Europe was his fub- 
jet; and thatawé had a prince who underflood 
his worth fo well; a8 not. to fuffer him to be long 
out of hié'prefence, ‘ 

‘The fucceding reign neither relithed my Loxf's 
wit,*nor approved his maxims: fo he retired al- 
together from court. But, as the irrctrievable 
miftakes of that unhappy government went.on to 
threaten the nation with fométhing more terrible - 
than a Dutch war, he thought it became him to 
refume the courage of his youth, and once more 
to engage himfelf in defending the liberty of his 
country. He-entered in the Prince of Orange's 
intereft, and carried on his part of thar great en- 
terprife here in London, and under the eye of the 
court, with the fame refolution, as his friend 
and fellow-patriot, the late Duke cf Devonthire, 
| did in open arms at Nottingham, till the . dangers 
af thofe-times increafed to extremity, and juft ap- 
preherfions arofe for the fafefy of the princefs, 
our prefept glorious queen: then the Earl of 
Dorfet was thought the propereft guide of he 
neceffary flight, and the perfon under whofe cow 
rage and dire@ion the nation might moft fafel: 
trull w charge fo precious anid important. 
| After the eftablithment of their late majettic 
: cpon the throne, there was room again at cour’ 
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for men of my Lord’s charaéter. He had a part 
inthe councils of thofe princes, a great fhare in 
their friendfhip, and all the marks of diftin@ion 
) with which a good government could reward a 
patriot. He was made chamberlain of their ma- 
Jefties houfehold, a place which he’ fo eminently 
adorned by the grace of his perfon, the finenefs of 
his breeding, and the knowledge and practice of 
what was decent and magnificent, that he could 
: only be rivalled in thefe qualifications by one great 
aan, who has fince held the fame ftaff. 
The lat hohours he received from his fovereign 
: (and indeed they were the greateft which a fub+ 
Jeet could receive) were, that he was made knight 
* of the garter, and confticuted one of the regents 
. of the kingdom during his majefty’s abfence. But 
: his health, aboutthgt time, fenfibly declining, and 
, the public affairs not threatened by any imminent 
danger, he left the bufinefs to thofe who delighted 
more in the ftate of it, and appeared only fome- 
times at council, to fhow his refpe& to the com- 
miflion ; giving as much leifure as he could to the 
reliet of thote pains with which it pleafed God 
to afflict him, and indulging the refleGions of 
a.mind, that had looked through the world 
with too picrcing an eye, and was grewn weary 
of the profpect. Upon the whole, it may very 
juftly be faid of this great man, with .regard to 
the public, that through the courfe of -his life, he 
acted Jike an able pilot in a long veyage; con- 
tenecd to fit quiet in the cabin, when the winds 
were allayed, and the waters fmooth; but vigi- 
Jent and ready to refume the helm when the ftorm 
arofe, ang the fea. tumultuous. 

a “nee dom, my pard, if I look yet a 
little more nearly into the late Lord Dorfet’s cha- 
rater : if | examine it not without fome inten- 
tion of finding fault, and (which is an odd way 
of making a panegyric) fet his bleniifhes and im- 
pesfections in open view. 

The fire of his youth carried him to fome ex- 
cefles; but they were accompanicd with a moft 
lively invention, and'true humour, The little vio- 
Jences and eafy miftakes of a night too gaily fpent 
(and that'too in the beginsing of life) were al- 
ways (et right the next day, with great humanity, 
and ample retribution. His faults brqught their 
excyle with them; and his very failings had their 
beauties. So much fweetnefs accompanied what 
he faid, and fo great geuerofity what he did, that 
people were always prepofleffed in his favour: and 
it was in fact true, what the late earl of Rochefter 
faid in jeit to King Charles, that he did not know 
huw it was, but my Lord Dorfet might do any 
thing, yet wasgever to blame. 

tle was naturally very fubject to paflion: but 
the fhoct guit was foon over, and ferved only to 














fet off the charms of his temper, when more com- | 


poled. That very paffion broke out with a force 
. of wit, which made even anger agreeable : while 
vit-lalted, he faid and forgot a thoufand. thiags, 
which other men would have been glad to have 
ied art wrote; but the impetuofity was cci- 
ied upon a momient’s reflection, and the mez. 
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fare altered with fuch grace and delicacy, that you 
could fearce perceive where the key was changed. 

He was very sharp in his refieCtions; but never 
in the wrong place. His darts were fure to wounds 
but they were {nre too to hit none, but thofe whofe 
follies gave him very fair aim. And, when he al- 
lawed no quarter, he had certainly been provoked: 
by more than common error; by men’s tedious 
and circumftantial recitals of their affairs; or by 


their multiplied queftions about his own; by ex~ | 


treme ignorance and impertinence ; or the mixture 
of thefe, an ill-judged and never-ceafing civility ; 
or, laftly, by the two things which were his utter 
averfion, the infinuation of a flatterer, and the 
whifper of a tale-bearer. 


If therefore we fer the piece in its wort pofi- . 


tion, if its faults be moft expofed, the fhades wilE 
fill appear very finely joined with their lights, and 


every imperfeCiion wil} be diminifhed by the Inge . 


of fome neighbouring virtue. But, if we turn-the: 
great drawings and wonderful colourings to their 
true light, the whole muft appear beautiful, noble, 
admirable. 

He poficffed all thofe virtues, in the higheft de» 
gree, upon which the pleafure of fociety, and the 
happinefs of life, depend: and he exercifed them 
with the greateft decency, and beft mannere, As 
good-nature is faid, by a great* author, to-belogg 


more particularly.to the Englihh, than any iogher . 


nation; it may. 
particularly to 
other Englifhman. 
A kind hufband he was, without fondnefa: and 
an indulgent father, without partiality. So extra= 
ordinary good a mager, that this quality, ought in~ 
deed to have been numbered among his defedtss 
for he was ofteri ferved worfe than became his 
ftatien, from-his unwillingnefa to affame.an autho~ 
rity too fevere. And, during thofe little-tvanfports 
of paflien, to which { juft now faid he wasfubjed, 


be faid, chat it helonged mare: 
late Earl of Dorfet, than to any, 


T have known his fervants get inte his way that 


they might make a merit of it immediately after z ° 


for he, that had the good fortune to be chid, 
fure of being rewarded for ir. 

His table was one of the laft that gave us.an 
example of the old houfe-keeping of an Eaglith 
nobleman. A freedom reigned at it, which made 
every one of his guefts think himfclf at_home: and 
an abundance, which fhowed that the.mafter’s hof~ 
Pitality extended to many more than thefe.vwho 
had the honour to fit at the table with him. 

In his dealings with others, his care and exa@- 
nefs, that every man fhould have hisdue;-wasfuch, 
that yon would think he had never {een a court 
the politenefs and civility, with which this juftice 
was adminiftered, would convince you he never 
had lived out of one. 

He was fo ftri&t am obferver of his word, thot 
no confideration whatever ‘could mzke bim break 
it; yet fo cautious, left the merit of nis »¢t theuld 
arife from that obligation only, that hé ulualiy did 
the greateft favours, without ng day previors, 
promife, So inviolable was n his friendihip, 


was 
. 





¥ Spiat. 





wa 
aks 
and fo kind to the charatter of thofe whom he had 
ence honoured with a more intimate acquaintance, 
that nothing lefs than a demonftration of fome ef- 
fential fault céuld make him break with them ;. 
and then too, his good-nature did not confent to it, 
without the greateft relu@ance and difficulty. “Let, 
me give one inftance of this amongft many. When, 
as lord chamberlain, he was obliged to take the 
king's penfion from Mr. Dryden, who had Jong 
before put himfelf out of a poiibility of receiving 
“any favour from the court ; my Lord allowed him 
an equivalent out of his own eftate, However 
difpleafed with the condud of his éld acquaint- 
ance, he relieved his neceflities; and, while he gave 
hiv his afliftance in private, in public he extenu- 

_ ated and pitied hiverror. 

‘The foundation indeed of thofe excellent quali- 
ties, and the perfection of my Lord Dorlet’s cha 
rader, -was that unbounded charity which ran 

through the whole tenour of his life, and fat as 
vifibly predominant over the other faculties of his 


“foul, ag the is faid to doin heaven above her fifter- 


virtues, 
Crowds of poor daily thronged his gates, expect- 
“ng thence their bread; and were {till leffened by 
his fending the moft proper obje@s of his bounty 
. to apprenticefhips or hofpicala. The lazy and the 
fick, as he abcidcntally faw them, were removed 
from the ftreet to the phyfician; and many of 
them not only reftored to health, but fupplied with 
what might enable, them to refime the:r former 
eallings, and make their future life happy. The 
prifoner has often been relealed, by my Lord’s 
. paying the debe; and the condemned has been 
faved, by his intercflion with the fuvereign, where 
she thought the letter of the law too rigid) To 
thofe whofe circumftances were fuch as made them 
athamed of their poverty, he knew how to beflow 
his munificence, without offending their mode fy; 
and, under the notion of frequent prefents, gave 
them what. amounted to a fubliftence. Many yet 
alive know this to be true; though he told ir to 
hone, not ever was more uneafy than when any 
ae mentioned it to him, 

We may find, among the Greeks and Latins, 
‘Tibullus and Gallus, the noblemen that writ poct- 
ty; Auguftus and Macenas, the protectors of 
earning; Ariftides the good citizen; and Acti. 
cus, the well-bred friend; and bring them in as 
exainples of my Lord Dorfet’s wit, his judg- 
maecnt, his juftice, and his civility. But fur his 
charity, my Lord, we can fearce find a parallel in 
hiftory itfelf. ‘ 

., Titus’ was not more the “ delicia humani gene- 


th,” on this account, than:my Lord Dorfet wes. i 
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And, without any exaggeration, that prince did not 
do more goud in prépertion ut of the revenue of 
the Roman empire, than your father, out of the 
income of a private eftate. Let this, my Lord, 
remain to you and- your pofterity a poileffion 
for ever; to be imitated, and, if poilible, to be ex- 
celled. . i. 
As to my owe partitular, I fearce knew what 
life was, fooner than | found myfelf obliged to 
his favour; nor have had regfon to feel any forrow 
fy fentibly as that of his death. 

“Me dies—quem feniper acerbum fo 

“ Semper honoratum (fic Di voluittis) habchoi” 

Fs 


Eneas could not reHeé vpon the lofs of,shis 
own father wich greater piety, my Lord, than { 
mutt recal the memory of your's: and, when £ 
think whofe foa I am writing to; the leait tspro- 
mife myfelf from your goodnefs, is an uninter~ 
rupted continuance of fayour,; apd a friendihip for 
jife, To which, that T may ‘vith fome, juitice 
entitle myfelf, Lfgnd your Lordikip a dédication, 
not filled with a Weng detail. gf jours praifes, but 
with my fincerelt withes you may deferve 
them; that you may empldy thofe extraordinary 
parts andabilities, with whiclpheayénn has bleffed you, 
to the honour of your family, the benefit of your 
friends, and the good, of your country; that all 
your actions may be great, open, and noble, fuch 
as may tell the world whofe fon and whofe fuc- 
ceffor you are, rpeet Sieh daha 

What I now effer to. your Lordfhip is a collec. 
tion of poctry, a kind of garland of goud-will, 
If any verfes of my writing fhould appear in 
print ander another name and patronage than that 
of an Earl of Dorfec, people might fufped them 
not to.be geniuse. I have attained my prefent 
end, if thefe poems prove the diverfion of fome 
of your youthful hours, as they have been. occa~ 
fionally the amufement of fome of miné; ‘and I 
humily kope, that, as I may hereafter bind up 
my fuller theaf, and lay fome pieces of a very dif- 
ferent nature (the produdt of my feverer ftndies) 
at your Lordfhip’s feet, I thall engage your more fe- 
tious r@icion; happy, if,in all my endeavours 
I may contribute to your delight, or to your in- 
ftruétion. 

1am, with all duty and refpect, 
My Lord, 
‘Your Lordfhip's 
moft ebedient, and 
mot humble fervant. 
MAT. PRIOR, 
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‘Tus greatet part of what t have written having | 

cen already publithed, either fingly-or in fome of * 
“the milcellanies, it would be too late for me to 
make any excufe for appearing in print, Buta, 
collection of poems has lately appeared under my ! 
name, though without my knowledge, in which { 
the publifher has given me the honour of fomte | 
things that did not belong to me; and has tran- 
feribed others fo imperfectly, that I hardly knew’ 
them to be mine, This has obliged me, in my | 
corn defence, to Jook back upon fome of thofe ; 
lighter ftudies, which § ought long fince to have | 
quitted ; and to publith an indiff:rent collection j 

- of poems, for feat of being thought the author 
of a worle, ‘ 

Thus Ubég pardon of the public for reprinting 
ome pietes, which, as they came fingly from ! 
their firtt impreffion, have (1 fancy) lain Jong and 
quietly in Mr. 'Fonfon’s fhop; and adding others 
to them, which were never before printed, and 
might have lain as quictly, and perhaps mare fafe- 
Jy, ina corner of my own itudy. 

The reader will, £ hope, make allowance for 
their having’ bedn written at very diftant times, 
and on ‘very different océafions ; and take them as 
they happen to come. Public panegyrica, amo- 
rows odes, feriaus reflections, ‘or idfe tales, the 
produét of his leifare hours,’ who had bufinefs 
enough upou-his hands, aud was only a poct by 
accident. : 

T own myfelf much obliged to Mrs, Singer, who 
has given me leave to print a paftoral of her 
writing, that poem having produced ghe verfes 
immediately following it. “1 with flie ‘mighe be 
prevailed upon fo publifh fome other pieces of 
that kind, in which the fottnefs of her fex, and 

_ the finenefs of ‘her genius, contpiie to give her a 
very diftinguifhing character. 





} 
t 

POSTSCRIPT. | 
Trust help my preface by a poftfeript, to tell | 
the reader, that theré is ten years diftance betgveen | 
my writing one and the other; and chat (what- 
ever I thought then, and havc fomewhere faid, thar 
4 would publith no more poetry) he will find fe- | 
veral copies of verfes feattered throngh this. edi- | 
tion, which were not priuted in the Sirf, Thole 
relating to the public, ftand in the order they did 
before, according to the feveral years in which 
they were written; however the dilpofition yf! 

Vou, VEL, 











our national affairs, the adtions or the’ foFtanes’ df 
fome men, ind the opinicns of others, ‘ay. have 
changed. Profe and gther human things may 
take what turn they can; bat poetry, which pres, 
tends to have fomething of divinity in it, is to be 
more permanent. Odes once printed cannot. well, 
bealtered, when the author has already faid, thae 
he‘éxpzéts his works thould live for ever? and it 
had been very foolifi in my friend Horace, ‘ify 
fome years after his * Exegi Monumentum,” he 
fiould have defired to fée his building taken down 
again. : 

The dedication likewife is reprinted, to the Earl 
of Dorfet,'in the foregoing leaves, without any 
alteration, though { had the fairest opportunity, 
and the ftrongeft inclination, to have added a 
great deal to it. The blooming hopes, which & 
faid the world expected from miy then very youn 
Patron, have been confirmed by moft noble an 
diftinguifhed firtt-fruits; and his life is going on 
towards a plentiful harveft of all accumulated vite 
tués. He has, in fact, exceeded whatever the 
fondnefs of my withes could invent in his favour; 
his egualiy good and beautiful lady enjoys in him 
an indulgent end obliging hufband ; his. children, 
a kind anc careful father; and his acquaintance, 
a faithful, generous, and polite friend. His fel- 
low-peers have attended to the perfuafion of hie- 
eloquence; and have been convinced by the foli~ 
dity of his reafoning. He has loog fince deferved 
and attaiued the honour of the garter. He has 
managed fome of the greateft charges of the 
kingdom with known ability; and Jaid them down, 
with entire difintereffment, And ashe continues 
the exercifes of thefe eminent virtues (which thag 
he may to a very old age, fhall be nvy perpetts 
with) he may be one of the greateft metg that our 
age, or poflibly our nation, haa bred; and leave 
materials for a panegyric, not unworthy the pen 
of dome fature Pliny. af 

From fo neble 4 fubje@ as the Earl of Dorfet, 
to fo mean a man as myfelf, is (E confefs) a very 
Pindaric tranfition: I fhall etly fay one word, 
and trouble the reader no further. 1 publifhed 
‘my poems formerly, as Monficur Jourdan fold his 
fiik : he would not be thought a tradefinen; but 
ordered fome. pieces to be meafured out to his par- 
ticular friends, Now, I give up my thop, and 
difpofe of all my poetical goods at once: J muft 
therefore defire, that the public would pleafe to 
take them in the grofs; and that every body 
would turn over what he does not like. 


Re 






























ON THE MARRIAGE OF 


GEORGE PRINCE OF DENMARK, AND 
THE LADY ANNE. * 


By Mr. Prior, 1683. 


Goxyoncrum Veneri Martem, Danofque Bri- 
tannis 
Dum canit altifonis dodta caterva modis, 
Affero fincerum culto pro carmine votum, 
Quod minus ingenii, plus pietatis habet. 
Vivant Ambo diu, vivant felicitur, opto; 
*. Ditigat hic Sponfam, diligat illa Virum. 
Jundos perpetua teneas, Hymenze, catena; 
Jun@os, Juno, die protege; note, Venus! 
Exultent fimili felices prole Parentes, 
Ut petat hine multos natio bina duces ! 
Cumque fenes pariter cupiant valedicere terris, 
Né mors auguftum dividat atra jugum : 
Sed qualis raptum tranfvexit curris Elijam, 
‘Tranfvehat ad fuperas talis atrumque donios | 


A. Paton, Coll, Div. Fob. atumn. | 





AN ODE, 
OM BXOBUG 11.94. “1 AM THATI AM.” 


Writiea 1688, as an Exercife at St. Fobn's College, 
Cambridge. 
. iL f 
Maw! foolifh man! 
Scarce know’ft thov how thyfelf began ; 


Scarce haft thou thought enough to prove thou art; With meafur'd fleps his radiant journies run ? 


Vet, Rec'd with ftudy'd boldnefs, thou dar’ft try 
To fend thy doubting reafon’s dazzled eye 
‘Through the myfterious gulf of vaft immenfity, 


Much thou canft there difcern, much thence im- 


¥ part. 
Vain wretch! fupprefs thy knowing pride; - 
Mortify thy learned luft, 


Vain are thy thoughts, while chou thyfelf art dui. 








gicafis, Cantabri 





& From the « Hymenacus Cantal: 
1883." 


} Mees 
Let wit her fails, her oars let wifdom lend ; 
The helm Jet politic experience guide: 
Yet ceafe to hope thy fhort-liv’d bark fhall ride 
Down {preading fate’s unnavigable tide. 

What chongh ftill it farther tend, 

Still "tis farther from its end; end 
And, in the bofom of that boundlefs fea,. 
Still finds its error lengthen with its way. 

iM. 
With daring pride and infolent delight, 
Your doubts refolv'’d you boaft, your labours 
crown’dy. sare Z 

And, “£TPRKA !- your God, forfooth, is found 
Iucomprchenfible and infittite. 
But is he therefore found # vain fearcher ! no + 
Let your imperfed definition how 
That nothing you, the weak definer, know. 


4 Wes ee 
Say, why fhould the colledted main 
Jelelf within itfelf contain ! 
Why to its caverns thould it fometimes creep, 
And with delighted fiJence fleep, 
On the lov'd bufom ofits parent deep? 
Why fiould its numerons waters flay 
In comely difcipline, and fair array, 
‘Till winds and tides exert their high commands { 
Then, prompt and ready to obcy, 
Why do the rifing farges Ipread 
| Their opening tanks o’er earth’s fubmiffive head, 
Marching through different paths to different 
Jands! " 








‘* a 
Why does the conftant fun 


Why does he order the diurnal hours 
‘To leave carth’s other part, and rife in ours? 
Wh does he wake the correfpondent moon, 
And fiil her willing lamp with liquid light, , 
Commanding her with delegated powers 
To beautify the world, and blefs the night ? 
Why does each animated ftar _ 
Leve the juft limits of its proper {phere ? 
Why does each confenting fign 
With prodent harmony combine 


PO 
, 
Fn curns to move,and fubfequent appear, . 
To gird the globe, and reguiate thetyear? 
7 vA 
Man does with dangerous curiofity 
Thefe unfathom’'d wonders try : 
With fancied rales and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motian he reftrains ; ifs 
ard ftudied lines and fi@ious circles draws : 
Then with imagin’d fovereignty 
Lord of his new hypothefis he reigns. : 
He reigns: how long ? till {ome ufurper rile 5 
And he toa, mighty thoughtfal, mighty wile, 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 
From this lait toi] again what knowledge flows? 
Jul as much, perhgps, as fhows 
That all bis predeteffor’s rules 
‘Were empty cant, all jargon of the fchools ; 
‘That he on t’other’s ruin rewrs his throne ; 
And fhows his friend’s miflake, and thente con- 
firms his own. 
vin gee? 
On carth, in air, amidft the feag and fies, 
Mountainous heaps-of weitders rife ; 
Whofe towering Brength will ne’er fubmit 
To reafon’s battcties, or the mines of wit; 
Yet Mill inquiring, fill miftaken man, 
Each hour repuls’d, cach hour dares onward 
And, levelling at, God his wandering gue! 
(That feeble engine of fis Fealoning war, : 
Which guides his' dot aia combats his def 
pair), . . 
Law! to his Maker the learn’d wretch can give; 
Can bound that nature, and prefcribe that will, 
Whofe pregnant word id cither ocean fill : 
Can tell us whence all ‘beings are, and how they’ 
move and live, 
‘Through cither ocean, foolifh sian! 
‘That pregnant word fent fordh again, i 
Might to a world extend each ‘atom there ; 
For every drop call forth a fea,'a heaven for every 
ftar. 


prefs 





stinks, Gta Nile 
Let cunning earth hos fruitful wonders hide; 
And only lift thy Sepgafing pealon =P 


To trembling Calvary’s effori{h'd top 3... 


‘Thenmock thy knowledge,and.confound thy pride, 


Explaining how Perfection fuffer'd pain, 
Almighty tanguith’d, and-Eternal died : 
How by her patient viétor death was flain ; 
And earth profan‘d, yet blefi’d, with Deicide. 
‘Then duwn with all thy boafted volumes, down ; 
Only referve the facred one : 
Low, reverently low, 
. Make thy ftubborn knowledge bow; 
‘Weep out thy rcafon’s and thy body’s eyes; 
Deject thyfelf, that thoy may’ft rife; 
‘Fo lcok to heaven, be blind to all below. ba 
IX. 
‘Then faith, for reafon’s glimmering light, fhall give 
Her immortal perfpedtive 5 
And grace’s prefence nature’s lofs retrieve + 
‘Then thy enliven’d foul fhall fee, 
‘That all the volumes of philofophy, 
‘With all their comments, never could invent 
So politic an inftrument, 





EM Ss. ae 587 
To reach the heaven of heavens, the high abode, 
Where Moles places his myfterions God, 

As was the ledder which old Jacob rear’d, 2 
When light divine had human darknefs clear’d 5 
And his enlarg’d ideas found the road, : 

| Which faith had cictated, and angels trod. 





Base te CONSIDERATIONS on 7 - Pee 
PART OF THE EIGHTY-EIGHTH PSALMS 


A COLLEGE EXERCISE, Liga: 


' Bae Neds seh gs Paes 
Heavy, O Lord, on me thy judgments lie,’ - 
Accurft Tam, while God rejects my ery. om 
O’erwhelm’d in darknefs and defpair F groan; . 
And every place is bell; for God.is gone. 
O! Lord, arife, and let thy beams control 
Thofe horyid clouds, that prefs my ftighbted 

Save the poor wanderer from eternal night, 
: Thou that art the God of light. 


ful? 


oa ue ae 
Downward I haflen to my deftin'd place ; 
There none obtain thy aid, or fing thy.praife. 
Szon I fhall lie in death's deep ocean dtown’d s 





Is mercy Tweet fargiventis fou 
© fave pie? iift'on fhe brink t faba; “s 
Rebube mee and waft my foul to jand, °* 


O fet her ref beneath thy wing fecure, 
Thou thac art the God of power. 
etl o ig 
Behold the prodigal! to thee Icome, ° 
To hail my eta feck my home, * 
Nag. refuge, can |, nor friend abroad,’ 








> |i steaying in‘vice, aid déftitute of Ged. : 


Q ler thy terrors, gud my, anguiffi‘eid § 
- Be thou my refuge atid be thou my frien: 
Receive the fon thou gidft fo long reprove, 
Thou that art the God of Love. 








lo THE REV. DR: £, TURNER, 
BISHOP OF ELY, ; 
© Wbo bad cttoifed a tranflation of Prudertius. 


Ix poets, ere they cloth’d their infant thought, 
And the rude work to juft perfe@ion brought, 
Did fill fome god, or godlike man invake,. 
‘Whofe mighty name their facred fifence broke ¢'. - 
Your goodnefs, Sir, will eafily excufe” 
The bold requefts of an alpiring “tug a 
Who, with your bleffing would your id implore; 
And in her weaknefs juftify your powet— : 
From your fair pattern’ the would ftrive to write,’ 
And with unequal firength purfue your flight 5 
Yet hopes the’ne’er cari err that follows you, [t 
Led by your bleft commands, and great example 
‘Then {miling and afpiring influence give,” 
And make the mufe and her endeavaurs live; 
Claim all ber future labours as your due, 











Let every fong begin and end with you's 
7 Brij 





st : 
So to the bleft retreat the'll gladly go, 
Where the faints’ palm and mules’ laurel grow ; 
- ‘Where kindly both in glad embrace fhall join, 
"And round your brow their mingled honours twine; 
* Both to the virtue due, which could excel, 
As mich in.writing, as in living well — 
So thall the proudly prefs the. tuneful ring, 
And mighty things in mighty numbers fing ; 
Nor déubt to ftrike Prudentius’ daring lyre, 
And humbly bring the verfe which you infpire. 





A PASTORAL. 


TO THE BISHOP OF ELY, QN WIS DEPARTURE 
FROM CAMBRIDGE, 


: DAMON. 
| Tau, dear Alexis, tell thy Damon, why 

{Dot thou in mournful thades obfcurely Lie? 

“Why doft than figh, why ftrike thy panting breatt ? 
And fteaf-fyom life the needful heurs of reft ? 
‘¢ thy kids ftarv'd by winter's carly froft? 
re any of thy bleating flragglers lof&?. [groun'd? 
Have ftrangers’, cattle trad thy. new-plough'd 
.. Has great Joannasor her greater thepherd frown’d? 

ALEXES«. 

See my kids browfe, nty lambs fecarely play : 
(Ah! were their mater unconcern’d as they!) 
Jo beaits (at noon I look’d) had trod my ground; 

Nor. has Joanna, or her thepherd, {rown'd. 
: whe DAMON, rye 
Then ftop the Savith fountain of your eyes, 

Nor fet thofe fighs from your fwoln. hofom rife ; 

Chafe fadnels, friend, and folitude away ; 

’ And once again rejoice, and ance again look gay. 

2 gp : _ ALEXIS, 

Say what can more our tortur’d fouls annoy, 
“Than to belig)d, admire, and lofe our joy? 

‘Whole fate more hard than thofe who fadly run, 

For the lait glimpfe of the departing fun ? 

Or what feverer fenterice can be given, 

‘Than, having feen, to.be excladed heaven ? 

: . DAMON. ; 

None, thepberd, none— 

ALEXIS. ‘ 
Then ceafe to chide my cares! 

And rather pity than_reftrain my tears ; 

‘Fhofe tears, my Damon, which I juftly thed, 

‘To think how great my joys ;~hdw foon they fled. 
,T told thee, friend (now blefs the shepherd’s name, 

From whofe dear cage the kind occafion cante), 

“That 1, even I, might happily receive {give : 

‘The facred wealth, whicl Heaven and Daphnis 

‘That | might ‘ec the lovely awful {wain, 

Whole holy crofier guides our willing. plains 

‘Whofe pleafing power and ruling guodnefs keep 

* Gur fouls with equal care as we our fheep ; 

Whofe praife excites each lyre, employs cach 

tongue: : 

- Whilft only he who eaus'd, diflikes the fong. 
‘To this great, humble, parting man I gain’d 
Accels, and happy for an hour I reiyn’d ; 
Happy as new-form’d man in paradife, 


Ese fin debauch’d his inoffenfive blifs ; 















THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


Happy as heroes afcer battles wor, 
Prophets entranc’d, or monarchs on the throns 
But (oh, my friend ') thofe joys with Daphnis flew 
To them thefe tributary tears are duc. 
DAMON. 

Was he fo humble then ? thofe joys fo vaft? 
Ceafe to admire that both fo quickly paft. 
‘Too happy fhould we be, would fmiling fate 
Render one bleffing durable and great ; 
But (ch the fad viciffitude ') how foon 
Unwelcome night facceeds the cheerful noon; - 
And figid winter nips the flowery pomp of 

Jase! “ 
‘Fhen grieve ‘not, friend, like you, finct all man- 

ind ; . 

A certain change of joy and forrow find. 
Supprefs your figh, your down.catt eyelids raife, 
Whom prefent you revere; him abfent praife. 











TO THE COUNTESS OF EXETER; 


RLAYING ON THE LUTE. 


i Bathe 
Wuar charms yoti ‘fave, 
you fprung, 

Have been the pleafing fubjets of my fong : 
Unfkill’d and young, yet fomething ftill 1 writ, 
Of Ca'ndifh’ beauty join’d to Cecil’s with |. 
But when you pteai¢ to haw the labouring myfe,. 
What greater thesne.7 sulle can produce ; 
My babbling praifes. fepeat ao more, 
But hear, rejoice, ftand filént, and adore, 

The Perfians thus, firt gazing on the fun, 
Admir’d how high ‘twas plac’d, how bright it 


from -what high race 





-fhone : , 
But, as his power was known, their thoughts were 
rais’d; ee 
And foon they worthip’d, what at firft they prais'd. 


Eliza's glory lives in-Spenfer’s fong ; 
And Cowley’s verfe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That asin birth, in beauty you excel, 
“The mufe might dictate, and the poet tell : 
Your art no other art can {peak ; and you, 
‘Yo fhow how well you play, muft play anew : 
Your niufie’s power your mufic muft difclofe 
For what light is, "ts only light that fhows. 
Strange force of harmony, that thus controls 
Our thoughts, and turns and Lanétifies our fouls : 
While with itsutmoft art your fex could move 
Our wonder only, or at bef our love : 
You far above both thefe your God did place, 
That your high power might worldly thoughts 
de! 3 
That with your numbers you our zeal might raife, 
And, like himflf, communicate your joy. 
‘When to your native heaven you fhull repair, 
And with your prefence crown the bieffings there, 
Your lute may wind its ftrings but litre higher, 
To tune their notes to thet immortal quire, 
Your art is perfect here}, your numbers do, 
More than eur books, make the rude Athieft 
‘know 
That there's a heaven by what he hears helow.. 


POE 


As in fome piece, while Luke his fkill expreft, 
A cunning angel came, aud drew the reft : 
So when you play, fome godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid, divinity helps art; 
Some cherub finifhes what you begun, 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 

‘To burning Rome, when frantic Nero play’d, 
Viewing that face, no more he had furvey’d 
"Lhe raging flames; but, ftruck with ftrange fur- 

prife, ; 

Confefs' them lef than thofe of Anna’s eyes: 
But, had he heard thy lute, he foon- had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime aton’d : 
"Thine, like Amphion’s band, had wak'd the ftone, 
And from deftruction eall’d the rifing town : 
Malice to mufic hed Been forc’d to yield ; 
Nor could he burn fo faft, as thou could’ build, 





on A 
PICTURE OF SENECA BYING IN A BATH; 
BY JORDAIN = 
At the Earl of Exeter's, at Burleigh Haufe. 


Wait sel Nero only drains 

"Yhe mottal Spaniard’s ebbing veins, 
By ftudy and Bek agty : 
How dull, how thoughtlefa, is his rage 
Heighten’d revenge would he have took, 
Hesthosd have burnt his tutar’s book; 

And jong haye reign’d fupreme in vice: 
One ba De only rife ; 

‘Tis he whofe figface 

The ftoic’s image in this'piece; 

For while unhurt, divine Jordain, » 
‘yhy work and Seneca’s remain, 

He fill has body, fill hos foul, 

And lives and {peaks, reftor'd and whole. 








AN ODE, 


1 
Waits blooming youth and gay delight 
Sit on thy roly cheeks eonfeft, 
"Thou haft, my dear, undoubted right 
To triumph o’er this deftin’d breait. 
My rtafon bends to what thy eyes ordain; 
For I was born to love, and thou to reign. 
i 
But would you meanly thas rely 
‘On power you know I muft obey ? 
Excrt a legal tyranny, * 
And do an ill becaufe you may? 
Guill muft f thee, as Atheifts Heaven, adore; 
Not fee thy mercy, and yet dread thy power ? 
i, 
Take heed, my dear: youth flies apace; 
As well as Cupid, time is blind: 
Goon mult thofe glories of thy face 
‘Thy fate of vulgar beauty find = 


M S ats 


The 'thoufand loves, that arm thy potent eye) __ S 


Mutt drop their quivers, flag their wings, and dita 


ive * 
‘Then wilt thou figh, when in cach frown 
A hateful wrinkle more appears; 
And putting peevith humours on, 
Seems but the fad effect of years: | 
Kindnefs itlelf too. weak a charm will prove 
To raife the feeble fires of aged love. 


v. 
Fore'd compliments, and formal bows, 
: ‘Will fhow thee juit above negieat : 
The heat with which thy lover.glows, 
Will fettle into cold-refpect : 
A talking dull Platonic I fhall turn t 
Learn to be civil, whea I ceafe to burn. 


vie 
‘Then hun the ill, and know, ory dear, 
Kindnefs and conftancy will prove 
The only pillars, fit to bear |: © 
- So vait a weight.as that of fove, 


‘| If'thou-cart with to make my flamed endure; 


"Thine-mutt be very fierce, and very pure. 
Vil, 
Hafte, Celia, hate, while youth invites, 
Obey kind Cupid’s prefent-voice; 
Fillevery fenfe with foft delights, 
Arid give thy Toul a loofe to joys + 
Let millions ofcepeeted bliffes prow 8, > 
‘That thow all kandnefe at, and Lallbove. 
fh ag Es Tag tee YH. 
ine, and only mine; take care 
‘Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams, t 
guide : 
To me alone; nor come fo fary , 
‘As liking any youth befides 0 
What men,c’er court thee, &y thé, and believa 
They're ferpents all, and thou the tempted Eva. 





he a 
So thall I court thy deareft truth, 
When beauty cafes te engage ; 
So, thinking’an thy charming youth, 
_ Wibtove it o’er again in age: 
So tinte-iefelf our raptures fhall improve, 
While ftill we wake to joy, and live to lowe, 





AN EPISTLE 
TO Le 
FLEETWOOD SHEPHARD, Ef. - 


Wuen crowding folks, with ftrange ill faces, ° 
Were making legs, and Neggidg places, 

And fome with patents, fome with’merit, 
Tir'd out my good Lord Dorfet'é {pirit : : 
Sneaking'I ftood ‘amongit the crew, 

Defiring much to fpéak with you. . 
I waited: while the clock ftruck thrice, 

And footman brought out fifty lies ; 

Till, patience vext, and legs grown WearYa 
Tthought it was in vain to tarry & 

But did opine it might be better, 


} By penny-pokt to fend a letter 3 


Bbij 3 


ioe 

Now, if you mifs of this epiftie, 
¥m bautk'd again, and may go whittle. 

My bufinefs, Sir, you ll quickly guefs, 

Is.co define fome little place; 

And fair pretenfions 1 have for't, - 

‘Much need, and very fmail defert. 

Whene’er 1 writ to ysu, 1 wanted: 

Y always begg’d, you always granted. 

_ Now, as you took me up when little, 
Gave me my learning and my vitre; 
Afk'd for me, from my lord, things fitting, 
Kind as ‘ad been your own begetting ; 
Confirm what formerly you've given, 

Nor leave me now at fix ahd feven, ' 
As Sunderland hae left Mun Stephen. 
No family, that takes a whelp 
‘When firft he laps, and fearce can yelp, 
Negledts or turns him. out of gate 
‘When he’s grownup to dog's eflate : 
Nor parifh, if they once adopt 
‘The {purious brats by ftrollers dropt, 
Leave them, ‘when grown up lofty fellows, 
‘To the wide world, that is, the gallows: 
No, thank them for their love, that’s worfe, 
han if they ’ad throteled them at nurfe. 

y uncle, teft his fouf! when fiving, 
Might have contriv’d me ways of thriving ; 
‘Taught mie with cyler to replenith 
My vats, or ebbing tide of Rhenith. 

So when for hock ( drew prickt white-wine, 
Swear’t had the flavour, and way right wine. 
Or fent me with ten pounds to: Furni- 
‘Val’s inn; to fome good ro Satrorny ; 
‘Where now, by forging deeds, and. vheatiog, 
Yad found fome handfome ways of getting. 
All this you made me quit, to follow 
That {neaking whey-fac’d god Apollo; 
Sent me among a fiddling crew 
Of folks, I’ad never feen nor knew, 
Calliope, and God knows who. 
‘To add no more invedtives to it, 
‘You {poil’'d the youth, to make a poet. 
In common juftice, Sir, there’s no man 
That makes the whore, but keeps the woman. 
Among’ all honeft Chriftian people, 
‘Whoe’er breaks limbs, maintains the cripple. 
The fum of all I have to fay, 
Js, that you'd put me in fome way ; 
And your petitioner fhall pray 
‘There's one thing more I had almoft flipe, 
But that may do as well in poftfcript : 
My friénd Charles Montague's preferr’d; 
Nor wouid f have it long obferv'd; 
‘Phat one moule eats, while t'other’s ftarv’d. 
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ANOTHER EPISTLE TO THE SAME. 


Sir, Burleigh, May 14. 1689. 


As once a twelvemonth to the priett, 
Holy at Rome, here ‘Antichrift, 

‘The Spanith king prefenes a jennet, 

To thow his loye;——that’s cll that’s in i: : 
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j For if his holinefs would thump 


His reverend Lum ’gaintt horfe's rump, 
He might b’ equipt {rom his own ftable 
With one more white, and cke more able 

Or as, with gondolas and men, his 
Gocd excellence the Duke of Venice 
(1 with, for rhyme, ’t had been the king) 
Sails out, and gives the gulf a ring ; 
Which trick of ftate, he wifely maintains, 
Keeps kindnefs up "twixt old acquaintance ; 
For elfe, in boneft truth, the fea 
Has much lefs need of gold than he.. 

Or, not to rove, and pump‘one’s fancy 
Fog Popith fimiles beyond fea ; 
As folks from mid. wall’d tenement 
Bring landtords pepper-corn for rent; 
Peefent a turkey, or a hen, 
To thofe might better {pare them ten ; 
Ev'n fo, with all fubmifhion, I 
(for firtt men inftance, then apply) 
Send you cach year a homely letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 

‘Then take ie, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay refpedt, and net fhow wit: 
Nor look afew at what it faith; 
There's no pefition’ in-it—'faith. 

Here fome would fcratch their heads, and 

try 
What they fhould write, and how, and why ; 
But I conceive, fach folks are quite in 
fiftakes, in theory of writing. : 


j lf once for principle ’tis- laid, 





That thought is trouble to the head; 
E argue thus :, the world: agvees 
That he writes well, who writes with eafe : 
Then he, by fequel logical, 
Writes beft, who never thinks at all. 
VerfMomes from heaven, like inward light ; 
Mere human pains can ne’er come by 't; 
The god, not we, the makes; 
We only tell folks what he'fpeaks. 
‘Hence, when.anatomifls difcourfe, 
low like brutes’ organs are to ours: 
hey grant, if higher powers think fit, 





| A bear might foon be made a wit; 
; And that, for any thing in nature, 


Pigs might (queak love-odes, dogs bark fatire. 
Memnon; though ftone, was counted vocal; 


+ Buc ’twas the god, meanwhile, that {poke al}. 
| Rome oft has heard a crofe hardnguing, 


With prompting prieft behind the hanging : 
The wooden head refolv’d the queftion ; 
While you and Pettis help’d the jeft on. 
Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretive, 
Are againft gods, you know; ‘and teach ur, 
The gods make not the poet; but - 
The thefis, vice-verfa put, 
Should Hebrew-wife be underftood ; 
And means, the poet makes the god. 
Egyptian gardeners thus are faid to 
Have fet the Iceks they after pray’d to: 
And Romith bakers praife the deity 
‘They chipp’d while yet in its paneity. 
That when you poets {wear and cry, 





The god infpires ; 1 rave, 1 dic; 


Pp 


if inward wind does truly fwell ye, 

“EF muft be the cholic in your belly + 

‘That writing is but jult like dice, 

And lucky majns make people wife: --~ 
‘That jumbled words, if fortune throw ’em, 
Shall, weil as Dryden, form a poem ; 

Or make a {pecch, corte and witty, 

As you know who—at the committee. 
So atoms dancing round the centre, 
‘They urge, mrade all things at a venture. 

But, granting matters fhould be fpoke - 
By method, rather than by luck; 
This may canfine their’ younger ftyler, 
Whom Dryden pedagognes at: Will's ; 
But never could be meant to tic 
Authentic wita, Hike youand I: 
For as young childrén, who are tied in 
Go-carts, to keep their fteps from ftiding ; 
_ When members knit, and legs grow ftronger, 
Make vfe of fuch machine no longer ; 
But leap pre /ibitz, and {cout fs 
On horfu call hobby, or without ; 
So when at {chool we firft deehsi, 
Old Bufby watks us‘in'« theme, 
Whofe props fupport our infant vein, 
And help the rickets in the brain: 
Bet, when our fouls their force dilate, » 
And thoughts grow up to wit’s eftate ; 
In verfe or'profe, we write or chat, 
Not fixpence matter upon what. 
‘Tis not how’ well an author fays; 
But ‘tis how much, that gathers praise. 
‘Tonfon, who is himfelf a wit, 
Counts writers’ merita by the theet. 
Thos each fhoulé:-demacwith all he thinks, 
As boys eat bread, to Slt dp chinks. : 
Kind Sir, \ should be glad'to fee you; 
hope y’ are well; fo God be wi" you; 
Was all I thoughe at firft to write; 
But things fince then are alter’d quite ; 
Fancies flow in, and mufe flies high : 
So God knows when my clack will hie z 
i mouft, Sir, prattle on, as afore, _ 
And beg your parden yet this half-hour. 
So at pure barn of lewd: Mon-con, ¢ 
Where with my granam [have gone, 
When Lobb had fifted all his text, 
And [ well hop’d the pudding next; 
« Now to apply,” hae plagu’d te more 
‘Than all his villain cant before. 
Vor you religion, firft, of her 
Your friends do favoury things aver : ° 
they fay, fhe’s honeft as your claret, 
‘our'd with cant, nor ftumm’d with merit ; 
ar chamber ia the {ole retreat , 
of chaplains every Sunday night t 
Of grace, no doubt, a certain fign, 
When layman herds with man divine; 
For if their fame be juftiy great, 
Who would no Popifh nuncio treat 5 
‘That his is greater, we muft grant, 
Who will treat nuncios Proteftant. 
One fingie pofitive weighs more, 
You know, than negatives a fcore. 
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againg 
-] From whofe retharks J give opinion 





In politics, I hear, you're ftanch, 
Direétly bent againft the French; 
Deny ta have-your free-born toe + 
Dragoon’d inte a wooden fhoe: 
Are in no plots;. but fairly drive at 
The public welfare; ia your private ; 
And will for England's glory try 
Turks, Jews, and Jefuits, to defy, 
And keep your places till yon dic. - 
For me, whom wandering fortune threw 
From what I Jov’d, the town and you: 
Let me jut tell you how my time is 
Paft in a country life—Imprimis, + 
As foon as Phoebus’ rays infpet. ns, 
Firft, Sir, I read, and then I breskfafts_ 
So on, till forefaid god does fet, - 
1 fometimes ftudy, fometimes cat,» 
Thus, of your heroes and brave 
With whom old Homer.makes4uch.gpife, 
The greateft actions I can.find, 44 
Are, that they did their work, and ‘Gpa 
The bioks, of which 1’m chiefly fond, 
Are fuch as you have whilom conn'd; 
That treat of China’s civil law, 
And fubjects’ right in Golconda ; 
Of highway elephants at Ceylan,. 
That rob in clans, Jike men o’ th’ Highland; 
Of apes that ftorm, or keep 2 town, : 
As well almoft as Count. Mauzuny vi: - - 
Of unicorns andalligators, raat Age Fae 
Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, fatyrs, 
And twenty other ftranger matters; . : 
‘Which, though they’re things I’ve no concern ing; 
Make atl our grooms admire my learning. . 
Critics 1 read on other men, z 


agal 





—_ 

















And hypers wpetthen 
‘On twenty books, yet ne’er Idok in one,. 
‘Then all your wits that-feer and fham, 
Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram; 
From whom I jefts and puns purloin, 
And flily put them off for mine: 
Fond to be thought a country wit : 
The refs—when fate and you think fit. 
Sometimes I climb my mare, and kick her 
‘To bottled ale, and neighbouring vicar; 
Sometimes at Stamford take a quart, 4 
Squire Shephard’s health—With al] muy hears. 
Thus, without much delight or grief, e 
1 fool away an idle life + : 
"Vill Shadwell from the town retires 
(Chok'd up with fame apd fea-coal fires), 
To biefs the wood with peaceful lyric : 
Then hey for praife and panegyric 3+. , 
Juttice reftor’a, and nations freed, | 
‘And wreaths round William's glorious head. 





TO THE COUNTESS OF DORSET. 
WRITTEN 418 HER MILTON. sot 
By Mr. Bradbury. jug 
Sex here how bright the firft-born virgin thone; 


And how the firft fond lover was uadoae: , 
: Bb iij 
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Such charming words, our beauteous mother fpoke, 
As Milton wrote, and fuch as yours her look. 
Yours, the belt copy of th’ original face, 

‘Whofe beauty was to forsifh all the race z 

Such chaiys no author could efcape but he; 
‘There’s no way to be fafe, but not to fee. 





TO THE LADY DURSLEY. 
ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


Herz reading how fond Adam was betray’d, 
And how by fin Eve's blafted charms decay’d ; 
Our common Jofs unjuftly, you complain; 
So fmail that part of it, which you fuftaio. 
You ftill, fair mother, in your effapring trace 
The ftock of beauty deftin'd for che tgee + 
Kind nature, forming them, the pattern took 
From Heaven’s firft work, and Eve's original look. 
You, happy faint, the ferpent’s power control : 
Scarce any adtual guile defiles your foul: _ 
And hell does o'er that mind vain triumph boaft, 
Which gains a Heaven, for earthly Eden loft. 
With virtue ftrang as yours had Eve been arm’d, 


In vain the fruit had bluth’d, or ferpent charm'd re 


Nor had our blifs by penitence been bought ; 
Nor had frail Adam fali’a, nor Milton wrote. | 





TO MY LORD BUCKHURST, 
VERY Y@ONG, PLAYING WITU A CAT. 


‘Tur amorous youth, whofe tender breaft 
Was by his darling cat poffet, 
Obtain’d of Venus his defire, 
Howe’er irregular his fire : 
Nature the power of love obey'd, 
The cat became a blushing maid ; 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employ’d his wonder and his joy. 

‘Take care, O beauteovs child, take care, 
Left thou prefer fo rath a prayer: 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love 
‘Will c’er thy favourire’s charms improve, 
O quickly from her fhrine retreat ; 
Or tremble for thy darling’s fate. 

The queen of love, who fopn will fee 
Her own Adonis hive in thee, 
‘Will tightly her firft Jofs deplore; 
‘Will eafily forgive the boar ; 
Her eyes with tears no more will Bow ; 
‘With jealous rage her breaft will glow : 
And, on her tabby rival’s face, 
She deep will mark her new difgrace. 





AN ODE, 


h 
» from our leoks, fair nymph, you guefs 
¢ secret paffions of our mind; 
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My heavy eyes, you fay, confef& 
A heart to love and grief inclin'd, 
s say 
There needs, alas! but little art, 
To have this fatal feeret found ; 
With the fame eafe you threw the dart, 
’Tis certain you can fhow the wound, 
nln. 

How can I fee you, and not love, 
While you as opening eaft are fair ? 
While cold as nothern blafts you prove, 

How can [ love, and not defpair ? 
iv. 
The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent mercy may releafe : 
Soon, if-my love but once were crown’d, 
Fair prophetefe,'my grief would ceafe, 





A SONG. 


In vain you tell your parting lover, 

You with fair winds may waft him over. 
Alas! what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from ito T love? 
Alas! what dangers on. the main 

Can equal thofe that. ¥ fuftain, 

From flighted yows, and cold difdain? 


Be gentle, and in pity choofe 
To with the wildeft tempeft loofe : 
‘That, thrown again upon the coatt 
Where firft my fhipwreck’d heart was loft, 
I may once more repeat my pain ; 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of flighted vows, and cold difdain, 


r 





THE DESPAIRING SHEPHERD, 


Axexts thunp'd his fellow-fwains, 

Their rural fports, and jocund ftrains t 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid’s bow!) 

He foft his crook, he left his flocks; 

And, wandering through the lonely rocks, 
He nourith’d endlefs woe. 


‘The nymphs and fhepherds round him came 3 
His grief fome pity, others blame; 
The fatal caufe ali kindly feek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs; 
He gave them back their friendly tearss 
He figh’d, but would not fpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reft; 


’ And fhe too kind concern expreft, 


And atk’d the reafon of his woe: 
She afk’d, but with an air and mien, 
That made it eafily forefeen, 

She fear’d too much to know. 


The fhepherd rais’d his mournful heads 
And will you pardon me, be faid, 


While I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my. breaft fhould tear ; 
Which never thould offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell, 


Tis thus E rove, 'tis thus complain, 

Since you appear’d upon the plain; 
You are the cauie of all my care; 

Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart; 

"Yen thoufand torments vex my heart 3 
J love, and i defpair. 


Too much, Alexis, 1 have heard : 

“Lis what { thought; ’tis what I fear'd: 
And yet | pardon you, fie cried = 

Rut you fhall promife ne'er again 

"Yo breathe your vows, or fpeak your pain 3 
He bow'd, obey’d, and died. 


To THE 


HON. CHARLES. MONTAGUE, ESQ. 
AFTERWARDS BARL OF HALIFAK, 


t 
Howe’sr, ’tis well, that while mankind 
Through fate’s perverle meander errs, 
He can imagin'é pleafures find, 
Yo combat againft real cares. 
uw 
¥ancies and notions he purfues. 
Which ne’er had being but in thought; 
Each, like the Grecian artift, woos 
‘The image he Ra Bees werought, 
aE 


Againt experience he believes; 
rgues againft demonttration 5 
, when his reafon he deceives; 
‘And fets his judgment by his paffion. 
av. 
The hoary fool, whe many days 
Has ftruggled with continued forrow, 
Renews his hope, and blindly lays 
‘Lhe defperate bett upon to-morrow. 
ve 
To-morrow comes; ‘tis noon, "tis night; 
This day like all the former flies ¢ 
Yet on he runs, to feek delight 
"Toemorrow, till toenight he dies, 
Vie 
Our hopes, like towering falcons, aim 
At objects in an airy height: 
‘The little pleafure of the game 
Ts from afar to view the flight. 
Vik 
Our anxious pains we, all the day, 
In fearch of what we like, empley = 
Seorning at night the worthlefs prey, 
‘We {ind the labour gave the joy. 
vu. 
At diftance through an artful glafs 
To the mind’s eye things will appear 
Yhey lofe their forms, and make a mals 
Confus’d and black, if brought too near. 
5 





Vi 
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. bea 

If we fee right, we fce our woes: 
"Phen what avails it to have eyes? _ 

Frum ignorance our comfort flows : 
The only wretched are the wife. 


x 
We wearied fhould lie down in death: 
This chest of life would take no more, 


| {f you thought fame but empry breath, 


I, Phillis but a perjur’d whee. 





VARIATIONS IN A COPY, PRINTED 169%, 


Over hopes, like towering falcons, am 
* At objects in an airy height; 4 


| But all the pleafure of the game er 


Is afar off to view the fight. 


The worthiefs prey but only fhows oe 
The joy conitfted in the itrife ; 

Whate’er we take, as foon we lofe 
In Homer’s riddle and in life. 


So, whilft in feverifh Deeps we thick 
We tafte what waking we defire, 

The dream is better than the drink, 
Which only feeds the fickly fire. 


To the mind's eye.things will appear, 
At diftunce through an artlul glais ; 

Bring but the flattering objects near, 
They’re all a fenfelefs gloomy maf, 


Seeing aright, we fee our woes? 
Then what avails it to have eyes? 

From ignorance our eomfort flows, 
The only wretched are the wile. 


We wearied fhould Ite dows in death. 
"This cheat of life would take no mere; 

If you thought fame but ftinking breath, 
And Phillis but 2 perjur’d whore. 





AD VIRUM DOCTISSIMUM DOMINGM samurLoy 
SHAW, CUM THESES DE ICTEKO PRO GRADS 
DOCTORIS DEFENDERET, 4 JUNI, 1692. - 


Pxozse potens fevis morbis vel ledere gentes, 
Lacfas folerti vel relevage manu, 

Afpice tu decus hoc noftrum, placidufqne fatece 
Indomitus quantum profit in arte labor : 

Non idtesum pofthac poftemve minaberis orbi, 
Fortius hic juvenis dum medicamen habet > 

Mitte dehinc iras, et nato ¢atmina dona ; 
Neglectum telum dejice, fume lyram, 





TRANSLATION. 


BY. MR. COOKE. 


O! Puorsus, deity, whofe powerful hand | 
Can fpread difeafes through the joyful land,” 


394 


Alike all powerful to relieve the pain, 

And bid the groaning nations finiie again; 
When this our pride you fee, confefs you find 

In him what art can do with labotir j join'd: 

No more the world thy direful threats fhall fear, 
While he, the youth, our remedy, is near; 
Supprefs thy rage; with verfe chy fon dnfpire, 
‘The dart neglected, to aflume the lyre. 





ON THE TAKING OF NAMOR. 


‘Tur town which Lovis bought, Naffau recla ms, 
And brings inflead of bribes avenging flames, 
Now, Louis, take thy titles from above; 
Boileau thall fing, and we'll believe thee Jove : 
jove gain’d his miftrefs with alloring gotd, 
ut Jove like thee was impotent and aid! : 
Adstive and young did he like William ftand, 
He ‘ad ftunn’d the dame, his thunder in bis hand. 


oO 'D Eg, 
IN IMITATION OF HORACE, In, ov. In 
Written in 1692. 


How long, deluded Albion, wilt thou Ke 
Ta the ier fleep, the fad repofe, 
_ By which thy clofe, thy, ‘conftant enemy, 
Has foftly luli" thée to thy woer?” 
Or wake, degenerate ifle, or ceafe to own 
‘What thy old kings in Gallic camps have done; 
The fpoils they brought thee back, the crowns 
they wen ; 
William ({0 fate requires) again is arm'd; 3 
Thy father to the field is gone : 
Again Maria weeps her abfent lord, 
For thy repofe content to rule aléne. 
Are thy enervate fons not yet alarm’d ? 
‘When William fights, dare they look tamely on, 
So flow to get their ancient fame reftor'd, 
As not to melt at beauty’s tears, nor follow va- 
lout's fweird 2 


See the repenting ine awakes, 
Fir vicious chains the generous goddefs breaks : 
‘The fogs around her temples are difpell’d ; 
Abroad the looks, and fees arnr’d Belgia ftand 
Prepar’d ro meet their common Lord’s command; 
* Her lions roaring by her fide, her arraw in her 
hand: 
And, bluthing to have been fo long with-held, 
» ‘Weeps off her crime, and haftens to the field. 
Henceforth her youth fhall be innur’d to bear 
Hazardous toil and active war; 
To march beneath the dog-ftar’s raging heat, 
Patient of fummer’s drought, and martial {weat; 
And only grieve in winter’s camp to find 
Its days too fhort for labours they defign’d : 
All night beneath hard heavy arms to watch ; 
Alldayto iponnt the trench, to ftorm the breach; 
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Aod all the rugged paths to tread, 
‘Where William and his virtue ied 
im. 
Silence is the foul of war; 
Deliberate counfel muft prepare 
The mighty work, which valour muf complete : 
| Thus William refcued, thus preferves the flate : 
Thus teaches us to think and dare. 
As whilft his cannon juft prepar’d to breathe 
Avenging anger and {wift death, 
In the tried metal the clofe dangers glow, 
And now, too late, the dying foe 
Perceives the flame, yet cannot ward the blow; 
| So whilft in William’s breaft ripe counfels lie, | 
Sceret and fureas brooding fate, 
No more of his defign appears, 
Than what ‘awakens Gallia’s fears; 
And (though guilt's éye can fharply penetrate) 
Diftracted Louis can defer 
} Only a long uamenter eu nigh, 


= 





On Norman coafts and beaks of frighted Seine 
Lo! the impending ftorms begin: | ~ 
Britannia fefely through her mafter’s fea 
Plows up her victorious way, 
The French Salmoneus throws his bolts in vain, 
Whilft the true thindérer afferts the main: 
*Tis dene { to theives and rocks his flcets retire, 
Swift vidtory in vengeful flames 
Burns down the pride of their prefumptuous names 
They run to ihipwreck to avoid our fire, - : 
And the torn veffela that regain their coaft 
Are but fad mmigrks’to how i fhe ref are loft : 
All this the mild, the’beauteous Queen has done, 
‘And William's folter-half thakes Louis's throne : 
Maria does the fea command 
Whilft Gallia fites her hufband’s arms by land. 
So, the fun abfent, with full fway the moon 
Governs the iftes, ‘and ries the waves alone : 
So Juno thunders when ‘her Jove'i ie gone, 
lo Britannia! loofe thy @cean’s chairs, 
Whilft Ruffel ‘thé blow thy queen ordaina 5. 
‘Thus refcyed, thus rever’d, for ever ftand, 
And blefs the counfel, and reward the hand, 
fo Britannia! thy Maria reigus, 
ve 
From Mary’s conquefts, and the refcued main, 
Let France look forth to Sambre’s armed fhore, 
And boaft her joy for Willians's death no more, 
He lives; let France confefs, the victor lives : 
Her triumphs for his death were vain, 
And fpoke her terror of his life too plain. 
The mighty years begin, the day draws nigh, 
In which that one of Louis’ ‘many wives, 
Who, by the baleful force of guilty charms, 
Ras long enthrall’d him. in:her wither’d arma, 
Shall o’er the plains, from diftant towers on n high, 
Caft aroned her mournful eye, 
And with prophetic forrow cry ; 
«© Why does my ruin‘d lord retard his flight ? 
Why does defpair provoke his age tc ht? 
As well the wolf may venture to engage 
The angry lion’s generous rage 5 
The ravenous vulturc, and the bird of night, 
As falely temps the ftooping cagle’s flight 
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As Louis te unequal arms defy 
Yon’ hero, crown’d with blooming victory, 
Juft triumphing o'er rehel-rage reftrain’d, 

And yet unbreath'd frem battles gain’d. 
See! all yon’ dufty field’s quite cover’d o'er 
With hoftile troops, and Orange at their head ; 

Orange, deftin'd to complete 

The great defigns of labouring fate; 

Orange, the name that tyrants dread : 
He comes; our ruin’d empire is au more: 
Down, like the Perfian, goes the Gallic throne; 
Darius fies, young Ammon urges on.” 

VI. 

Now from the dubious: bettle’s mingled heat, 
Let fear look back, and firetch her haily wing, . 
Impatient to fecurg.a bafe retreat : oe 
Let the pale coward leave his wounded king, 

For the vile privilege to breathe, 

To live with fhame in dread of glorious death! 

In vain ; for fate has {wifter wings than fear, 

She follows hard, and ftrikes him in the rear 5 

Dying and mad the traitor bites the. ground, 

His back transfix’d with a difhoneft wound; 

Whilit through the fierceft troops, and thickeft 
prefs, 

Virtue carries an fuccets ; 

Whilft equal heaven guards the diftinguifh’d brave, 

And armies cannot hurt whom angels fave. 
EE : 

Virtue to verfe immortal lafre gives, 

ch by the other’s mutual freindthip lives ; 

Abneas fuffer'd, and Achilles fought, 2 

"The hero's atts enfarg’d the poet's thought, 

Or Virgil's majetty, and Homer's rage, 

Had ne'er, like lating nature, vanquith’d age. 

Whilft Louis then his rifing terror drowns 

With drums’ alarms, and trumpets’ founds, 
Whilf, hid in arm’d retreats, and guarded towns, 

From danger as from hgnour far, 

He bribes clofe murder agaiuft open war: 

In vain you Gallic mufes ttrive 
With labour'd verde to keep his fame alive ; 
Your mouldering monuments in vain: ye raife 
On the weak bafis of the tyrant’s praife ; 

Your fongs are fold, your numbers are profane, 

’Tis incenfe to an idol given, 

Meat offer’d to Prometheus’ man 

‘Vhat had no {oul from heaven, 

Againft his will, you chain your frighted king 

Ou rapid Rhine’s divided bed; 

And mock your hero, whilit ye fing 

‘he wounds for which he never bled ; 
Fallehood does poifon on your praife diffafe, 
Aud Louis’ fear gives death ta Boiteau’s mufe. 

Vill. 
On its own worth true majefty is rear’d, 

Aud virtue is her own reward ; 

‘With folid beams and native glory bright, 

She neither darknefs dreads, nor covets light ; 
“True to herfelf, and fix’d te inborn laws, 

‘Nor iunk, by fpire, not lifted by applaufe, 

she from her fettled orb looks calmly down, 
On life or death, a prifon or a crown. 

When bound in double chains poor Belgia lay, 
‘Ye foreign arms and inward Qrife a prey, 
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‘Whilft one good man buoy'd up her finking ‘tater 

And virtue labour’d againft fate; 

When fortune bafely with ambition jain’d, : 

And all was conquer’d but the patriot’s mind ; 
When ftorms let loofe, and raging feas, » 

Juft ready the torn veffel to o’erwhelm, . 

¥Forc’d sot the faithful pilot from his helm, 

Nor all the Syren fongs of future peace, 

And dazzling profpe& of a promis'd crown, 
Cauld lure his ftubborn virtue down; 

But againft charms, and threats, and hell, he ftood, 
To that which was feverely goods 


| ‘Phen, had no trophies jufified his fame, 


No poet bleft his fong with Naffau’s name, 
Virtue alone didall that honour bring, 
And heavén as plainly pointed out the king, 
As when he at the altar flood 
In all his types and robes of power, 
Whilft at his feet religious Britain bow’d, 
And own him next to what we there adore. 
Ix. 
Say, joyful Maefe, and Boyne’s victorious flood, 
(For eace. has mixt his waves with royal bloud) 
When William’s armies paft, did he retire, 
Or view from far the battle’s diftant fire ? 
Could he believe his perfon was too dear ? 
Or ufe his greatnefs to conceal his fear? ; 
Could prayers or fighs the dauntlefs hero move? , 
Arm'd with beayen’s juftice, and his people's love, 
Through the firft waves he wing'd his venturous 


WB 
And on the adverfe fhore arofe, 
(Ten thoufand flying deaths in vain oppofe). 
Like the great ruler of the day, ¥ 
With ftrength and {wiftnefs mounting from the fea: 
Like him all day he toil’d; but long in night 
The god has eas’d his wearied light, 
Ere vengeance eft the ftubborn foes 
Or William's labours found repofe ! 
When his troops faulter’d, ftept not he between ? 
Reftor'd the dubious fight again, 
Mark'd out the coward that durft fly, 
And led the fainting brave to victory ? 
Still a the fled him, did he nat o’ertake 
Her doubtful courfe fill brought her bleeding back ?. 
By his keen fword did not the boldeft fall? 
Was he not king, commander, foldier, gll?— 
His dangers fuch as, with becoming dread, 
His fubjests yet unborn fhall weep to read : 
And were not thofe the only days that e’er 
The pious prince refus’d to hear 
His friends’ advices, or hig fubjects’. prayer ? 
x : : 


Where’er old Rhine his fruitful water turns, 
Or fills his vaffais’ tributary urns; 
To Belgia’s fav’d dominions, and the fea, 
Whofe righted waves rejoice in William’s {way ; 
Is there a town where children are not taught, 
Here Holland profper’d, for here Orange fought; 
Through rapid waters, and through flying fire; 
Here ruth’d the prisice, here made whole France 
retire? 

By different nations be his valour bleft, 

In different languages confeft ; 

And then Jet Shannon §peak the reft: 
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Let Shannon fpeak, how on her wondering fhore, 
When conqueft hovering on his arms did wait, 
And only.aik’d fome lives to bribe her o'er; 
"The‘god-like man, the more than conqueror, 
‘With high contempt fent back the fpecious bait: 
And, {corning glory at a price too great, 
With fo-much power, fuch piety did join, 

As made a perfect virtue foar 

A pitch unknown to man before; 
‘And lifted Shannon’s waves o’er thofe of Boyne. 


ii 
Nor do his fubjects‘vnly fhare 
‘The profperous fruits of his indulgent reign ; 
His enemies approve the pious war, 
Which, with their weapon, takes away their chain. 
More than his {word his goodnefs ftrikeShis foes ; 
They blefs his arma, and figh they maft oppofe. 
Juftice and freedom on hia conquefts wait ; 
‘And ‘tis for man’s delight that he is great : 
Succeeding times fhall with long joy contend, 
JE he were more a victor, or a trict 
$So-much his courage and his mercy firive, 
He wounds, to cure; and conquers, to fotgive. 
» XI 
We heroes, that have fought your country’s caufe, 
Redrefe'd her injuries, o form’d hee jaws, 
‘To my adventurous fong juft witnels bear, 
AGift the pious mufe, and hear her {wear ; 
"That ’ris no poet’s thought, no flight of youth, 
But folid flory, and fevereft truth, 
‘That William, treafures up a greater name, 
"Than any country, any age, can boaft ¢ 
‘And all that ancient ftock of fame 
He did from his fore-fathers take, 
He has improv’d, and gives with intcreft back ; 
And in his conftellation does unite 
‘heir fcatter’d rays of fainter light : 
Above or-Envy’s lath, or Fortune's wheel 
"That fectled glory fhall for ever dwell : 
Above the rolling orbs, aod commen ficy, 
‘Where nothing comes that e’er fhall die, 
* xUL 
‘Where roves the mufe? Where, thoughtlefs to re- 
turn, 
Is her fhort-liv'd ¢effel borne, 
By potent winds too fubjeét to be toft, 
‘And in the fea of William's praifes loft ? 
Nor Jet her tempt that deep, nor make the fhore, 
‘Where our abandon’d youth the fees, 
Shipwreck’d in luxury, and loft in eafe ; 
‘Whom nor Britannia’s danger can alarm, 
Nor William’s exemplary virtue warm: 
‘Tell them, howe’er, the king can yet forgive 
‘Their guilty floth, their homage yet receive, 
And jet their wounded honour live : 
But fwre and fudden be their jutt remorfe; 
Swift be their virtue’s rife, and flrong its courfe; 
For though for certain years and deftin’d times, 
Merit has lain confus’d with crimes; 
‘Though Jove feem’d negligent of human cares, 
‘Nor {courg’d our follies, ‘nor return’d our prayers, 
His juftice now demands the equal feales, 
, Sedition is fupprefe’d, and troth prevails : 
Fate its great ends by flow degrees attains, 
And Europe is redeem'd, and William reigns, 














THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


HYMN TO THE SUN. 
Set by Dr. H. Purcell. 


AND INTENDED TO BE SUNG BEFORE THEIR MA> 
JESTIES ON NEW-VEAR'S DAY, 1693-4. 


$ i 
Licur of the world, and ruler of the year, 
With happy fpeed begin thy great career; 
And, as thon doft thy radiant journies run, 
‘Through every diftant climate own 
‘That in fair Albion thou haft feen 
The greateft prince, the brighteft queen, 
That ever fav'ft a land, or left a throne, 
Since firt thy beams were ipread, or genial power 
was known. 


a. 
So may thy godhead be eonfeft, 
So the rerurning year be blett, 
As his infant months beftow 
Springing wreaths for William’s brow: 
As his fummer’s youth thali thed 
Exernal fwegts around Maria's head. 

From the blefiiigy‘they beftow, 

Gur times ate datéd,: and our ztas.move 

They govern and enlighten'all below, 

As thou doft all above. 

nh 
Let our hero in the war 
Active and fierce, like thee, appear : 
Like thee, great fon of Jove, like thee 
When, clad ia rifiag majefty, 

Thou marcheft down o’er Delus’ hill confeft, 
With all thy arrows arm’d, in all thy glory dreft, 
Like thec, the hero does his arms employ, 

‘The raging Python to deftroy, |... ~ 
And give the injur’d nations péage.and joy. 


From faireft years, aad time’s more happy flores, 

Gather all the fmiling hours; 

Such as with friendly care have guarded 
Patriots and kings in rightiul wars; 

Such as with conqueit have rewarded 
Triumphant victors’ happy cares; 

Such as ftory has recorded 

Sacred to Naffuu’s long renown, 

For countries fav'd, and, battles won. 


“ 
March them again in fair array, 
And bid them form the happy day, 
The happy day defign’d to wait 
On William's fame, and Europe's fate. 
Let the happy day be crown'd 
With great event, and fair fuccefs: 
No brighter in the year be found, 
But that which brings the victor home in peace, 


Vi. 
Again thy godhead we implore, 
Great in wifdom as in power; 

Again, for good Maria’s fake, and ours, 
Choofe out other fmiling hours; 
Such as with joyous wings have fled, 

When happy counfels were advifing ; 


Such as have lucky omens fhed 
Over forming laws, and empires rifing ; 
Such as many courfes ran, 
Har 1 in hand a goodly train, 
To biefs the great Eliza’s reign; 
‘And in the typic glory thow. 
‘What fuller blifs Maria thail beflow. 
Vite 
As the folemn hours advance, 
Mingied fend into the dance 
Many fraught with all the treafures, 
Which thy eaitern travel views 5 
Many wing’d with all the pleafures, 
Man can afk, or heavee diffofe : 
‘That great Maris alf thofe joys may know, 
Which, from her carés, upon her fubjects flow. 
WHIT. 
For thy own glory fing our fovereign’s praife, 
God of verfes and of days: 
Let all thy tunefal fons adorn 
Their lating work with William's name ; 
Let chofin mufes yet unborn 
Take great Maria for their futare theme : 
Erernal ftraGures let them raife 
©n William’s and Maria's praife : 
Nor. want new fubjed& for the fong, 
Nor fear they can exhauft the ftore, 
Till natore’s mufic lies. unftrang ; 
* ‘Till thou, great god, flratt lofe thy double power, 
And touch thy lyre, and ftioot ‘thy keatos mo more. 





‘THE LADY's LOOKING-GLASS. 
IN IMITATION OF A GREEK IDYLLIVM. 


Ceria and [the other day 
‘Walk'd o’er the fand-hills to the fea: 
‘The ferting fun adorn’d the coat, 
His beams entire, his fiercenels loft : 
And, on the furface of the deep, 
"The winds lay only not afleep + 
‘Lhe nymph did like the feene appear, 
Serenely pleafarit, calmly fait: © ® 
Soft fell her words, as flew the air. 
With fecret joy I heard her fay, 
‘That the would never mifs one day { 
‘A walk fo fine, a fight fo'gay. 

But, oh the change! the winds grow high ; 
Impending tempefts charge the tky ; 
"The lightning flies, the thunder roars; 
And big waves lath the frighten’d thores. 
Struck with the horror of the fight, 
She turns her head, and wings her fight: 
And, trembling, vows fhe’}} ne’er again 
Approach the fhore, or view the main. 

‘Once more at keaft took back, faid J, 
‘Thy {elf in that large glafs defery : 
When thou art in good-humour dreft 5 
‘When gentle reafon rules thy breaft ; 
"The fan upon the calmeft fea 
Appears not half fe bright as thee : 
*Yis then that with delight Trove 
Upon the boundlefs depth ef love + 
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I blefs my chain; I hand my oars 
Nor think on ail f feft on fhore. 

But when vain doubt and groundlefs fear 

Do that dear foolifh bofom tear; 

When the big lip and watery eye 

Tell me, the rifing ftorm is nigh ; 

’Tis then, thou art'yon’ angry main, 
Deform’d by, winds, and daft’d by rain 5 
And the poor failor, that muit try 

Its fury, labours lefs than L. 

Shipwreck’d, in vain to lapd ! make, 
While love and fate ftill drive me hack ; 
Forc’d to doat on thee thy own wayj 
I chide thee firft, and then obey. 
Wretched when from thee, vex'd when nigh, 
I with thee, or without thee, dit, 9 


LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP ;'- 
A PASTORAL, 


By Mrs, Elizabeth Singer, afterwards Rowe, 


AMARYLLIS, 
Wuute from the fies the ruddy-fun defcends, 
And rifing night the evening fhade extends ; © 
While pearly dews o’erfpread the fruitful-field, 





And clofing flowers reviving odours yield :° 
Let us, beneath: Sprtading treesyretite 
What from aur héatte-our mutts nigy indite, 


Nor need: we, in thie clofe-retirement, fear, 
Left any fwain our amorous fecrets hear, 
SYLVIA. 
To every thepherd I would mine proclaim ; 
Since fair Aminta is my. fofteit theme + 
A ftranger to the loofe delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendfhip prove: 
And, while its pure and facred fire I fing, 
Chafte goddefs of the groves, thy fuccour bring. 
AMARYLLIS. . 
Propitious god of love, my breaft infpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleafing fire ; 
Propitious god of love, thy fuccour bring, 
Whilft I thy darling, thy Alexis fing ; 
Alexis, as the opening bloffoms fair, 
Lovely as light, and foft as yielding air. 
For him each virgin fighs; and on the plains - 
‘The happy youth above each rival reigns.’ 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whifpering fpring, 
Tn fweeter ftrains does artful Conon fing ; 


; When loud applaufes fill the crowded groves, 


And Phobuy the fuperior fong approves, 
SYLVIA: ; . 
Beauteous Aminta is as early light, 
Breaking the melancholy fhades of night. 
When fhe is near, all anxious trauble flies, 
And our reviving hearts confefs her eyes. ~ 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay defires, 
In every breaft the beauteous nymph infpires ; 
And on the plain when fhe no more appears, 
The plain a dark and gloomy profpect wears, 
In vain the ftreamts roll on: the eaftern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling’ trees : 
In vain the birds begin their evening fong, 
And to the filent night their notes prolong : 


45k . 


Does wonted pleafure in her abfence yield. 
ares AMARTLLIS, 
And, in his abfence, all the penfive day 
Tn fome-ebfeare retreat 1 lonely’ ftray 5 
All day to the repeating caves complain, 
_ In mournful accents, and @ dying ftrain ; 
Dear lovely youth, E ery to all around; 


Dear lovely youth, rhe flattering vales rofound. 


SYLVIA. 


On flowery banks, by every murmuring fiream, 


Aminta‘is my mufe’s fofteft theme : 
Tis thethat does my artful notes refine: , 


With fair Aminta’s name my nobieft verfe thall 


’ AMARYLLIS. 


Tl twine frefh garlands for Alexis’ brows, 


And confecrate' to him eternal vows: ~ 


The charming youth fhall my Apollo prove; 
He thal adorn my fongs,and tunemy veite to love. 





‘TO THE AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING 


PASTORAL, 


\ 
Br Sylvia if thy charming felf be meatt; 
Uf feiendfhip be thy virgin vows extent : 
Oh! Jet me in Aminta’s praifes join: 
Her’s my efteem fhail be, my paffion thine, 

“When for thy head the garland I prepare, 
A fecond wreath fhall bind Aminta’s hair; 


And, when thy choiceft fangs. thy worth proclaim, 


Alternate verfe thall dlefs Atpinta’s name ; 


My heart fhalt own the juftice of her caufe, 
And love himfelf fubmit to friendthip’s laws, 
But if, bencath thy number's foft difguife, 


Some favour'd fwain, fome true Alexis lies ; 
Mf Amaryllis breathes thy fecret pains, 


And thy fond heart beats meafure to thy trains; 
May'it thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find. 


‘The flame propitious, andthe lover kind ! 
‘May Venus long exert her happy power, 


And make thy beanty;like thy verfe, endure! 


‘May every god his friendly aid afford, 


Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres blefe thy board ! 


But, if by chance the feries of thy joys 
Permit one thought lefé cheerful to arife, 
Piteous to transfer it to the mournful fwain, 


‘Who, loving much, who, not belov'd again, 


Feels an ill-fated paffion’s lat excefe, 


And dies in woe, that thou may’ft live in peace. 





TO A LADY: 


Ske refufiag to continue a Difpute with me, and leaving 


me in the Argument, 
AN DDE. 


1 
Spare, generous victor, {pare the flave, 
Who did unequal war purfue ; 
" "That more than trigmph he might have, 
In being overcome by you, 
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i : 
Wor groves, nor cryftal Streams; nor verdant field, 


“an ta 

Inthe difpute whate’er I faid, 

My heart was by my tongue belied ¢ 
And in my looks you might have read 

How much I argued on your fide. 

1. 

You, far from danger as from fear, 

Might have fuftain’d an open fight : 
For feldom your opinions err, 

Your eyes are always in the right, 

I. 

Why, fair one, would you not rely 

On reafon’s force with beauty’s join’d? 
Could I their prevalence deny, 

T muft at once be deaf and blind. 

é vw 

Alas! not hopi to fubduc, 

1 only to the-faght afpie’ 
‘To keep the beautequs foe it view 

Was all the glory I defir'd,’ 


«ty vi. “ 

But the, howe'¢r of viétory fure, 
Contemps the wreath too long delay'd: 

And, arm’d with more immediate power, 
Calls crue} filence to her aid. 





ate! as NER asctee 

Deeper to wound, the thane the fight 5, 

She drops her arms, to gain the field; 
Secures her eonqueft by her flight ; . 

And triumphs, when fhe feems to yield” 

: vu, : 

So when the Parthian turn’d his fteed, > 

And from the hoftile camp withdrew, 
With cruel fkill the backward reed 

He fent ; aud, as he fled, he flew. 





SEEING THE DUKE OF ORMOND's Fic!’ 
TURE AF Sth GODFREY KNELLER’S. 


Ovr from the itjur'd canvas, Kneller, Arike 
Thefe lines too faint : the picture is not like. 
Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again: 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen’s glorious plain 
Place Ormond’s duke: impendent in the air 

Jet his keen fabre, comet-like appear, r 
Where'er it points, denouncing death: below ; 





Draw reuted fquadrons, and the numerous foe, 

Falling beneath, or flying from his blow : 

Till, weak with wounds, and cover’d o'er with’ 

blood, | i = 

Which from the patriot’s breaft in torrents flow’d, 

He faints; his fteed no longer feels the rein A f 

But ftumbles o’er the heap, bis hand had flain,’ 

And now exhautted, bleeding, pale he lies; 

Lovely, fad object! in his haif-clos’d eyes, 

Stern vengeance yet, and hoftile terror ftand:” - 

His front yet threatens, and his frowns commend,’ 

The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call; 

Fear to approach him, though they fee him fall.— 
© Kneller, could thy thades and lights exprefs 

The perfect hero in that glorious drefi; 

Ages to come might Ormond’s pidture know, 

And palms for thee beneath hie laurels grow : 


POEMS 


In fpite of time, thy work might ever fhinc ; 
Nor Homer’s colouts 1a fo long as thine. 





CELIA TO DAMON. 


* Arque in amore mala hee preprio, fumméque 
« fecundo % 
* Tnvenivatur.—” Lucrer, lib. iv. 
Wuat can { fay, what arguments can prove 
My truth, what colours can defcrihe my love, 
If its excefs and fury be not known, 
In what thy Cclia has already done? 
‘Thy infant fames,whilft yet they were conceal’d 
In timorous doubts, with pity I beheld ; 
‘With ealy {miles difpell'd the filent fear, 
‘That durft not tell me what I dy’d to hear. 
In vain | ftrave to check my glowing flame, 
Or thelter paffion under friendthip’s name, 
You fow my heart, how it my tongnespely’d ; 
And when you pref’'d, how faintly eny'd.— 
Ere guardian thought could bring its fcatter'd 
aid, * 
Ere reafon could fupport the doubting maid 
My foul, furpris’d, and from herfelf disjoin’d, 
Left all referve, and all the fex, behind : 
From your command her motions fhe receiv'd ; 
And not for me, but you, fhe breath'd and liv’d. 
But ever bieft he Cytherea’s fhrine, 
And fires eternal on her altars thine ! 
Since thy dear breaft has felt an equal wound; 
Since in thy kinduefs my defires are crown’d. 
By thy each look, and thought, and care, ’tis 
Thy joys are center’d allin me alone; {fhown, 
And fure fam, thou wouldf not change this hour 
For all che white ones fare has in its oe 
Yer thus vid, thus loving to exceis, 
Yet thus receiving and returning blifs, 
Yn this great moment, in this goiden now, 
When every trace of what, or when, or how, 
Should from my foul by raging love be torn, 
And far on {welling feas of rapture borne; 
A melancholy tear affliéts my eye. 
And my heart labours with a fudden figh ; 
lnvading fears repel my coward joy, 
And ills forcfeen the prefent blels deftroy. 
Poor as it is, this beauty was the caufe, 
‘That with firft fighs your panting hofom rofe: 
But with no owner beauty long will ay, 
Upon the wings of time borne fwift away; 
Pafs but fome fleeting years, and thefe poor eyes 
(Where now without a boatt fome luftre lies) 
No longer fhall their little honours keep; 
Shall only be of ufe to read or weep: 
And on tMis forehead, where your verfe has faid, 
‘The loves delighted, and the graces play'd, 
Jafalting age will trace his croel way, 
And leave fad marks of his deftructive fway. 
Mov’d by my charms, with them your love 
may ceafe, 
And as the fuel finks, the flame decreafe: 
Or angry heaven may quicker darts prepare, 
And ficknefs frike what time a while would Spare, 












ay 
Then will my fwain his glowing vows renew, -* 
herr wili his throbbing heart to mine-beat true? 
When my own face deters me from my glafs, 
And ler only fhows what Celia was? 
Fantaftic fame may found her wild alarms; 
Your country, as you think, may want your 
arms. 
You may negle&, or quench, or. hate the flame, 
Whofe {moke too long obfcur’d your rifing name ; 
And quickly cold indifference will enfue, 
When you love's joys through honour’s optic view, 
Then Cefia’s loudeft prayer will prove too weak, 
To this abandon’d breaft to bring you back ; 
When my loft lover the tall ship afcends, 
With mulic gay, and wet with jovial friends, 
Yhe tender accent of a woman’s cry : 
Will pafs unheard, will unregarded die ; st 
When the rough feamen’s louder {houts prevail, 
When fair éccafjon fhows the fpringing gale, 
And intereft guides the helm, and honour fwells 
the fail, . 
Some wretched lines, from this negle&ted hand, 
May find my hero on the foreign ftrand, 
Warm with new fires, and pleas’d with new 
command : 
While the who wrote them, of all joy bereft, 
‘To the rude cenfure of the world is left ; 
Her mangled fame in barbarous paltime 
The coxcomb’s novel, and the drunkard’s 
But nearer cate (O pardon it !) fopplie 
Sighs to my breaft, and forrow to my eyes, 
Love, love himfelf (the only friend I have) 
May fcorn his triumph, having bound his flave, 
That tyrant-god, that reftle(s conqueror, 
May quit his pleafure, to affert his power ; 
Forfake the provinces that blefs’d bis fway, 
‘Lo vanquifh thofe which will not yetobey, 
Another nymph with fatal power may.rife, 
To damp the finking bearhs of Celia’s eyes; 
With haughty pride may hear her charms confef, 
And {corn the ardent vowe that I have bleft. 
You every night may figh for her in vain, 
And rife cach morning to fome frefh dildain ; 
While Celia’s fofteft, look may ceale to charm, 
And her embraces want the power to warms 
While thefe fond arms, thus circling you, bray 
prove ie 
More heavy chains than thofe of hopelefé love. _ 
Juft gods! all other things their like produce; 
The vine arifes from her mother’s juice :.~ 
When feeble plants or tender flowers decay,. ;. . 
"They to their, feed their images convey ¢ 
Where the old myrtle her good influence theds, 
Sprigs of like leaf ere¢t their filial heads: 
And when the parent rofe decays and dies, 
With a refembling face the daughter-buds arife. 
That praduét only which our paffions bear 
Eludes the planter’s miferable care. 
While blooming love affuses us golden fruit, 
Some inborn poifon taints the fecret root : 
Soon fall the flowers df joy, foon fecds of har 
tred thoot. 
Say, thepherd, fay, are thefe reflections true? ¢ 











Or was it but the woman's fear that drew 
‘This cruel {cene, unjuft to love and you? 
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‘Will you be only and for ever mine? 

Shall neither time nor age our fouls disjoin ? 
From this dear bofom shall I ne’er be corn ? 
Or you grow cold, refpeful, and forefworn ?” 
And can you not for her you love do more 
‘Than any youth for aay nymph before ? 


i ig 





PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Lord Buckhurft, in Weflminfler-Schaol, at 
a Reprefendation of Mr. Dryden's Cleamenes, at 
Ghrijamas 1695+ <; 


Pisu, Lord, I with this prologue was but Greek, 

‘Then young Cleonidas would boldly fpeak: 

But can Lord Buckhurft in poor Englith fay, 

Gentle {pedtators, pray excufe the play? 

No, witnefs all ye gods of ancient Greece. 

Rather than condefcend to terms like thefe, 

Ved go to fehool fix hours on Chriftmas day, 

Or conftrue Perfins while my comrades play; * 

Such work by hireling actors thould be done,” 

‘Who tremble when they fee a critic frown; 

Poor rogues, that fmart like fencers for their 
bread, °° ; 

And, if they are not wounded, are not fed. 


But, Sirs, our labour has more noble ends, ’ 


‘We act aur tragedy to fee our friends: 

Our generous {cenes are for pure love repeated, 
And if you are not pleas’d, at leaft you're treated. 
"The candles and the clothes ourfelves we bought, 
Our tops negleéted, and our balls forgot. 

‘Yo learn our parts, we left our midnight-bed, 
Mott of you fnor’d whilft Cleomenes read : 

Not that ftom this confeffion we would fue 
Praife undeferv'd; we know ourfelves and you: 
Refolv’d.to Rand or perifh by our caufe, ? 


We neither cenfure fear, nor beg applaufe, 


For thefe are Weftminfter and Sparta’s laws, 
Yet, if we fee forne judgment well-inelin’d, 

'To young defert, and growing virtue kind, 
"That critic by ten thoufand marks fhould know, 
“Phat. greateft fouls to goodnefs only bow; . 
And that your little hero does inherit 

Not Cleomenes’ more than Dorfet’s fpirit. 


AN ODE, 


PRESENTED TO THE KING, 


(On bis Majeiy's arrival in Holland after the Queen's 


Death, 1695. 


Quis defiderio fit pudor aut modus 
« ‘Yam cari capitis? proscipe lugubres 
Cantus, Melpomene.’”” 


1 
At Mary's tomb (fad facred place !} 
The virtues fhall their vigils keep : 
And every mufe, and every grace, 
In folemn ftate fliall ever weep, 
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: it. 
‘The future pious, mournful fair, 
Oft as the rolling years feturn, 
With fragrant wreaths and Sowing hair, 
Shall vific her diftinguifh’d urn, 
mr 
For her the wife and great fhall mourn, 
When late records her deeds repeat z 


‘| Ages ta come, and rhen unborn, 


Shall blefs her name, and figh her fate. 


Iv. 

Fair Albion fhall, with faithful trut, 
Her holy queen’s fad relicks guard, 

Till heaven awakes the precious duit, 
And gives the faint her full reward. 


v. 
But let the king difmifs his woes, 
Reflecting on hig fair renown ; 
And take the cyprefs from his brows, 
‘To put-his wonted laurels on. 
vr 
If pret by2geisf our monarch Roops, 
In vain Britih lone toar se 
If he, whofe hand fuftain’d them, droapa, 
The Belgic darts will wound no more, 
vit. 
Embattled princes wait the chief, 
Whofe voice fhould rule, whofe arm fhould lead ; 
And, in kind murmurs, chide that grief, 
Which hinders Europe being freed. 
whit. 
The great.example they. demand 
Who fill to conqueft led the way ; 
Withing him prefent to command, 
As they ftand ready to obcy. 
x 


ix. 
They feek that joy, which us’d to glow, 
Expanded on the hero’s face ; 
When the thick {quadrons preft the foe, 
And William led the glorious chafe. 
x 
To give the mournful nations joy, 
Reftore them thy aulpicions light, 
Great fon: with radiant beams deftroy A 
Thofe clouds, which keep thee from our fight, 
xi. 
Let thy fublime meridian courfe * ‘ 
For Mary's fecting rays atone +, 
Onr fuftre, with redoubled force, 
Mutt now proceed from thee'alone. 
xn 
Sce, pious king, with different ftrife 
Thy ftruggling Albion's bofom torn : 
So much fhe fears for William’s life, 
"Fhat Mary’s fate fhe dares not mourn. 
xHI. 
Her beauty, in thy fofter half 
Bury’d and loft, the ought to grieve; 
But let her ftrength in thee be fate; 
And let her weep; but let her live. 
xiv. 
‘Phou, guardian angel, fave the land 
From thy own grief, her fierceft foe: 
Left Britain, refeued by tiy-hand, 
Should bend and fink beneath thy woe. 
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av. 
Her former tridmphs all are vain, 
Unlefs new trophies ftill be fought, 
And hoary majefty fuftain 
The battles which thy youth has fought. 
Xvi, ‘* 
‘Where now is all that fearful love, 
Which made her hate the war’sglarms ? 
‘That foft excefs, with which fhe ftrove ~ 
‘To keep her hero in her arms? 
xvn, 
While ftill the chid the coming fpring; 
Which cail’d him o'er his fubjedt feas : 
While, for the fafety of the king, 
She wifh'd the victor’s glory lefs. 
XVIIX. 
"Tis chang’d ; ‘tis gone: fad Britain now 
Haftens her tord to foreign wars: 
Happy, if toils may break his woe, 
Or danger may divert his cares, 
XIX, fe 
Jn martial din fhe drowns her 
. _ Lett he the rifing grief fhould hear : 
She pulls her helmet o’er her eyes, 
Left he thould fee the falling tear. 
xx, 
Go, mighty prince; let France be taught, 
How conftant minds by grief are try’d; 
How great the land, that wept and fought, 
When William led, and Mary dy’d, 
xxL 
Fierce in the battle make it known, 
Where death with all his darts is feen, 
That he cat touch thy heart with none, 
But rhat which fituck the beauteous queen, 


atu. 
Belgia indulg’d her open grief, 
While yet her mafter was not neat : 
With fallen pride refus’d relief, 
And fat obdurate in defpsir. 
XX 
As waters from her fluices, flow’d 
Unbounded forrow from her eyes : 
‘To earth her bended front fhe how'd, 
And fent het wailings to the fies. 
xXlv. 
But when-her anxious lord return’d, 
Rais’d is her head, her eyes are dry'd ; 
She fmiles, as William ne'er had mourn’d, 
She looks, as Mary ne’er had dy’d, 
EXv. 
"That freedom. which all forrows claim, 
She does for thy content refign ; 
Her piety itfelf would blame, 
If her regrets fhould weaken thine. 
. XXXVI. 
‘To cure thy woe, fhe hows thy fame: 
Left the great mourner fhould forget 
That all the race, whence Orange came, 
Made virtue triumph over fate. 
XXVIL 
William his country’s caufe could fight, 
And with his blood her freedom feal ¢ 
Mavrice and Henry guard that right, 
For which their pious parents fell. 
Vor. VIL . v 








‘ 


xkvniie 
How heroes rife, how patriots fet, 
‘Thy father’s.blcom and death may tell s 
Excelling others, thefe were great: 
‘Fhou, greater fill, muft thefe excel, 
# xxx. 
The Jatt fair inftance thou mutt give, 
. Whence Naffau’s virtue can be try’d; 
And fhow the world that thow canft live 
Intrepid, as thy confort dy'd; 
‘xxx. 
Thy virtue, whofe refiftlefs force 
"No dice evént could ever ftay, 
Mutt carry on its deftin’d courfe, 
Though death and envy ftop the way. 
XXXII. 
For Btitain’s fake, for Belvia’s, live: - 
Piere’d by their grief, forget thy owns 
New toils endure, new conqueft give, 
And bring them eafe, though thou haft nons 
EXX. Ee ets 
Vanquith again’; though fhe be gone, 
Whofe garland crown’d the victor’s hair = 
And reigr® though fhe has left the throne, 
Who made thy glory worth thy care. 
XXXITL. 
Fair Britain never yet before 
Breath'd to her king an ufelefs prayer ;. 
Fond Belgia never did implore, : 
While William turn’d averfe his ear. 
XXXIV. 
But, thould the weeping hero now 
Relentlefs to their wifhes proves 
Should he recall, with pleafing woe, 
The obje@ of his grief and love; 
XXIV. 
Her face with thoufand beauties bleft, 
‘Her mind with thoufand virtues for’d, 
Her power with boundlefs joy confeft, 
Her perfon only not ador’d ; 
EXE 
Yet ought his forrow to be checkt ; 
Yet ought his paffions.to abate; - 
If the great mourner would reflect, 
Her glory in her death complete. 
XxxvVn. if 
She was inftrugted to command, - * 
Great king, by long obeying thee; ~ 
Her {ceptre, guided hy thy hand, 
Prefecv’d the iffes, and-rul’d thé fed. © 
XXXVI ‘ 
But oh! "twas little, that hertife 
O’er earth and water bears'thy fame : 
Tn death, *twas worthy William's wife, 
Amidft the ftars to fix his lame. 
2xxrk. 
Beyond where matter moves, or place 
Receives its forms, thy virtues roll; ‘ 
From Mary’s glory; angels trace 
The beauty of her pattner’s foul. 











Gg xL. 
‘Wife fate, Which does its heaven decree 
‘Fo heroes, when they yield thcir breath, 
Haftens thy triumph. Half of thee 
* Is deify’d before thy death, 
Sc 


¥ 
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Alone to thy renown ’tis given, 

“Unbounded through all wprids to go: 
While the, great faint, rejoices heaven; 
* And thou fuftain’ft the orb helow, 





IN IMITATION. OF ANACREON, 


Ler them cenfure : what care 1? 
‘The herd of critica ! defy. 

Let the wretches know, ‘I write, 

Regardlefs of their grace or fpite. 


OD E- 


No, no: the fair, the gly, the young, 
Govern the numbers of my fong ; 

All that they approve is:fweet; 

And all is fenfe that they repeat. 


Bid the warbling Nine retire ; 
Venus, ftring thy fervant's lyre: ’ 
Love fhall be my endiefe theme ; 
Picafure fhall iumph over fame = 
And, when thefe maxiths 1 decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine! - 

May I grafp at empty praife; ‘ 
And lofe the nymph,°to gain the bays 





AN ENGLISH BALLAD, 


SUR LA PRIst DE NAMOR, PAR LESARMES DU ROH ON THE TAKING OF NAMUR, BY THE KING OF 


NANNERL, 1692. 
Par Monfieuwr Boileau Defpreaun, 


, 1. 
Querre doe et faint yvreffe 
Aujourd’bur me fait Ja Joi ? 

- ,Chaités Nymphes di Pérmeffe, 

» N’eftece pas votis gue je voi? 
Accoureg,: troupe Eavinte : 

" Des fons que rha lyre-enfante; 
Cee arbres font rejoiiis : 
‘Marquez en. bien la cadence : 
Et vous, vents, faites filence : 
Jc vais parler de Louis; 





: 530) 

Dane fes chanfons immortelles, 
Comme un aigle audacienx, 
Pindare érendant {es aifles, 
Fuit loin des vulgaires yeux, 
Mais, 6 ma fidele lyre, 

» Si, dans ’ardeur qui m’infpire, 
‘Tu peus fuivre mes tranfports : 
Les chénes des monts de Thrace 

Wont rien oii, que n’efface 

“La douceur de tes accords, 

a. 
Eft-ce Apollon et Neptune, 
Qui fur ces rocs fourcillenx 
Ont, compagnons de Fortune, 

; Bati’ces murs orgueilleux? 

“De leur enceinte; fameufe . 
La Sambre-unie & la Meufe, 

“ Defend le fatal abord ; 

Et par cens bouches horribles 
-Lairain fur ces monte terribles 
‘Vomita | fer, ct le mort. 


Sekar sritain, 16954. 
© Ditlea gf defipere in loco 


ia 
Some folks are drunk, yet do not kiow it; 
So might not Bacchus give you law ? 
‘Was it a mufe, O lofty poet, 
Or virgin of St. Cyr, you faw ? 
Why all thie fury? what's the matter, 
‘That oaks muft come from Thrace to dance ? 
Muft ftupid ftocks be taught to flatter ? 
And is ete no Josh woud in France ? 
Why mutt the winds all hold their tongue ? 
If they & Lie begeh fuobld-male, 
Would that have fpog'd € 
Or puff'd away thé modarch’ 
a 
Pindar, that eagle, mounts the tkies, 
While virtue leads the noble way ¢ 
‘Too like a vulture Boileau flies, 
Where fordid intereft thows the prey. 
‘When once the poet’s honour cafes, 
From reafon far his tranfports rove : 
And Boileau, for eight hundred pieces, 
Makes Louis take the wall of Jove. 





t's fong, 
8 praife? 


f m1. 
Neptune and Sol came from above, 
Shap’d like Megrigny and Vauban - 
They arm’d thefe rocks; then fiow’d old Jove 
Of Marli wood the wondrous plan. 
Such walls, thefé three wife gods agreed, 
- By human force could ne’er be fhaken : 
But you and I in Homer read. 
OF gods, as well as men, miftaken. 
Sambre and Maefe their waves may join; 
Buc ne’er can William’s force reftrain ; 
He'll pafs them both, who pafs'd the Boyre: 
Remember this, and arm the Seine. 


; Rpt Wie, 

Pik mille villans Alcides» - 
JLes bordant de toutes partt,, 
D*éclairs au lyin bomicider 
Font petiller leurs remparts + 
Et date fon fein infidele . 
Par toute fa terre y recele 
‘Un feu prétaséinacer, —- 
Gai fouidain:percant fon goufre, 
Ouvre un fepulchre de foufre, 
A quiconque ofe avancer. 


v. ’ 
Namur, devant.tes murailles 
Jadis la Grece efit vingt ans 
‘Sans fruit veu los funerailtes 
De fes plus fiers combattans. 
Quelle effroyable puiffance 
Anjourd’hui pourtant s’avance, 
Préte a foudroyer tes monts? 
Quel bruit, quel feu Venvironne? 
Celt. Jupiter ¢n,perfonne 3 
Ou cet Je vainqueur defMlone. 


oy ‘Wie ; 
Hen doute point: c'eft luieméme. 
Tout brille en lui; tout eft rol 
Dans Bruxelles Naffau bifme 
Commence & trembler pour toi. 
En vain il yoit le Batave, 
Deformais docile efclavé, 
Rangé fois fes étendarts 
En vain au ee Belgique 
‘Hivoit l’ aigle Germanique 

: Uni fof eta 


oe aS 


; ene 
Plein de Ia frayeur nouvelle, * 
Dont fes fens font agités, 
A fon fecours il appelle 
Les peixples les plus vantés. 
Cenx-la viennent du rivage, 
Oi eenorgueillit le Tage | 
De Vor, qui royle en fes eaux; 
Ceux-di des champs, ‘oi la neige 
Des marais dela Norvége 
Neuf mois'couvte les rofeawx. 


Ville 
“Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre ? 
Sous les Jumeaux effrayés, 
Des froids torrens de Decembre 
Les champs par tout font noyés: 
Ceres s'enfuit, éplorée 
De voir en proyve 4 Borée- 
Ses guerets d'epics chargés, 
Ex fous les urns fangeutes 
Des Hyades orageufes 
"Yous fes tréfors fubmergés. 


Ike 
Déployez toutes vos rages, 
Princes, vents, peuples, frimats; 


Ss, 4a 
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Tv. 

Full fifteen thonfand lufty fellows Be 

‘With fire and fword the fort maintaio + 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us; 

_ ¥gt out they march’d, like common men, 

Cannons above, and mines below, 
"Did death and tombs for foes contrive: 
Yet matters have been order’d fo, 

‘That moft of us are itil alive. 


; nw 
If Namur be compar’d to Troys . 
Then Hritain’s boys excell’d che Greeks 5 
‘Their fiege did ten Jong years employ ; 
” We've done our bufinefsyin ten weeks. 
‘What godhead does fo fat advance, 
_ With dreadful power, thofe hills to gain 2 
*Tis little Will, the feourge of France’; © 
No godhead, but the firft of men. 
His mortal arm exerts the power . 
, To keep ¢'en Mons’s vitor udder: 
And that fame Jupiter no more 
Shall fright the world with impious thunder. 
7 fies ve ; 
Our king thus trembles at Namur; 
Whilft Villeroy, who ne'er afraid is, 
"To Bruxelles marches on fecure, 5 
To bomb the monks, and {care the ladies. 
After this glorious expeditioPyy 1.02 °-: 
Ope battle makes the marihat great: 
He muft perform the kiag’s comntiffion : 
_ Who knows byt Orange may retreat? 
Kings are allow’d to feign the gout, , 
Or be prevail’d with not to ght 
And mighty Louis hop'd, ng donde; 
. Phat William would peeferve tl ighte 


LRM ee 
1,40 Rhone and Po, 















From Seine and Loire 
See every mother's fen-appear : 
In fach a gafe ne'er blame a toc, 
“If he betrays fome little fear- 
He comes, the mighty Villeroy. comes; 
Finds a fmall river in his way; 
So waves his colours, beats his. drums, 
‘And thinks it prudent there, to ftay. 
‘The Gallic troaps breathe blood and wart;; 
‘The marfhal cares not to march faftes : 
Poor Villeroy moves fo flowly bs 
‘We fancied all, it was his mater: 
. FAT. 
‘Will no kind flood, no friendly. tj 
Difguife the marfhal’s plain difgra 
No torrents {well the low vee pho. 
Phe world will fay, be dur ot pelt : 
Why will no Hyades ‘ 
Dear poet, oe sebum Samby 
Jou as they did thae mighty. year, 
When you tura’d Jage inso December ? 
‘The water-pyniphs are too unkind 
To Villeroy; ort the land-nymphs fo? 
And fy they. gti; at once combin'd 
‘To fhame‘a general, and a beau? 
: 1. 
Truth, juftice, fenfe, religion, fame, 
May join co finith William’s ftory : 
Cc ij 
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THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


Ramaffez tous vos nuages ; 
Raffemblez tous ves foldats. 
Malgré vous Namur en poudre 
S’en va tomber fous la foudre 
ui domta Lille, Courtray, — 
Gand ls fuperbe Efpagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezancon, Dole, 
¥pres, Maftricht, et Cambray. 


: x 

Mes préfages s’accompliffent 
Ri commence a chanceler : 
Sous les coups qui retentiffent 
Ses muse s’en vont s’écrouler, 
Mars en feu qui le’ domine, - 
Souffle 4 grand bruit leur rninc, 
Et les bombes dans les airs 
Allant chercher le tonne? 
Semblent tombant fur h terre, 
Vouloiz e’ouvrir les enfers. 


' 
RT. 


Accoiirez, Naflau, Baviere, 
Dé.ces mitts unique: efpolr z 
A couvert d'une riviere 
Venez: vous pouvez tout voir. 
Confiderez ces approches : 
Voyez grimper far ces rochee 
€cs athletes belliquenx 5 

Et dans les eaux, dans Ja flame, 
Lovis 4 tout donnant lame, 
Marcher, courir avec eux. 


xi. 
onteinplez dans la tempite, 
‘Qui fort de ces boulevards, 

‘La plume qui fur'fa téte 
Attire tous les regards. 

LA vet altre redoubtable 
‘ToQjours un fort favorable 
S'attache dano lee combate: 
Et tofijours avec la gloire 
Mars amenant a victoire. 
Vole, et le fuit d grands pas. 

XH 
Grands defenfeurs de l"Efpagne,, 
Montrez-voas" il en eft tems: 
Courage; vers la Mahagre- 
Voila. vos drapeaux fiotcans, 
Jamais fes ondes craintives 
N’ont vii fur leurs foibles rives 
Tant de guertiers s’amaffer. 
Courez donc. Qui vous retarde? 
Tout Ponivers vons regarde, 
N’ofez vous la traverfer? 

xv. 

Loin de fermer le paflage 

A vos nonbrenx barailions, 
Laxembourg a du rivage{ 

Reculé fes pavillons. 

Quoi? Teur feul afpe& vous glace? 
O48 font ces chefs pleins d’andace, 
i 


Nations fer free may blefs bis mathe ¢ 
And France in fecret own his glory. 

But Ypres, Maftricht, and Cambray, 
Befancgon, Ghent, St. Omers, Lifle, 

Courtray, and Dole——Ye critics, fay, 


How poor to this was Pindar’s ftyle # 


Wirh eke's and alfo’s tack thy ftrain, 


Great bard and Ging the deathlefs prince, 


‘Who loft Namur the {ome campaign 


He bought Dixmuyd, and plunder’d Deynie, 
x 


Y'll hold tem pourid my dream is out: 
I'd tell it you, but for the ratele 

OF thofe confounded drums; no doubt 
Yon’ bloody rogues intend a battle. 

Dear me : a hundred thopfand French 


With terror fill the ‘neighbouring field = 


While William carries‘ot the tretch, 
Till the town atrd calle yield. 

Villeroy feBbeltere ould svete 
Says Mars, throu; 


bh candor 
Jd eft, one marefchal of France’ 





a xh 
Regain the lines the fhorteft way, 

. Villeroy ; or to Verfailles take poft ; 
For, having feen it; thon cant fay 

‘The fteps, by which Namur was loft. 


he in fires 
5 


Teils t’ other, he can come no nigher. ~ 


‘The fmoke and flame’ indy Vex thy fight: 


Look not once back : ‘but, as thou goeft, 


wicken the {quadrons in their fj 
al bid the devil take the ove 
Think not what reafon to produce, 

From Louis to conceal thy fear. 
He'll own the ftrength of thy excufe; 


Tell hins that William was but there, 


xn 
Now let us look for Louis’ feather, 
‘That us'd to thine fo like a ftar: 
The generals couid not get together, 
Wasting thet influence, 
© poet! hadff been diftreeter, 
Hanging the monarch’s hat fo high, 
If thou hadi dubb’d thy ftar, a meteor, 


‘Vhat did but blaze, and rove, and dic. 


xiIt. 

‘To animate the doubtful fight, 
Namur in vain expects that rays 

In vain France hopes, the fickly light 


Should fhine near William's tuller day = 


It knows Verfailles, its proper ftation; 
Nor cares for any foreign’ {phere : 

Where you fee Boileau’s conftellation, 
Be fure no danger can be near. 


XIV. 


‘The French had gather’d-all their force 


And Wiliam’ met them in their way = 


Yet off they brafh’d both foot and borfe, 


What has friend Boileau left to fay? 


‘When his high mute is bent upon’t, 


eat in ware 


Yo fing her king—that great conumander, 


Jadis fi prompts 4 marcher, 
ui dewoient dela Tamife, 

Erde la Drive fobmife, 

Jufqo’ 2 Paris nous chercher ? 


xv. 
Cependant I'effroi redouble 
Sur les remparts de Namur. 
Son gouverneur qui fe trouble 
S’enfuit fous fon dernier mur. 
Déja julques a {$s portes 

Je vor monter nos cohortes, 
‘La flame & le fer en main: 
Ec fur les moncedux de piques, 


De corpé morts, de roca, de briques, 


S'ouvrir un chemin. 

Xvi. 
Glen eft fait. Je viens d’entendre 
Sur ces rochers éperdus 
Battre nn Ggnal pour fe rendre ; 
Le feu ceffe. Ts font rendus. 
Dépoiiilles vdtre arrogance, 
Fiers ennemies de la France, 
Et deformais gracicux, ” 
Allez a Liege, 4 Bruxelles. 
Porter lex humbles nouvelles 
De Namur pris vos yeux. 


AN ODE. 


1. 

Tux merchant, to fecure his treafure, 

4 Conveys it ina borrow'd name : 

Euphelia ferves to grace my meafure; 
But Cloe is my real flame. 


ne 

My fofteft verfe, my darling lyre, 
Upon Euphelia’s toilet lay; 

When Cloe noted her defire, 


‘That I fhould fing, that 1 fhould play. 


’ pera 
‘My lyre 1 tune, my voice I raife, 

Bat with my numbers mix my fighs; 
And, whilft (fing Euphelia’s praife, 

I fix my foul on Cloe’s eyes. 


lv. 
Fair Cloc blufh’d: Euphelia frown'd + 


I fung, and gaz’d: 1 play’d, and trembled + 


And Veuns to the loves around 
Remark’d, how ill we all diifembled. 
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Or on the fhores of Elellefpont, © 
Or in the valleys near scamander ; 
Would it not {poil his noble tafk, ~ 
If any foolith Phrygian there is, ary 
Impertinent enough to afk, Bae 
How far Namur may be from Paris? 
xv. 
‘Two ftanzas more before we end, 28 
Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and firs“: 
Leave them behind you, honeft friend ; 
And with your countrymen retire, 
Your ode is {poilt : Namur.is freed ; 
For Dixymud domething yet is due: 
So good Count Guifeard may proceed ; 
But Boufflers, Sir, one word with you-= 





s xvi. - * 
Tis done. In fight of thefe commanders, 
Who neither fight, mor raife the fiege,. > 
"The foes of France march fafe through Flandert; 
Divide to Bruxelles, or to Liege. . 
Send, fame, this news to Trianon, 
That Boufflers may new honoure gain 
He the fame play by land has fhown, 
As Tourville did upon the main. + 
Yet is the marfhal made a peer +. . 
© William, may thy arms advanee $53 
‘That be may lofe Dinast next year, 
And fo he conftable of France. 





‘PRESENTED TO THE KING, 


AT iS ARRIVAL IN HOLLAND, AYTER THE Mig+ 
COVERY OF THE CONSPIRACT, 1696. 


 Serus in'celum redeas, difque 

“ Lotus interfis populo Quirinis «~~ 

* Néve te noftris vitiis iniquum 
* ‘“* Ocyor aura aC « 

Tollat— Hor: ad Anuguftum, 


Ye careful angels, whom eternal fare 
Ordains, on earth and human adts.to wait ; 
Who turn with fecret power this reftlefs ball, 
And bid predeftin’d empires rife and fall: 
Your facred aid religious monarchs own, 
When firft they mertt, then afcend the thrones - 
But tyrants dread you, left your juft decree 
‘Transfer the power, and fet the people free. 
See refcued Britain at your altars bow; 

And hear her hymns your happy care avow: 
That ftill her axes and her rods fupport 


| The judge’s frown, and grace the awfal courts 


Cc ij 








. 
. That law with all her pompous terror ftands, 
. To wreft the dagger from the-traitur’s hands ; 
And rigid juftice reads the fatal word, 
| Poifes the balance firft, then draws the fword. 
: Britain her fafety to your guidance owns, 
‘That fhe can feparate parricides from fons ; 
‘That, impious rage difarm’d, fhe lives and reigns, 
Her freedom kept by him, who broke her chains. 
, And thou, great minifter, above the reft 
OF guardian {pirits, be thou for ever bled ; 
:Thou who of old waa fent'to Ifrael’s court, 
‘With fecret aid great David's ftrong fupport, 
‘To.mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, - 
And firike the ufelefs javelin to the wall. 
‘Thy later care o'er William’s temples held, 
‘On Boyne’s propitious banks, the heavenly thield ; 
"When powe; divine.did fovereign right declare ; 
_ 4nd cannons mark’d whom they were bid togpare, 
Still, bleffed angel, be thy care the fame { 
Be William's life untouch’d as is his fame! 
Let him own thine, as Britain dwns his hand : 
»Sive'thou the king, as he bas fay’d the land! 
+ We angels’ forms in pious monarchs view; 
‘We reverence William ; for he acts like you; 
Like you, commiffion’d to'chaftifé and blefs, 
He mutt avehge the world, and give it peace. 
+: Indulgence fate our potent prayer receives; 
And fill Britannia fmiles, and William lives, 
‘The hero dear to earth, by heaven belov’d, 
y troubles muft be vex'd, by dangers ‘prov’d : 
ie fors muft aid, to make his fame complete, 
1d fix his throne fecure on their defeat. 
So, though with fudden rage the tempeft comes; 
Though the winds roar; and though the water 
foams; 
Imperial Britain on the fea looks down, 
And foiling fees her rebe} (ubjegts frown. 
Striking her cliff, the ftorm confirms her power; 
The waves but whiten her triumphant fhore : 
{evan they would advance, in vain retreat; 
‘oken they dafh, and perith at her fect. 
< For William {till new wenders thall be fhown : 
The powers, that refcued, fhall preferve che 
p throne, 2 
Safe on his darling Britain's joyful fea; 
Behold, the monarch plows his liquid way : 
‘His Aleets in thunder through the world declare, 
‘Whole empire they obey, whofe arms they bear. 
Blefi'd by alpjring winds, he finds the ftrand 
Blrcken'd with crowds; he fees the nation ttand, ‘ 
+Blefling his fafety, proud of his command. 
It various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
in their great Jeades’s praife; by. turns they tell, 
And liften, cach with emulous glory fir'd, 
YHow William conquer'd, and how France retir d; 
How Belgia, freed, the bero’s arm confels'd, 
‘But trembled for the courage which the blett. 
© Louis, from.this great example kuow, 
To be at once a hero and a foe; ¢ 
By founding trumpets, hear, and rattling drums, 
When William to the opeu-vengeance comes : 
And fee the foldicr plead: the:monarch’s right, 
Headiog his troops, and foremoft in the fight. 
HoHence then, ciofe ambuth and perfidious war, 
WHO your native feats of night repair. - 



































THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pridé 
Reftrain’d, behind he viGtor’s chariot tied 

In brazen knots and everlafting chains 

(So Europe’s peace, fo William's fate ordains). 
While on the ivory chair, in happy ftate, 

He fits, fecure in innocente, and great 

in regal clemency; and views beneath ~ 
Averted darts of rage, and pointlefs arms of death. 





“THE SECRETARY. . 
warrten AT THE BAGuE, 1696, 
Wane with labour affiduous due pleafure I mix, 
And in one day atone for the bufinefs of fix, * 
In a little Dytel chaife.on a Saturday night, 


On my left hand my-orace, 2 nymph on my right: 


No memoirs to compafeyand no. poft-boy to move, 

‘That on.Sanday may hinder-the foftnefs of love; 

For her, neither vifits, nor panies at-tea, 

Nor the long-winded cant of adult refugee. 

‘This night and the ext fhall be-hers, fhall be mine, 

‘To good or ill-fortune the third we refign : 

‘Thus {corning the world and fuperior to fate, 

1 drive on my cag in proceffional ftat#;...:: 

So with Phia through Athens Pififtratas fede ; 

Men thought her Miserva, and him aacw, god. 

But why dhould I tories of Athens rchearfé, ... 

Where people knew love, and were pastial to verfe ; 

Since none can with juitice my: pleafures opptfe, * 

In Holland half drowned ii intereft and profe ? 

By Greece and. paft agot: what, med I be tried, 

When te Hingue and the: profent are both on my 
ie a Rig 

And is it enough for the joys of the day, 

To think what Anacreon or Sappho would fay?- 

When gpod Vandergoes, and his provident Viow, 

As they gaze.on my triumph, do freely allow, fis, 

That, fearch 


the province, you’li find no man aac 
So bleft as thie Eoglidhen Kove Socretar” in 


TO CLOE WEEPING, 
Sez, whilft thou weep'tt, fair Cloe, fee 
the world in fympathy with thee. ° 
The cheerful pirds no longer fing; ms 
Each drops his head, and hangs his wing, 
‘The clouds have beut their bofom lower, 
And hed their forrows in a fhower. 
‘The brooks beyond their limits flaw; 
‘And louder raurmurs {peak their woe. 
‘The‘nymphs and {wains adopt thy cares 3 
They heave thy fighs, and weep thy tears, 
Fantaftic nymph! that grief fhould move 
‘Yhy heart ubdurate againft love. 
Sirange tears: whole power cap foften all, 
But chat dear breaft on which they fall. 








TO MR. HOWARD, 
“" AN opE. 


1% 
Dear Howard, from the foft affaults of love, 
Pocts and painters never arc fecure; . 


POEMS. 


an 1 untouch'd the fair one’s paffions move, 
Or thou draw beauty, and not feel its power ? 


Lc 
‘To great Apelics when young'Ammon brought 
‘The darling idol of his.captive heart; 
And the pleas’d nymph with kiod attention fat, 
‘Fo have her charms recorded by his art : 
Wr. 
‘The amorous matter own’d her potent eyes; 
Sigh’d when he look’d, and trembled as he 
drew; zi 
Each flowing line confirm’d his firft furprife, 
And, as the piece advanc’d, the pailion grew. 


1v. 
While Philip's fon, while Venus’ fon, was near, 
What different tortures dogs his bofom feel ! 
Great was the rival, and the,god fevere: 
Nor could he hide his flame, nor durft reveal. 
ve 
The prince, renown’d in bounty’ae in arms, 
With pity faw the ill-conceal’d diftrefs; 
Quitted his title to Campafpe’s charms, 
‘And gave the fair-one to the friend’s embrace. 
: wie: : 
‘Thus the more beautesifs Cloe fat to thee, 
Good Howard, emutous'of the Grecian art : 
But happy thou, from Cupid’s arrow free, 
And fames:thag pirec’d thy predeceffor's heart! 
age gee WBS 
Had thy poorsbreaft receie'd an equal pain; 
Had Ibetn vetted with the monarch’s power; 
Thou mufshave figh’d, unlucky youth, in vain ; 
py. bounty hadi thou founda cure. 
ig vii. 
Though, to convirice thee that the friend did feel 
A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 
1 would have footh’d the flame I could not heal ; 
Given thee the world; though I withhéld the fair. 








LOVE DISARMED. 


Bunyan a myrtle's verdant fhade 
As Cloe half afleep was laid, 
Cupid perch’d, lightly on her breaft, 
And in that heaven defir’d to reft: 
Over her paps his wings he fpread ; 
Between he found a downy bed, 4 
And neftled in his little head. 
Sci lay the god: the nymph, furpris'd, 
Yet miftrefs of herfelf, devis'd 
How the the vagrant might enthral, 
And captive him, who captives all. 
Her bodice half-way fhe unlac’d; 
About his arms the flily cat 
‘Pe filken bord, and held him faft, 
‘The god awak’d; and thrice in vain 
He ftrove to break the cruel chain; 
And thrice in vain he thook his wing, 
Incumber’d in the filken ftring, 
fluttering the god, and weeping, faid, 
Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 
Who happend, being biind, to ftray, 
And on thy bofom log his way; 


s 


Who ftray’d, alas! but Lew toowell, | 
He never there mmuft Nope to dwell: 2 
Set ap unhappy prifoner irce, = 
Who ne'et tended harm to thee. 

‘Lo me pertains not, the replies, e 
To know or care where Capid flies ; 
Wharare his haunts, or whicli his way; 
Where he would dwéil, or whither ftray : 
Yet will { never fet thee free; 

For harm was méant, and harm to me.. 

Vain fears that yex thy vidgin heart! 
Tl give thee up my bow'aad dart ; 
Untangle but this cruel chain, * 

And freely tet me fy again. : 

Agreed: fecuré my virgist he: 
Inftant give up thy bow and dat 
The chain Pll in return untie; 
And freely thou again thalt fly. 
Thus the the captive did deliver; 
The captive thus gave up his quiver. 
The god difarm’d, e’er fince that day, © 
Paffes his life in harmlefs play 5 
Plies round, or fits upon her breatt, 
A little, fluttering, idle guéft. 

E’er fince that day, the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid’s ftead;.’- 
Dire@s his arrow as the willy; ~ 
Gives grief, Or pleafure 5 Spares, or kills. 












| "ethane 
CLOE HUNTING. 

Beninp her neck her comely treffes tied, 
Her ivory quiver graceful by her fide, 
A hunting Cloe went :’ fhe loft her way, % 
And through the woods'uncertain chanc’dto firay., 
Apollo, ing by, beheld the maid ; a 
And, fitter dear,’ bright Cynthia, turn, he faid: 
The hunced hind lies clofe in yonder brake. » 
Loud Cupid'laugh'd, to fee the god's miftake; 
And, taughing, cried, Learn better, great divine, 
Ta know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 
Rightly advis’d far hence thy fitter feek, 
Or'on Meanter’s bank, or Latmus’ peak. = + y 
But in this nymph, my friend, my fifter-know +. 
She draws my arrows, and the bends my bow: 
Fair Thames fhe haunts, and every neighbouring © 

‘ove, : : 
Sacred te foft recefs, and gentle love. 
Go, with thy Cynthia, hurl the-pointed Spear 
At the rough boar, or chafe the Aying- deer: ° « 





“} Land my Clee take a nobler aim : 


At human hearts we fling, nor ever mifsthe game. : 





CUPID AND GANYMEDE. 


Tw heaven, one holy-day, you read 
In wile Anacreop, Ganymede 
Drew heedlefs Cupid in, to throw 
A main, te pafs an hour, or fo. 
The little Trojan, by the way, 


By Hermes taughe, play’d all the playy 


Gc iilj 





The god unhappily engag’d, 
By nature raf, by play enrez’d, 
Complain’d, and figh’d, and cried and freited; 
Loft every earthly thing he betted: 
In ready money, all the flore 
Pick’d up long fince from Danie’s fhower ; 
A {nuff-box, fet with bleeding hearts, 
Robies, all piere’d with, diamond darts; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood 
(The tree in’ Ida's foreft flood) ; 
His bowl pure gold, the very fame 
* ‘Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 
"Two table books in fhagreen covers, 
“Fill'd with good verfe from real lovers; 
Morcha: dife rave! a billet-dovx, 
¥ts matter paflionate, yet true ; 
‘Heaps of hair-rings, and cypher'd feals; 
Rich triffes ; ferious hagatelles. 
What fad diforders play begets! 
-Defperate and mead, at lengih he fees 
“Thofe darts, whofe points make gods adere 
-Elis might, and deprecate his power: 
"Thole darts, whence all ovr joy avd pain 
“Arife: thofe darts——Come, n’s the main, 
Cries Ganymede : the ufual trick : 
‘ Beven, flur a fix: eleven? a sick. 
Tl news goes fat: "twas quickly known 
at fimple Cupid was undone. 
wifter than lightning Vevus flew : 
‘Too late fhe found the thing too true. 
Guefs how the goddefs grec’s her fon: 
Come hither, firrah; no, begone; 
And, hark yé, is it fo indeed? 
A comrade you for Ganymede? 
An imp as wicked, for his age, 
As any earthly lady's page; 
A feandal and a fcourge to Troy ; ? 
A prince’s fom; a blackguard boy ; rn 
A fharper, that with box and dice 
Draws in young deities to vice. 
All heaven is by the ears together, 
Since firft that little rogue came hither : 
Juno herfelf has had no peace : 
And truly I've been favour'd lefs: 
For Jove, as fame reports (but fame 
Says things not fit for'me to name), 
Has ached il} for fuch a god, 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

And thu, unhappy child, the faid, 
‘(Her anger by her grief allay'd) 
Unhappy child, who thus hat Jott 

All the citate we e’er,couild boat ; 
Whither, O whither wiit thou run, 
‘Thy name defpi'd, thy weaknefs known ? 
Nor fhall thy fh on earth be crown’d ; 
Nor fhail thy power in heaven be own’d; 
‘When thou nor man ner god canil wound, 

Obedient Cupid kneeling cried, 

Cenfe, dearcft mother, ceafe to chide: 
Gany’s & cheat, and I'm a bubble: 

Yet why this great excels of trouble? 

The dice were falfe: the darts are gong: 
Yet how are you, or f, undene ? 

The lef of thefe ¥ can fap 
Wiuh keever thefts from © 
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Fear not we e’er can be difgrac’d 
While that bright. magazine thall laff: 
Your crowded altars iJ] thall fmoke 
And man your friendly aid tnyoke : 
Jove fhall again revere your power, 
And rife a {wan, or fall a fhower. 





CUPID MISTAKEN, 


1 
As after noon, one fammer’s day, 
Veus ftood bathing ia a rivers 
Cupid a-fhooting went that way, 
New frung his bow, new fiil'd kis quiver, 


i. 
With fkill he chofe hiswharpeft dart, 
With all his might his bow he drew 3 
Swift to his beauteous parent’s heart 
‘Khe too-well-guided arrow flew. 
nt 
Ifaine! die! the goddefs cried: 
© cruel, could'f thou find none other, 
To wreck thy fpleen on? parricide! 
Like Nero, thou haft lain thy mother. 


lv. : 
Poor Cupid fobbing fearce could {peak ; 
Indecd, Mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how eafy my miftake ! 
I took you for your likenefs Cloc. 








bd VENUS MISTAKEN. 


Wuen Cloe’s picture was to Venus fhown, 

Surpris’d, the goddefs took it for her own. 

And what, faid the, does this bold painter mean? 

When was I bathing thus, and. naked feen? 

Pleas’d Cupid heard, and check’d his mother’s 
ride > . 

And who's blind now, Mamma? the urchin cried, 

’Tis Cloe’s eye, and cheek, and lip, and breatt : 

Friend Howard’s genius fancied all the reft. 





A SONG. 


Ir wine and mufic have the power 
To cafe the ficknefs of the-foul ; 
Let Pheebus every Tring explore, 
And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowl, 
Let them their friendly aid employ, 
To make my Cloe’s abfence light; 
And feck for pleafure, to deftroy 
‘The forrows of this live-long night. 


But she to-morrow will Feturn: 
Venus, be thon to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrues flrow, thy odours burn; 
And meet thy favourite nymph in flare, 
Kind goddess, to no other powers 
Let us tormorrow’s biefings own: 








POEMS 


‘Thy darling loves fhall guide the hours; 
And all the day be thine alone. 


2S 
THE DOVE. 


“ —-Tantane animis coleftibus ire ? Virc- 


1. 
In Virgil’s facted verfe we find, 
‘That paflion can deprefs or raife 
‘The heavenly, as the’ human mind : 
Who dare deny what Virgil fays ? 
be i. 
But, if they fhould, what our great mafter , 
Has thus laid. dewn, my tale Thali prove: 
Fair Venus wept the fad difafter 
Of having loft her favourite dove. 
ut. 
In complaifance poor Cupid mourn’d ; 
His grief reliev’d his mother’s pain ; 
He vow'd he’d Jeave no ftone unturn'd, 
But she fhould have her dove again, 
5 Vv. - 
* Though none, Suid he, fhail yet be nam’d, 
'  ¥know the felon weil enough : 
But be (he not, Mamma, condemn’d 
Without a fair and legal-proof, 
or 


With thar, his longeft dart he took, 
As conftable would take his ftaff; 

‘That gods defire like men to look, 
Would make ev’n Heraclitus laugh. 


vi. 
Love's fubalterns, a dutecus band, 
Like watchmen, round their chief appear : 
Each had his lantern in his hand ; 
And Vesus mafk’d brought up the rear. 
vit. 
Accoutred thus, their eager ftep 
‘To Cloe’s lodging they directed : 
(At once U writ, alas! and weep, 
‘That Cloe is of theft fufpe@ed). 
vin. 
Late they fer cut, had far to got 
St. Danftan’s as they pafs’d ftruck one, 
Cloe, for reafons’good, you know, 
Lives at the fober end o’ th’ town, 
ix. 
‘With one great peal they rap the door, 
Like footfhen on a vifiting day. 
Folks at her houfe at fuch an hour! 
Lord! what will all the neighbours fay ? 
x 
The door is open: up they run: 
Nor prayers, nor threats, divert their {peed : 
Thieves! thieves: ctics Sufan; we're undone ; 
‘They'll kill my miftrefs in her bed. 
XI. 
In bed indeed the nymph had been 
Three hours: foz, all hifterians fay, 
She commonly went up at ten, 
Unlefs piquet was in the way, 


cd 
m1 
She wak’d, be fure, with flrange farprife : 
O Cupid, is this right or law, 
Thus to difturb the brighteft eyes, 
That ever flept, or ever faw ? 
b chem 
Have you obferw’d a fitting hare, 
Liftening, and fearful of the ftorm 
Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear. 
Afraid to keep, or leave her form 2. 
XIV. 
Or have you mark'd a partridge quake, 
Viewing the towering falcon nigh? 
She cuddles low behind the brake : 
Nor would the flay, nor dares the fly. 


xv. 
Then have you feen the beauteous maid; 
When gazing on her midnight foes, 

She turn’d each way her frighted head, 
Then funk it deep beneath the clothes, 
xvi, 
Venus this while was in the chamber 
Incognito; for Sufan faid, 
It {melt fo ftrong of myrth and ambarw= 
And Sufan is no lying maid. 
xvi, 
But, fince we have no prefent need + 
Of Venus for an epifode : 
With Cupid let us e’en proceed; 
And thus to Cloe fpoke the god: 
"  XvIN. = 
Hold up your head: hold up your hand: 
Would it were my lot to thow ye s 
Bhis cruel writ, wherein you ftand 
Indi@ed by the name of Cloe! 
- xix. 
For that, by fecret malice ftirr’d, 
Or by an emulous pride invited, 
You have purloin’d the favourite bird, 
In which my mother moft delighted. 


xx. 
Her bluthing face the lovely maid 
Rais’d juft above the milk-white theet 5 
A rofe-tree in a lilly bed . 
Nor glows fo red, nor breathes fo fweet. 
¥ aXxI. 
Are you not he whom virgins fear, ~ 
And widows court? is not your nant 
Cupid? If fo, pray come not nearau' 
Fair maiden, I’m the very fame. 
XxX. 
Then what have I, good Sir, to fay, |. 
Or do with her you call your mother? 
If I fhovld meet her in my way, -.. 
We hardly court’fy to each other. « 
mn, 
Diana chafte, and Hebe fweet, 
Witnefs chat what T fpéak is trué : 
1 would not give my, Paraquet 
For all the doves that ever flew. ~ 
- 5 ei EAIV. 
et, to compote this midnifht noife, 
Go freely fearch share you pleafe 
(The rage that rais'd, adorn’d her voice aw 
‘Upon yon’ toilet lic my keys. 


ero 
z : ext, 
£ er ‘keys he takes; her doors unlocks : 
‘Through wardrobe, and through clofet bounces ; 
“Peeps into every cheft and box; : 
... Turns all her farbelows and flounces, 
Ae 5 EXV1 
But, dove, depend on’t, finds he none; 
".. $0 to. the bed returns again: 
+ And now the maiden, bolder grown, 
Begins to-ttest him with difdain, 
? eKWEL, 
¥ marvel much, the filing faid, 
“Your poultry cannot-yet be found ; 
’ Lies he in yonder flipper .sdead ; 
Or, may be, in the teapot drown'd ? 
2 ee XXVIII. 
No, traitor, angry Love replies, 
He’s hid fomewhere about your breaft ; 
A place nor god nor man denies, 
For Venus’ dove the proper neft. 
fy xxix, 
‘Search then, the faid, put in your hand, 
nd Cynthia, dear protectrefs, guard me: 
As guilty I, or free may ftand, 
Do thou or punith or reward me. 
; xxx. 
. ‘Bat ah! what maid to Love'can truft! 
He feorns, and breaks all legal power : 
. Into her breaft his hand he thrutt; 
And in a moment fore’d it lower. 
- 7 XXXI, 
O, whither-do thofe fingers rove, 
Cries Cloc, treacherous’urchin, whither ? 
© Venus | { hall find the dove, 






Says he ; forfure'ltouch his feather,  * 





. A LOVER'S ANGER, 
As Cloe came inta the room t’ other day, 

T peevith began; where fo long could you ftay ? 
Yo your life time you never regarded your hour; 
You promis’d at two; and (pray, took, child) tis 

° four. 
A lady’s watch needs neither figures nor wheels ; 
°Tis enough ‘that 'tis loaded with baubles and feals. 
A temper fo heedlefs no mertal can bear—~ 
Thus far f went on with a refolute air: 

Lord blefs me! faid the; let a body but fpeak ! 
Here's an ugly hard rofe-bud fallen into my neck : 
Je has hurt me, and vext me to fuch a degrec— 
See here. for you never believe me ; pray fee, 
On the left fide my breaft, what a mark it hae 
.! made! 

So faying, her bofom the carelefs difplay’d + 
That feat of delight I with wonder furvey’d, 
And forgot eveby word I defign’d to have faid. 


MERCURY,AND CUPID. 


4y fullen humour one day Jove 
Sent Kernzes down to Ida’s grove, 
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Commanding Capid to deliver 

His flore of darts, his total quiver ; 

That Hermes should the weapon break, 

Or throw them into Lethe’s lake. ; 
Hermes, you know, muft do his errand : 

He found his maa, produc’d his warrant ; 

Cupid! your darts—this very hour— 

There's no contending againft power! 
How fullen Jupiter, juft now, 

Lthink I faid ; and you'll allow 

That Cupid was as bad as he : 

Hear but the youngfter’s repartee, 
Come ‘kinfman (faid the little god), 

Put off your wings, lay by your rod; 

Retire with’me to yonder bower, 

And reft yourfelf for half an hour : 

*Tis far indeed from hence to heaven ; 

But you fy faft:--and *tis but feven: 

We'll take one cooling: cup of nectar; 


4 And drink to this celeftial Hector. 


He break my darts! or hurt my power! 
He, Leda’s fwan, and Danaé’s hover! . 
Go, bid him his wife tongue reftrain, 
And mind his thuader, and his rai 
My darts! O certainly I'll give "em : 
From Cloe’s eyes he fhall receive ‘em. 
There’s one, the beft in all my quiver,’ 
Twang! through his very heare and liver; 
He then fhali pine, and figh, and rave : 
Good Lord! what baftte fhall' we have ! 
Neptune mutt ftraight be fent to fea, 
And Flora fummon'd twice a-day : 

One mutt find fhells, ¢’ other flowers, 
For cooling grots, and fragrant bowers, 
That Cloe may be ferv'd in ftate, 

The heurs muit at her toilet wait : 
Whilft all the reafoning fools below 
Wonder their watches go too flow. 
Lybs muft fly fouth, and Eurns eaft, 
For jewels for her hair and breaft, 

No matter, hough this cruel hafte 
Sink cities, and lay forefts waite, 

No matter, though this Aicet'be loft 
Or that lie wind-bound on the coat. 
What whilpering in my mother’s car? 
What care, that Juno fhould not hear!“ 
What work among you f{cholar gods? 
Phebus muft write him amorous odes. 
Aud thou, poor coufin, muft compofs 
His letters in fubmiflive profe : 

Whilft haughty Cloe, to futtain 





“fhe honour of. my myftic reign, « 


Shall all his gifts and vows difdain, 
And laugh at your old bully’s pain. 
Dear couz, faid Hermes ina fright, 
For heaven’s fake! keep your dats: good night. 





ON BEAUTY, 


@ RIDDLE. 


Resorve me, Cloe, what is this: 
Or forfeit me one precious kifs, 
3 


POEMS AR 


’Tis the firft offspring of the graces; 
Bears different forms in different places ; 
Acknowledg'd fine, where’er beheld ; 
Yet fancied finer, when conceal’d. . : 
"Twas Flasa’s wealth, and Circe’s charm ; 
Pandora’s box of hogd and harm; 

> Twas Mars’s with, Endymion’s dream ; 
Apelles’ draught, and Ovid's theme. 

‘This guided Thefeus through the maze ; 
And fent him home with life and praife : 


But this undid the Phrygian boy ; vt 


And blew the flames that ruin’d Troy. 
‘This fhow’d great kindnefs to old. Greece, 
And help’d rich Jafon to the fleece. 
‘This through the eaft jnft vengeance hurl’d, 
And loft poor Anthony the world. 
Injur’d, though Lucrece found her doom; 
This banith’ 'd tyranny from Rome. 
Appeas’d, though Lais gain’d her hire; 
_ This fet Perfepolis on fire, 
For this Alcides learn’d to fpin: 
His club laid down, and Kon’s igin. .. 
For this Apollo deign’d to keep, 
‘With fervilé care a mortal’s theep. 
For this the father of the gods, 
Content to leave his high abodes, 
In borrow’d figures loofely ran, 
Europa’s bull, and Leda’s fwan ¢ 
“For this he reaffumes thenad * 
(While Semele cosnmands the 
Launches the bolt, and fhakes the Me 3 
"Though Momus laughs, and Juno colds. 
Here liftening Cloe fmil’d, and {aid 
‘Your riddle is not hard to read : : 
I guefs it—Fair one, if you do, 
Need I, alas! the theme purfue? . 
For this, thou fectt, for this I leave 


‘Whate’er the world thinks wife or grave, / 


Ambition, bufinefs, friendthip, news, 
My ofeful books, arid ferious mute. 

For this, { willingly decline 

"The mirth of feafts, and joys of wine; 
And choofe to fit and talk with thee 

(As thy great orders may decree) 

Of cocks and balls, and flutes and fiddles, 
OF idle tales arid foolifh riddle. 





‘THE QUESTION. 


TO LISETTA, 


‘What Nymph fhould I admire, or truft, 
But Cloc beauteous, Cloe juft ? 
‘What Nymph fhould I defire to fee, 
But jer who leavegthe plain for me? 
"Fo whom fhould't coipofe the lay, 
Kut her who liftens when Ef play? 
‘To whom in fong repeat my cares, 
But her who in mysforrow hares? 
¥or whonyfhould I the garland make, 
Sut her who joys the gift to take, 

. Aud boafts the wears it for my fake? 
fn love am I not fully bleft? 
eleita, pr’ythes cet! the ref, 


LISETTA’S REPLY. 


Sure Cloc\juft, and Cloe fair, 
Dejerves to be your only care; 
But, when you and the to-day 


-Far into the wood did ftray, 


And I happen’d to pafs by; 

Which way did you caf your eye? 

But, when your cares to her yoy fing, - 
Yet dare not tell her whence they {pring; 
Does it not move affli@ your heart, 
That in thof® cares the bears ageast ? 
‘When you the flowers for Cloe twine, . 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meaneft bud that falls fromamine ? B 
Simpleft of fwains! the worla may fee, 

‘Whom Cloc loves, and whe loves mea 








THE GARLAND, 


ra 
Tur pride of every grove { chofe, 

The violet {weet and lily fair, 
The dappled pink, and bluthing rofe, 

"fo deck my charming Cloe’s hair. 

ul. : 

At morn the ny vouchfaf'd to Jace ‘ 

Upon her dit bach various weeks ; : 
The flowers fefs blooming than her face, 

The fcent lefs flagrant than her breath, * 

bbe ey 
flowers fhe wore along the day: .. 

a every nymph,and | sd pert faid, 
That i in her hair Yook'd more bas : 

; Than glowing in their native bed. 
; Iv. 
Undreft at evening, when fhe found 

Their odours loft, their celours paft ; 
She chang’d her look, and on the ground 

Her garland and her eye the caft, 


ve 
That eye dropt fenfe diftin& and clear, 
As any muie’s tongue could fpeak, 
When from its lid a pearly tear ey 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 


Diffembling what knew ‘too wel 
My 'love, my life, faid J, explain 
‘This change of humour: pr'ythee tell: 
‘That falling tear—what does it mean ? 
vue 
She figh'd; fhe fmil’d ; and to the flowers 
Pointing, the lovely moralift faid ; 
See, friend, in fome few flceting hours, 
Sce yonder, what a change is made. 
vu 
Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of Beauty, are but one: 
At morn both flourith bright and gay, 
Both fade at evening, me and gone. 


Ardawn poor Stella dane’ ‘and fungs 
The amorous youth around her bow’ d: 


gre. THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


At night her fatal knell was rung; 
I faw, and kifs’d her in her fhroud. 


x 

Suchas fhe is, who died to-day; 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow: 

(Go, Damon, bid ‘hy mufe ditplay 
‘The juftice of thy Cloe’s forrow. . 





THE LADY WHO OFFERS HER LOOKING- 


GLASS TO VENUS. 
TAKEN FROM AN EPIGRAM OF PLATO. 


Venus, take my votive glafs; 
Since }am net what! was; 
‘Wi.ar fr m this day I fhall be, 
‘Venus, let me never fee. 


CLOE JEALOUS. - 


1 
Foraear to afk me, why I weeps 
Vex Cloe ta her fhe herd faid; 
“Tis for my two pocr ftraggling fheep, * 
Perhaps, or for my ‘quirrel dead. 
Ale 
For mh.d f whar yw Jace have writ ? 
Your fubtle qneflicns and replies ¢ 
Emblems, to teach a female wit 
The ways, where changing Cupid flies ? 
Ww 
Your riddle purpas’d to rehearfe 
The general power that beauty has + 
Bot why did ne peculiar verfe 
“ Deferibe one charm of Cloe’s face ? 
Mv. 
The glafs, which was at Vewus' thrine, 
With fuch myftericus forrow laid : 
The garland (znd you call it mine) 
Which fhow'd how youth and beauty fade ; 


v 
‘Ten thoufand trifles light as thefe 
Nov can my rage, nor anger, move: 
She thould be hur:ble, who would pleafeg-+- 
Ana ibe mut fuffer, who can love. 
vie 
‘When in my glafs1 chane’d to look; - 
C£ Venus what did | implore ? 
"That every grace, which thence-} took, 
Should know to charm my Damon more, 
vu. 
Reading thy verfe; who hreds, faid I, 
i here or there his glances les ? 
O, free for ever be his cye, a 
‘Whote heart to me 1s always true! 
vai, " 
My bleom indeed. my iitde flower 
Of beauiy qui lof 2s pride: 
For, fever’a from its native bower, 
It on thy glowing botem dy’d, 
a. 





m 
Yer car’d I not what might prefage 
Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth; 
Love I efteem’d more ftrong than age, 
And time lefs permanent than truth. ~ 


x. 
Why then I weep, forbear to know : 
Fall unsontroll’d, my tears, and free; 
O. Damon ! ’tis the only woe, 
I ever yet conceal’d from thee. 


x. a 
The fecret wound with which I bleed 

Shall lie wrapt up, ev’n in my hearfe3 
But on my tomb-ftone thou halt read 
"My anfwer to thy dubious verfe. 





ANSWER TO CLOE JEALOUS, 
IN THE SAME STYLE; THE AUTHOR SICE. 


a 
Yes, faireft proof of beauty’s power, 

Dear idol of my panting heart, 
Nature points this my fatal hour; 

And I have liv’d; and we muft part, 

: nm 

While now I take my laft adieu, 

Heave thou no figh, nor fhed a teat; 
Left yet my half-clos’d eye may view 

On earth an obje& worth its care, 

m1, - 

From jealoufy’s tormenting ftrife 

For ever be thy bofom freed : 
That nothing may difturb thy life, 

Content I hatten to the dead. 

1¥. 

Yet when fome better-fared youth 

Shall with his amorous parley move thee; 
Reflect one moment on his truth 

Who, dying thus, perfifts to love thee. 





A BETTER ANSWER. 


L bd 
Drar Cloe, how blubber’d is that pretty face! 
Thy cheek all an fire, and thy hair all uncurl’d : 
Pr’ythee quit this caprice; and (as old Fulftaff fays) 
Let us.cv’n talk a Jittle like iulks of this world. 


he 
How canft thou prefume, thou hatt leave to deftroy 
‘The beauties, which Venus but Jent ro thy keep- 
* ing? oy 
Thofe bobs were defign'd to infpire love and joy: 
More ordinary eyes may ferve people for weep= 
ing. 
: moon 
To be Wext at a trifle or two that I writ, 
Your judgment at once, and my-paflion you 
wrong t : 7 [wit : 
You take tha for fact, which will fearce be found 
Od’s-life! muft one fwear to the truth of afong ? 


POE 


1¥. 
What I fpeak, my fair Cloe, and what I write, 
fhows % 
‘The difference there is betwixt nature and art: 
Ecourt others in verfe; but { love thee in profe + 
‘And they have my whimfies, but thou haft my 
heart, 3 
: v. 
The god of us verfe-men (you know, child) the 
fua, 
Vow after his journeys he fets up his reft: 
Hf at morning o’er earth "tis his fancy to run; 
At night he declines on his Thetis's breaft. , 
vi. 
So when J] am weary’d with wandering al! day, 
To thee my delight in the evening I come : 
No matter what beauties I faw in my way; 
‘They were but my vifits, but thou art my home. 
. vi 
Then finith, dear Cloe, this paftoral war; 
And fet us like Horace and Lydia agree + 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he wasa poct fublimer than me, 


ee 


PALLAS AND VENUS. 


AN EPIGRAM, 


Tue Trojan fwain had judg’d the great difpute, 

And beauty's power obtain'd the golden fruit; 

‘When Venus, loofe in all her naked charms, 

Met Jove’s great daughter clad in fhining arms. 

‘The wanton godde(s view’d the warlike maid 

From head to foot, and tauntingly fhe faid : 
Yield, fifter; rival, yield: naked, you fee, 

Tvanquifh : guefs how potent I fhould be, 

If to the field I came in armour dreft ; {creft ! 

Dreadful, like thine, my fhield, and terrible my 
The warrior goddefs with difdain reply’d : 

_ Thy folly, child, is equal to thy prides 

Let a brave enemy for once advife, 

‘And Venus (if ’tis poflible) be wifes 

Thou, to be ftrong, mufl put off every drefs; 

Thy only armour is thy nakednefs ; 

And more than once (or thou art much bely’d) 

By Mars himfelf that armour has been try'd. 








a i ‘ 
, TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN LOVE. 


: A TALE. 

From pwblic noife and factious frife, 
From all the buty ills of life, 

Take me, my Celia, to thy breaft; 
‘Aad lull my wearied foul to reft, 
For ever, in this humble cell, 

. Let thee and {, my fair one, dwell; 
None enter elfe, but love—and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 

"To painted roofs and fhining fpiree 
(Unealy teats of high detires) 


M S. 


Let the unthinking many crowd, - 
"That dare be cavetousand proud + 
In golden bondage lec them wait, 
‘And barter hap. inefs for ftate. 

But oh! my Celia, when thy fwain 
Defires to fee a court again, 


Arg 


| May heaven around this deftin'd head 


‘The choiceft of its curfes fhed ! 
To fum up all the rage of fate 
In the two things I dread and hate, 
May’ft thou be falfe, and I be great! 
Thus, on his Celia’s panting brealt, 
Fond Celadon his foul exprett ; 
While with delight the lovely maid 
Receiv’d the vows fhe thus repaid : 

Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 
Bleft miracle of love and truth; 
‘Alithat could e’er be counted mine, 
My love and life, long fince are thine 5 
A real joy I never knew, © 
Till I beliew’d thy paflion true + 
A real grief [ ne'er can find, 
Til thou prov'ft perjur’d, or unkind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care, 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 
Bleft with thy prefence, I can bear. 
Through waters and through flames I'll go, 
Sofferer and folace of thy woe: 
Trace mefome yet unheard-of way, 
That I thy ardour may repay; : 
And make my conftant paffion knowa 
By more than woman yet has done, 
- "Had La with that did not bear 
The ftamp and image of my dear; 
I'd pierce my heart through every veitt, 
And die, to let it out again. - 
No: Venu: fhall my witnefs be a 
(Jf Venus ever lov’d like me), oe 
‘That for one hour I wonld not quit ; 
My fhepherd's arms, and this retreat, 
‘To be the Perfian monarch’s bride, 
Partner of ali his power and pride 3 
Or rule in regal ftate above, 
Mother of gods, and wife of Jove. 

“ Q happy thefe of human race!” 
But foun, alas! our pleafures pafs, 
He thank’d her on his bended knee; 


B 


| Then drank 2 quart of milk and tea 5 


And, leaving her adox’d embrace, 
Haften’d to court, to beg a place. 
While the, his abfence to bemoan, 
The very moment he was gonc, 
Call’d Thyrfis from beneath the bed! 
Where all this time he had been hid. 


MORAL. 


Wnuire men have thefe ambitious fancies 5 
And wanton wenches read romances; | 
Our fex will--Whai? Out wich it, Lyes 
And theirs in eqval {trains teply. 

Lhe moral a! the cale | fing 

LA rofy fora wedding nrg) 

Ly thi- fhort verfe ail be confin’d s 

Love is a jeft, and vows ara wind. 


AN ENGLISH, PADLOCK. 


Miss Danaé, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely fung) 
"Could not be-kepe from Jove’s embrace 
By doors of feel, and ‘walls of brafs. 
‘The reafon of the thing is clear, 
‘Would Jove the naked truth aver. 
“Cupid wad wich him of the party; 


. And fhow’d himfelf fincere and hearty ; 


Bor, give that whipfter but his errand, 
$e takes my lord chief juttice’ warrant; 
Dautlefs as death away he walks; 
"Broxks the doors open, fndps the locks ; 
Searches the parleur, chamber, ftudy ; 
Nor ftops till he has etlprit’s body. 
Since this has been authentic truth, 
By age deliver’d down to youth; 
Tell us, miftaken hufband; tell us, 
Why fo mytfterious, why fo jealous ? 
Does the reftraint, elak bolt, the bar, 
‘Make us lefs curioudjher lefs fair? 
‘The {py, which does this treafare keep, 


” Daeg the ne'er fay her prayers, nor fleep ? 


Yees fhe to no excels incline ? 


’ Daes fhe fy mufic, mirth, and wine ? 
“ Of have not gold and flattery power 


‘To purchafe one unguarded hour ? 
You care does further yet extend : 
‘That fpy is guatded by your friend. — 
Bat has this friend nor eye nor heart ? 
‘May. he not feel the crue) dart, 
‘Which, foon or late, all mortals feel ? 
May be not, with too tender zeal, 
Give the fair prifoner caufe to fee, 
How much he wifhes fhe were free ? 


* May he not craftily infer 
» ‘The ruléa of fricadthip tog fevere, 
+ M¥hich chain him to a hated truft ; 





fWhich-make him wretched, to be juft? 
“\And may not fhe, this darling the, 
Youthful and healthy, flefh and blood, 
Eafy with him, ill us’d by thee, 
Allow this logic to be gaod ? 
Sir, will your queftions never end? 
1 trufjte neither py nor friend. 


+ Wo fhove, I keep her from the fight 


Of every human face.~—She’ll write. 

From pen and paper fhe’s debarr’d.— 

Has fhe a bodkin and acard? 

She’ll prick her mind.—She will, you fay : 

But how fhall fhe chat miod convey ? 

TL keep her in one room: 3 lock it: 

The key (look here) is in this pocket. 

‘The key-hole, is that left? Moft certain: 

She'll thruft her letter through—sSir Martin. 
“Dear angry friend, what muft be done? 

Is there no way ?—There is but one. 

Send bet ‘abroad ; ond let her fee, 

‘That all this mingled mals, which fle, 

Being forbidden, longste know, 

Is a dull farce, an empty thow, 

Powder, and pocket-giais, and bean ; 

A ftaple of romance and lies, 

Falfe tears and real perjurica > 





fed ; ” HE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


‘Where fighs and looks are bought and fuld, 
And love is made but to be-told ; 


| Where the fat bawd and lavith heir 


The fpoils of ruin’d beauty fhare ; 

And youth, feduc’d from friends and fame, 
Muft give up age to want and fhame. 
Let her behold the frantic {cene, 

‘The women wretched, falfe the men: 
And when, thefe certain ills to fhun, 
She wouid to thy embraces run; 
Receive her with extended arms, 

Seem mote delighted with her charms; 
Wait on her to the park and play, 

Pat on good-humour ; make her gay; 
Be to her virtues very kind; S 
Be to her faults a little blind; 

Let all her ways be unconfin’d ; 

And clap your padlock—on her mind. 





ay 4 
HANS CARVEL:.. » 


Hans Carvel, impotent and ofd, 
Married a lafs of London mould : 
eer ? enough; extremely gay: 

w'd mufic, company, and play: 
High flights fhe had, Kad site at will; 
And fo her tongue lay feldom flill : 
For in all vifits whe but the, 

To argue, or to repartée? Lal 

She made it plain, that hurhan paffion 
Was order’d by predeftination ; 

That, if weak women went aftray, 
Their {tars were morc in fault than they + 
Whole tragedics fhe had by heart; 
Enter'd into Roxana’s part: - 
To triumph in her rival's blood, 
The action certainly was good.--. : 
How like.a vine young Ammon curl'd! 
Oh that dear conqueror, of the world | 
She pitied Betterton in age,: 

That ridicul’d the god-like rage. 

She, firft of all the town, was told, 
Where neweft India things were fold ; 
So in a morning, without bodice, 

Slipt fome times out to Mrs. 'Thody'ss 
To cheapen tea, to buy a fcreen: 

What elie could fo much virtue mean ? 
For, to prevent the leaft reproach, 
Betty went with her in the coach. 

But, when no very great affair 
Excited her peculiar care, 

She without fail was wak’d at ten; 
Drank chocolate, then flept again : 
At twelve the rofe; with much ado 
Her clothes were huddled on by. two; 
Then, does my lady dine'at honie ? 
Yes, fure !—But is the Colonel come? 
Next, how to fpend the afterncon, 
And not come hohe again too foon; - 
The Change, the City, or the Flay, 
As each was proper for the day: 

A turn in fummer to Hyde-Park, ~ 
When ic geew tolerably durk. 











i 


POEM §&. 


‘Wife’s pleofure caufes hufland’s pain ¢ 
Strange fancies come in-Hans’s brain : 

He thought of what he did not name; 
And would reform, but durft not blame. 
At firft he therefore preach'd his wife 
‘The comforts of a pious life : s 
Told her, how tranfient beauty was; 

That all muft die, and flefh was grafs : 

He bought her fermons, pfalms, and graces; - 
And doubled down the nfeful places. 

But ftill che weight of worldly care 

Allow'd her little time for prayer: 

And Clecpatra was read o'er ; 

While Scot, and Wake, and twenty more, 
‘That teach one to deny one's felf, 

Scood unmolefted on the fhelf, 

An untouch’d bible grac’d her toilet : ‘ 
No fear that thumb of hers fhould fpoil it. 

In fhort, the trade was flill the fame : 

"Lhe dame went out: the colonel came. 

Whiat’s to be done? poor Carvel cry’dz 
Another battery mut be try’ds 
What if to fpells I had recourfe ? 

Vis but to hinder fomething worfe. 
‘The end muft juftify the means ; 
He only fins who ill intends 

Since therefore ‘tis to combat ‘evil 5 
*Yis lawful to employ the devil. 

Forthwith the devil did appear 
(For name him, and he’s always near) 3 
Not in the fhape in which he plies 
At Mifs’s elbow when fhe lies; 

, Or ftands before the nurfery doors, 

‘To take the naughty boy that roars: 
But, without fawcer-eye or claw, 
Like a grave barrifter at law, 

Hans Carvel, lay afide your grief, 
"The devil fays; (bring relief 
Relief! fays Hans: pray, let me crave 
Your name, Sir-—Satan—Sir, your flave; 
I did not look apon your feet = 
Yow)! pardon me :—Ay, now I fee’t : 
And pray, Sir, when came you from hell ? 
Qur friends there, did you leave them well? 
All well; but pr’ythee, honeft Hans, 
(Says Satan) leave your complaifance = 
"Vhe truth is this: [ cannot ftay 
¥laring in fun-fhine all the day: 
For, entre nous, we hellith fprites 
Love more the frefco of the nights; 
And oftener our receipts convey 
In dreams, than any other way. 
1 tell you therefore as a friend, 
Ere morning dawns, your fears fhall end : 
Go ther this evening, mafter Carvel, 
Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel; 
Let friends and wine diffolve your care 5 
Wohilft I the great receipt prepare : 
To-night I'll bring it, by my faith ! 
Believe for once what Saran faith, 

Away went Hans; glad? not a little; 
Obey’d the devil toa title; 
invited friends fome half a dozen. 
"he colonel and my lady’s cou 
'Yhe meat was ferv’d; the bow 
Gatohes were fung 














fi 









were crown'’d; 


and h colkhs wert round 





4i3 

Barbadoes waters for the clof:+ , 
Till Hans had fairly got his dof + 
The colonel toafted “ to the bett :”* : 
Thevdame mov’d off, to be undreft + x 
The-chimes went twelve: the guefts withdrew : 
But, when, or how, Hans hardly knew, 
Some modern anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his elbow chair; 
From. thence was carried off to'‘bed : 
John held his heels, and Nan his head! 
My lady was difturb'd : new forrow ! 
Which Hans muft anfwer for to-morrow. 

In bed then view this happy pair; 
And think how Hymen triumph’d there. 
Hans faft afleep as foon as jai 
The duty of the night unpai 
The waking dame, with thoughts.oppreft, 
That made her hate both him and ett: 
By fuch a hufband, fuch a wife! 
T'was Acme’s and Septimiugiife : 
‘The lady figh’d: the lover fide 
The punctual devil kept his word : 
Appear’é to honeft Hans again; 
But not at aJl by madam feen : 
And giving him a magic ring, 
Fit for the finger of a king; 5 
Dear Hans, faid he, this jewel take, 
And wear it long for Satan’s fake : 
*Twill do your bufinefs to a hair ; 
For, long as you this ring thall wear, 
Lalokd as ver cee Linceln, - 
That ne’er hall happen which you thi 

Hans took the ring with pal behicae ce 
{All this was only in a dream); i 
find: sheathing it beyond his joint, 5 
‘Tis done, hecry'd: Pve gain’d my point.” 
What point, faid fhe, ou ugly beat ca 
You neither give me joy nor.rett 
*Tis done.—What’s done, you drufiken bear ? 
You've thurft your finger God knows where. 


— 


A DUTCH PROVERE. 

















Fire, water, woman, are man’s tuin; 
Says wife Profeffor Vander Britin. 

By flames a houfe I hir'd was lott * 

Laft year: and I maft pay the cof} 

‘This Ipring the rains o’erflow'd’ my ground: 
And my beft Flanders mare was drown'd, * 
A flave I am to Clara's eyes: . 
The gipfy knows her power, and 
Fire, water, woman, are my ruin‘t:* 
And great thy wifdom, Vander Britia,: 











PAULO PURGANTI AND HIS WHE; 


AN HONEST, BUT A SIMPLE PAIR. 


«ER enim quiddam, idque inteligitur in omni 
“* virtute, quod deceat : quod cogitatione magis 
“ A virtute poteft quam re feparaci.’” 
Cic. de Off. 1, i. 
Beyonn the fix'd and fettled rules 


O f viceand virtue in tle fchouls, 


AIG 
Beyond the letter of the law, 
Which keeps our men and maids in awe, 
‘The better fort thould fet before em 
A grace,a manner, a decorum ; 
Something, that gives their aéts a light; 
Makes them not only jug, but bright; 
And (ets them in that open fame, 

Which witty malice cannot blame. 

For ’tis in life, as ‘tis in painting : : 
‘Much may be right, yet much be wanting ; 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face; 

May jutily own the pidure wrought 

ErxaG to rule, exempt from fault : 

‘Yet, if the colouring be not there, 
‘The Titian ftroke, the Guido air; 
‘To niceft judgment thow the piece, 
At beft ’twill only not difpleafe : 

It would not gain on Jerfey’s eye: 
Bradford would frown, and fet it by. 

Thus in the pi@ure of our mind * 
‘The ation may be well defign’d; 
Guided by law, and bound by duty; 
‘Yeu want this e ne feat quei of beauty : 
And though its error may be feeh, 

As Knags and Burgefs cannot hit; 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 

Of Wicherley’sur Congreve’s wit. ; 

What is this talk? replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral end? 
Thg truth of what you here lay dowti 
By fome example fhould be fhown.— 

“With all my hearr+—for once; read on. 
Anhone.t, but a fimple pair 
(And twenty other U forbear) 

May ferve to make thie thefis clear. 

A doctor of great fill and fame, 
Paulo Purganti was his name, 

Had a good, comely, virtuous wife; 
No woman led a better life : 

She to intrigues was ev'n hard-hearted : 

7 She chuckled when a bawd was carted ; 
And thought the nation ne’er would thrive, 
Till all the whores were burnt alive, 

On married men, that dar’d be bad, 

She thought no mercy should be had ; 
‘They food be hang’d, or @arv’d, or flead, 

: Or ferv'd like Romith priefts in Swede— 

* Ja fhort, alt lewdnefs he defied 
And (ff washer parochial pride. 

Yet, in an huneft way, the dame 

Vas ayreat lover of that fame 5 
zind could from fcripture take her cue, 
‘Phat hufbands thould givt wives their due, 

Tier prudence did fo july teer 
Between the gay and the fevere, 

Phat if in fome regards fhe chofe 
‘Yo carb poor Paulo in too clofe; 
Thothers the relax'd again, 

And govern’d with a loofer rein: 

Thus though fhe flridily did confine 
The doSer from excefs of w: 
“With oyfers, cags,ard vermicelli, 
She fet hina almoft burlt his belly : 
"Thus crying ceffee was denies 

© But chocclate that lofs fupglicd : 
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And for tacco (who could beat it?) 
Filthy ccncomitant of claret : 3 
(Blett revolution !) one might fee 
Eringo roots, and Bohea tea. 
She often fet the doctor’s band, 
And i'rok’d his beard, and fqueez’d his hand ¢ 
Kindly complain’d, that after noon ; 
He went to pore on bouks too foon : 
She held it wholefomer by much, 
To reft a little om the conch : 
About his wait in. bed a-nights i 
She clung fo clofe—for fear of {prites, 
The dodtor underftood the call; 
But had not always wherewithal. | 
The lion’s fkin too fhort, you know, 
(As Plutarch’s merals finely thow) 
Was Icagthen’d by thie fox’s tail: 
And art fupplies, where ftrehgth may fail: 
Unwilling then in arms to mect 
The enemy he could not beat; 
He ftrove to lengthen the campaign, 
And fave his forces by chicane. . 
Fabius, the Roman ehief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 
Shows us, that all that warrior can do, 
With force inferior, is cunélando. 
One day then, as the foe drew near; 
With love, and joy, and life, and dears 
Our Don, who knew this tittle-tattle 
Did, fure as trutapet, call to battle, 
‘Thoughe it extremely @ propos, F 
To ward againft the coming blow: 
To ward: but how? Ay, there's the quefi 
tion ; 
Fierce the affault, unarm’d the baftion. 
The doctor feign'd a ftrange furprife = 
He felt her pulfe; he view’d her eyes : 
‘Yhat beac too faft, thefe roll’d to quick ; 
She was, he faid, or would be fick : 
He judg’d it abfolutely good, 
‘That fhe fhould parge, and cleanfe her bload. 
Spa waters for that end were got : 
If they paft eafly or not, 
What matters it? the lady’s fever 
Continued violent as ever. 
For a dittemper of this kind 
(Blackmore and Hans are cf my mind), 
If once it youthful blood infects, 
and chiefly of the female fex, 
Is fearce remov'd by pill or potion; 
Whate’er might be our dodor’s notion. 
One lucklefs night then, as in bed 
The doctor and the dame were laid; 
Again this cruel fever came, 
‘High pulfe, fhort breath, and blood in flame. 
What meafures fhall poor Paulo keep 
With Madam in this piteous taking? 
She, like Macbeth, has murder’d fleep, 
And won't allow him ret, though waking, 
Sad ftate of matters! whea we dare 
Nor afk for peace, nor offer war; 
Ner Livy nor Cotines have fhown 
What in this jun@ure may be done. ~ « 
Grotius might own, that Paulo’s cafe is ¢ 












arder than any h he places 
and his Pac's. 





POEMS . “aa7 


[Je frove, alas! Lut flrove in vain, 
ity dint of logie to maintain 
"Phat Alf the fex was born to grieve, 
Down to her ladythip from Eve. 
He raid his tropes, and preach’d up patience, 
Back'd his opinion with quotations, 
Divinesand moralifts; and run ye on 
Quite turough from Seneca to Bunyan. 
As muci in vain he bid her try 
'Yo fold her arms, to clofe hef eye; 
‘Telling her, re would do her good, 
4 any thing in nature could : 
fo held the Greeks quite down from Galen, 
Mafter: and princes of the calling + 
So all our modern friends maintain 


(Though no great ‘Gtegks) in Warwick-ane, © 


Reduce, my tafe, the wandering fong : 
/.tale thould néver be too long. 

"The more he talk’d, the more fhe burn’d, 
And figh’d, and toft,and groan’d, and turn’d = 
At laft, [with, faid the, my dea 
(And whifper'd fomething in. his, ear} 
You with ! with on, the do@or tries 
Lord! when will womatkind:be wife? 
‘What, in'yout: watets ? are you mad? 
Why poifon is not half fo bad. 
TT Ao it-—-but J give yon warni 
You'll die before to-morrow morning —~ 
’Tis kind, my dear, what you advife ; 
‘Yh lady with a figh replies! 

Jut life, you know, at heft is pain ; 

And death is what we fhould dildain, 

So do it therefore, and adieu ; 

ee i wilh die for et of vote 
et wahto® wines. fear’ 

Bat, to my camiort; Pinpirepgr’d. 
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THE LADLE. 


_ Tae fceptics think, ‘twas long ago, 
Since gods came down incognito, 
To fee who were their friends or focs, 
And how our actiohs féll-or rbfe 
‘That fince they gave things their beginning, 
And fet this whirligig afpinding,-' 
Supine they in their heaven remain, * 
Exempt from paffion.and from pain : 
And frankly leave us human elves, 
‘Ko cut and fhafile for ourfelves 
‘Co ftand of walk, to rife or tumble, 
Ax matter and as motion jumble, 
‘Che poets now and painters hold 
‘This thefis both abfurd and bold : 
And your good-natur’d gods, they fay, 
Wefcend fome twice or thrice a-day : 
Pife all thefe things we toil fo hard in 
Would not avail one fingle farthing : 
for, when the hero we rehearfe, 
‘Yo grace his ations and our verfe 5 
‘fis net by dint of human thought, 
‘Vhat to his Latium he is brought; 
Tris defcends by fate’s commands, 
‘Fo guide his ireps through foreign lands : 
Vor, Vile 





4 Til, well sigh era ge aloo. tighs, : 





And Amphitrite clears the way 
From rocks and quickfands in the fea. 

And if you fee him in a fketch 
(Though drawn by Paulo or Carache), 
He fhows not half his fotce and frength; 
Structing in armour, and at length: 
That he may make his proper figure, 
The piece mut yet be four yards bigger = 
‘The nymphs condu& him to the field; % 
One holds his fword, and one his fhield ; 
Mars, ftanding by, afferts his quarrel ; 
And fame fites after with 2 laurel. 

Thefe pointe, I fay; -of fpecalation 





Sa "twere to fave of fink thenation) 


fen idly-learned will difpete, 
Affert; object, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
‘With equal arms fuftains the fight 5 
‘Till now no umpire can agree “em: 
So both draw off, and fing Te Deum. 
Isit in equilibrio, 
If deities deicend or no? 
Then let th’ affirmative prevail, 
As requifite to form my tale + 
For by all parties ’tis confeft, _ 
Thai thofe opinions are the beft, 
Which in their natdze molt conduce 
To prefent ends; aed private ufe. 
Two gode.came therefore from above, 
One Mercury, the other Jove: : 
The humour was (it feems) to know 
If all the favours they beftow : 
Could from our own perverfenels cafe uss 
And if our with enjoy’d would pleafe us. . 
Difcourfing Jargely on.this themes: -- 
cage 





O'er hills a 





‘Phey thought it proper to alight. °° 
Note here, that it as true as odd ie, 

‘That in difguife a god or gaddefs 

Exerts no fupernatural powers; 

But ads on maxims much liké ours. 

They {pied at laft a dquntry farm, 

Where all was fnug, and clean, and warm ; 

For woods before, and hills behind, 

Secur'd it both from rain and wind : 

Large oxen in the-field were lowing: 

Good grain was’ fow’d: good -fruit was. grow: 

ing:: | 

Of iaft-year’s corn in barns great ftore 

Fat turkeys gobbling at the door: 

And wealth (in fhort) with peace ¢pnfented- 

"That people heré fhould live contented: 

But did they in effec do fo! ay 

Have patience, frievd, and thoy fhalt- know. 
‘The honeft farmer and his wife,” 

To years declin’d from_printe of life, . 

Had itruggled with the niafriagé Hoole, 

As almoft evety couple dées = 

Sometimes, my plague! fometimes, my darling? 

Kifling to-day, to-morrow {narling 5 —— 

Jointly fubmixting to endure 

“That evil, which admits no cure. 

Our gods the outward gate unbarr'd 





| Our farmer met them i yard; 
d 





S aie 


‘Thought they were folks that loft their way ; 
And afk'd them civilly to fay: 
Told theni, for (upper, ar for bed, 
They might go on, and be worfe fped. — 
So faid, fo done ; the gods confent . 
All three into the parlour went 
‘They compliment; they fit; they chat; 
« Fight o’er the wats; reform the ftate : 
A thenfand kpotty points they clear, 
‘Till fupper and my wife appear 
.. Jove modé his feg, and kife’d the dame: 
Obfequious Herines did the fame, 
Jove kife'd the farmer's wile, you fay! 
He did— but in an honelt way : 4 
Oh! not with half that warmth and life, __ 


‘With which he kifs'd Amphitryon’s wife—"" 


. Well then, thing's handfomely were ferw’d : 
. My mittrels for the flrangers carv'd. 
How ftrong the heer, how good the meat, 
How loud they Inagh'd, how. much they cat, 
An epic fumptious would appear : 
‘Yet thali be pafe’d in filence here : 
For I fhould grieve to have it Laid, 
That, by a five defeription led, ” 
T.made my epifode too long, 
Or tir’d my friend, to grace my fong. - 
» The grace-cup ferv’d, the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to fhow his play : 
Landlord and landlady, he cried, 
Foily and jefting laid afide, 
» "That ye thus hafpitably live, 
And J‘rangers with good cheer recive, 
Asmighty grateful to your betters, 
And at e’en gods themfelyes your debtors, 
‘To give this thefis plainer proof, 
You have to-bight beneath your roof 
.A pair of gods (nag hever wonder) : 
_ ‘Thie youth can fly, aod I can thunder, 
*\'m Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
‘My page, my fon indeed, but {purious, 
Form then three-wilkes, you and Madam; 
- And fure as you airgady had 'em, 
‘The things defir’d,in balf an hour, 
Shall all be hete, and im your power. 
Thank yoo, great. gods, the woman fays: 
Oh! may your altars eyer blaze ! 
*) A ladle for our filver-gith- 
is what I want, fs what {with 
’ A ladje! cries the man, a ladle ! 
Odzooks, Corifca, you hase: priy’d ilk; 
’ What fhould be greac, you turg to farce j 
~ IT with the ladle in your a—~. 
"With e¢jal grief and thame, my mufe 
‘The fequel of the tale purfues; is 
"The ladle felt into the room, 
And ftuck in oid Corifca’s bum. 
Our couple weep two withes pait, 
. And kindly join to form the laf; 
To eafe the woman's aukwagd pain, 
And get the Jadle out again. 


MORAL, 


‘Fars commoner has worth and pars, 
Yo prais’d for arms, or lov'd for arts: 
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THE WORKS OF PRIOR, 


; His head aches for a coronet + : 
And who is blefp’d that is not great ? 

Some fenfe, and more eftate, kind Heaven 
To this weil-lotted peer has given : 

What then? he mutt have rule and (way: 
And all is wrong, till he’s in play. 

The mifer muft make up his plumb, 
And dares net touch the hoarded fum; 
The fickly dotard wants a wife, 

To draw off his laft dregs of life 

Againft our peace we arm our will: 
Amidft our plenty, fomething fill 
For horfes, houfes, pidures, planting, 

To thee, to me, to him, is wanting.: 
The cruel fomething unpoffels’d 
Cortades, and Jeavens all the reft. 
That fomething, if we gould obtain, 
Wouid foon create a future pain: 
And to the coffin, fromghe eradle, 
"Tia all a With, and all ¢ Ladle. - 





WRITTEN AT PARIS, 1700, 


IN, THE BEGINNING @F RoBe’s GeocRaritt. 





Or all that William rolex, of Robe. 
Defcribes, great Rhéa, of thy globe; 
When or on patt-harfe, or inychaile, 
With much expence, and little eafe, 
My deftin’d miles I fhall have gone, 
By ‘Thames or Mrefe, by Po or Rhone, 
And fund no foot of earth my own; 
Great mother, let me once be able 
To have a garden, houfe, and ftable ; 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to defire or want y te: eee 
And as health faite gpd peats trereafe, 
Sit down, and thin) ans? die, in peace, 
Oblige thy-favobrite undertakers 
To throw me in but twenty acres: 
This number fare they may allow j 
Eor pafture ten, and ten for plow: 
Tis all that f could with or hope, 
For me and John, and Nell and Crop. 
Then, 2s thon wilt, difpofe the reft 
(And Iet not fortune f{poil the jeft) 
‘fo thole who, at the marketarate, 
€an barter Nonour for efate. 
Now, if thou grant’ft me my requeft, 
To make thy votary truly bledt, 
Let curft revenge ‘and faucy pride 
To fome black rock far off be tied; 
Nor e’er approach my rural feat, 
To tempt me to be bafe and great. 
And, goddefs, this kigd office done, 
Charge Venus to command her for 
(Wherever elfe the lets him rave) 
To fhun my houfe, and field, and grave ¢ 
Beace cannot dwell with hate or love. 
Hear, gracious Rhéa, what I fay 
And thy petitioner thall pray. 
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POEMS. 


WRITTEN IN THE BEGINNING OF ME- 
ZERAY’S HISTORY OF FRANCE. 


1. - 
Wuare’er thy countrymen have done, 
By law and wie, by fword and gun, 
In thee is faithfully recited : 
And all the living world, that view ° 
Thy work, give thee the praifes due, 
‘At once initruéed and delighted. 
Ww 
‘Ver for the fame of all thefe deeds 
‘What beggar in the invalids, 
With lamenefs broke, with blindnefs {mitten, 
‘With'd ever decently to die, 
"To have been either Mezeray, 
Or any monarch he has written ? 
mh 
It’s ftrange, dear author, yet it true is, 
‘That, down from Pharamond to Louis, 
All covet life, yet call it pain ; 
All feel the ill, yet thun the cure: 
Can fenfe this paradox endure? 
Refolve me, Cambray or Fontaine. 
: tv. 
The man, in graver tragic known 
(Though his bett part long fince was done), 
Still on the ftage defires to tarry: 
And he, who play'd the harlequia, 
After the jelt {tit-lgads the fcene, 
Uawilling to retirey though weary. 





WRITTEN IN THE NOUVEAUX INTHé 
RETS DES PRINCES DE L’EUROPE. 
Brest be the princes, whé have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion ; 
Since by their error we are taught 
‘That happinefs is but opinion ! 





ADRIANT MORIENTIS-4D ANIMAM 
 BUAME 
Animura vagula, blandula, 
Hofpes, comefque corporis, 
uz nunc abibis in loca, 
Pailidula, rigida, oudula ? 
Nec, ut foles, dabis joca, 





BY MONSIEUR FONTENELLE. 


Ma petite ame, ma mignonne, 
"Tu t’en vas done, ma fille, et Dieu fache ol tu vas? 
‘Tu pars feulette, nué, ct tremblotance, helas! 
Que deviendra ton humene folichonne | 

Que deviendront tant de jolis Gbats? 


IMITATED, 


Poor, little, pretty, flatreriy thing, 
Mutt we no longer live together? 











ata 
‘And dof thot: prune thy trembling wing, . 
To take thy fight thou know’it not whither? © 
‘Thy humourcus vein, thy pleafing folly, 
Lies all negle@ed, all forgot : 
And, penfive, wavering, mel lancholy, 


‘Thou dread’tt and Hop'tt thou know’ft not what, ; 





A PASSAGE IN THE MORIA ENCOMIUM 
OF ERASMUS IMITATED. 
Ins awful pomp and melancholy fate, 3 


See fertled reafon on the judgment feat? > 
‘Around her crowd diftruit, and doubt, and fear, 
And thoughtful forefight, and tormenting care: * 
Far from the throne, the trembling pleatures ftand, 
Chain’d up, or exil’d by her ftern command... 
Wretched her fubjeéts, gloomy fies the queen} 

Till happy chance reverts the cruel fcene 5 

And apith folly, with her wild refort 

Of wit and jeft, difturbs the folemn court. 


See the fantyltic minftrelfy advance, *: 


To breathe the fong, and animate the dance, 
Bleft the ufarper! happy the furprife : a 
Her mivic paftures catch our eager eyes 5 


| Her jingling bells affect our captive ear ; 


And in the fights we fee, and founds we hear, 

Againgt our judgment, fhe our feng employs; 

"The laws of troubled reafon-fhe deftroys, 

And in their place rejoices to indite 

Wild {chemres of mirth, atid plans of loofe delight, 

5 < 
TO'DR. SHERLOCK, ; 

ON HIS PRACTICAL DISCOURSE CONCERNING 

DeaTR 


Foratve the mofe,-who, in unhallow'd firains, 
The faint one moment from his god detains: - 
For fare, whate’er you do, where’er you arc, 
Tis all but one good, work, one conftant prayer} 
Forgive her ; and entreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour’d vows with kind acceptance come, 
To raife her notes to that fublime degree, 
Which fuizs a fong of piety and thee. 3 : 
Wondrous good man ' whofe labours may repel 
The force of fn, may Rop the rage of hell; 
Thou, like the Baptift, from thy God watt fent, < 
The crying vaice, to bid the world repemt, °° 
The youth hall fludy, and tosnore engage - 
"Their Aattering withes fur uncertaan age; 
No more, with (ruitlefs care and cheated Arife, 
Chafe fleeting pleafure through this maze of lifes 
Finding the wretched all they bere can have, 
Bus prefent food, and. bute future graves 
Each, great as Philip’s vider fon, fhall view 
This abjedt world, andy weeping, akk anew, 
Decrepit age fhall road thee, and confifs , 
Thy labours can affuage, where medicines ceafez 
Shall blefs thy words, their wounded foul's relief 
The drops that fweeten their laft dregs cf life; 
Shall look to Heaven, and laugh at all beneath % 


1 


Own riches gather’d, trouble ; fame, a breath ; 
Aud life an ill, whete only cure is death, 
Dd i} 


40 


Thy even thoughts with fo much plainnefs flow, 
"Their fenfe pntutor'’d infancy may know: 

Yet to fuch heighe is all that plainnefs wrought, 
‘Wie may admire, and letter’d pride be taught. 
Fafy in words thy flyle, in fenfe fublime, 

On its ble fleps cach age and fex may rife ; 
°Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch’s dream, 

Ata foot on earth, its height above the fkies : 
Diflas'd its virtue, boundlefs is its power; 

*Yis public health, and univerfal cure : 
Of heavenly manna tis a fecond feat; 
A nation’s food, and all to every tafte, 

Yo its Jatt height mad Britain's guilt was rear’d; 
And various death for various crimes fhe fear'd. 
With your kind work her drooping hopes revive ; 
You hid her read, repent, adore, and live: 

Vou wreft the bolt from Heaven’s avenging hand; 
Stop ready death, and fave a finking land. 

O! fave us fill: fill blefs us with thy flay s 
©! want chy heaven, till we have learnt the way? 
Refufe to leave thy deftin’d charge too foon ; 
And, for the church’s good, defer thy own, 

QO! live; and let thy works urge our beliefs 
Live to explain thy doctrine by thy life; 
"Till future infancy, baptis’d by thee, 

Grow rips in years, and old in piety ; 

“Lill Chrittians, yet unborn, be taujht to die. 

Then, in full age and hoary holinefs, 

Retire, great teacher! to thy promis'd blife: 

Untouch'd thy tomb, uninjur’d be thy duft, 

As thy own fame among the future jult ; 

“Till in lat founds the dreadful trumpet {peaks ; 

“Vill judgment calls, and quicken’d nature wakes; 

“Till, through the utmoft earth, and decpeft fea, 

‘Our featter’d atoms find their deflin'd way, 

In hafte to clothe their kindred fouls again, 

Perle our ftate, and build immortal man: 

| "Then fearle(s thou, who well fuftaind’® the fight, 

“'To paths of joy, or tradts of endless light, 

Lead up all thofe who heard thee, and believ'd; 

*Midt thy own flock, great Shepherd! be re- 
ceiv'd s [fav'd. 

And glad all heaven with millions thou haft)- 
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CARMEN SECULARE,’ - 
FOR THE YEAR 1700. 


i TO THE KING, 
“ Afpice, venturo letentur at omnia feculo: 
*™ O mihi tain lorge maneat pars alti 
* Spiritus, ct quantum fur erit tua 
Viac. Eclog, iv. 





- 5 
"Tuy elder look, great Janus, caft 
Into the long records of ages patt: 
Review the years in fuirefi adtion dreft 
‘With noted white, fuperior to the reft; 
fEtas deriv'd, and chronicles begun, 
From empires founded, and from battles won g 
Show all the fpoils by valiant kings atchiev'd, 
And groaning nations by their arms telicy’d 5 


THE WORKS OF PRIOR,‘ 


The wounds of patriots in their country’s canfe 
And happy power fuftain’d by wholefome lawsy 
In comely rank call every merit forth, 
Imprint on every a@ its ftandard-worth: 
The glorious parallels then downward bring - 
To modern wonders, and to Britain's king ; 
With equal juftice, and hiftoric care, . 
‘Their laws, their toils, their arms, with his com: 
are 5 

Confefs the various attributes of fame 
Colleéted and complete in William’s name; 

To all the litening world relate 

(As thou doft his ftory read) : 
That nothing went before fo great, 
And nothing greater can fucceed. ”* 
He 

‘Thy native Latium was thy darling care, 
Prudent in peace, and terrible in war + 
‘The boldeft virtues that have govern’d earth 
From Latium’s fruitful womb derive their birthé 

Then turn to her fair-written page ; ’ 
From dawning childhood to ettablith’d age 

The glories of her empire trace; | 
Confront the heroes of thy Roman face ; 
And let the juftett palm the vidor’s temples 

grace, 


mh 

The fon of Mars reduc'd the trembling fwatns, , 
And {pread his empire o’er the diftant plains; 
But yet the Sabins violated charms 
Obfeur'd the glory of his ng arms, 
Numa the rights of ftrié religion knew; 
On every altar laid the incenfe due; 
Unfkil'd to dart the pointed {pear, 
Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 
Stern Brutus was with tco much horror good, 
Holding his fa(ces ftain’d with filial blood, 
Fabius was wife, but with excefs of care 
He fav'd his country, but prolong’d the war, 
While Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly fought, 

And by their ftri@ examples taughe 

How wild defires fhould be contrel}'d, 
And how much brighter virtue was than gold; 
They fcarce their fwelling thirft of fame could hide 3 
And boafied poverty with too mach Pride. 
Excefs in youth made Scipio lefs rever'd 3 
And Cato, dying, fecm’d to own he fear’d, 
Julius with honour tam'd Rome’s foreign foes; 
But patriots fell, ere the diGator role: 
And, while with clemency Augnitas reign’d, 
‘The monarch was ador’d ; the city chain’d, 





v 
With jufteft honour be their merits dreft ; 
But be their faiiings too confett : ~ 
‘Their virtue like their Tyber’s flood 
Rolling, its courfe defign’d their country’s good, 
But oft’ the torrent’s too impetuovs Speed 
From che low earth tore fome polluting weed; 
Aad with the blond of Jove there always ran 
Some viler part, fome tincture ‘of the man, 


v 

Few virtues afer thefe fo far prevail, 

But that their vices more than tusn the feale + 

Velour, grown wild by pride, aad power hy rage, 
. Did the tug charms of majefty impair; 


PO 


Rome by degrees, advancing more in age, 

Shew’d fad remains of what had once been fair ; 
Till Heaven a better race of men fupplies : 
And glory thoots new beams from weltern tkies. 

Vit * 
‘Turn then to Pharamond and Charlemain, 
And the long heroes of the Gallic ftrain; 
Expericne’d chiefs, for hardy prowefs known, 
And bloody wreaths in venturous battles won. 
From the firft William, our great Norman king, 
The bold Plantagenets and Tudors bring; 
Mluftrious virtues, who by turns have rofe 
In foreign fields to check Britannia’s foes ; 
‘With happy laws her empire to fuftain, 
And with full power affert her ambient main. - 
But fometimes, too induftricus to be great, 
Nor patient to expect the turns of fate, 
‘They open’d camps, deform’d by civil fight, 
And made proud conqueft. trample over right: 
Difparted Britain moura’d their doubtfil fway, 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 


. Ya, A 

From Didier and imperial Adolph trace 
The glorious offspring of the Naffau race, 
Devoted lives to public liberty 5 
"The chief ttill dying, or the country free. 
"Then fee the kiudred blood of Orange flow, 
From warlike Cornet, thr: ugh the lines of Beau; 
Through Chalon next, and there with Naflau join, 
Tvom Rhone’s fair banks tran{planted to the Rhine. 
Bring next the royal lift of Stuarts forth, ey 
Undaunted minds, that ruPd the rugged north > 
Till, Heaven's decrees by ripening tines are 

fhown; : 
Till Scotland’s ‘ings afcend the Knglith throne; 
And the fair rivals live for ever one, 
vu, 
Janus, mighty deity, ‘i 

Be kind; and, as thy fearching eye 

Does our modern ftory trace, — 

Finding fome of Stuart's race 

Unhappy, pafs their annals by : 
No harff refleétion let remembrance raife : 
Forbear to mention what thou cantft not praife : 
Bat, as thou dwell’{t upon that heavenly name ", 
‘To gricf for ever facred, as to fame, 
Oh! read it.to thyfelf ; in filence weep; 
And thy convolfive forrows inward. keep + 
Left Britain’s griéf should waken at the found, 
And blood gush frefh from her eternal wound. 


Ix. 

Whither wouldft thou further look ? ; 
Read William’s aéts, and clofe the ample book : 
Ferufe the wonders of his dawning life : 

How, like Alcides, he began; 

‘With infant patience calm’d feditious ftrife, {ran. 

And quell’d the fnakes which round his cradle 

ke 
Nefcribe his youth, atrentive to alarms, 
By dangers form’d, and perfected in arms :grac’d ; 
When conquering, mild; when conquer’d, not dif- 
By wrongs not leffen’d, nor by triamphs rais'ds 
Superior to the blind events 
OF Btls humun accidents; 
2% Mary, 


EM & 


| His morals ftrengthening whatchis 


i 








And conftant to his fieft decree, 
To curb the proud, to fet the injur’d frees 
To bow the haughty neck, and raife the fuppli- 
ant knee, : 


xi. rs ‘ 
Hig opening years to riper manhood bring ; 
And fee the hero perfec in the-king : 
Imperious arms by manly reafon fway’d, 
And power fupreme by free confent cbey’d + 
‘With how sich haite his mercy meets his focsy’ 
And how unbounded his forgivenefs flows; 
With what defire he makes his fubjects blefs'd, 
His favours geanted ere his throne-addrefs’d : 
‘What trophies 0’¢¢ our captiv’d hearts he rears, 
By arts of peacé more potent than by wars; 
How o'er himfelf 93 @’gr the, world he reigns, 
is weardainss “ 
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"| rheough all his chresd of life already Span, 


Becoming grace and a¢tion run: 





‘Thevpiece by virtue’s hand is wrought, ~ 
Mixt.with oo crime, and thaded with no faults. 





No 'fpo OBE the vidtor’s rage - : 
Left in the.camp where William did engage: 
No tin of the monarch’s pride i 





Upon'the.royal purple fpy’d : ‘ 

_ His fame, BE gold, the more “tis try’d, 

The more Oiall its iitrinfic, worth proclaim 5, 

Shall pafe the cétiibat of the fearching fisee; 

And triumph o’gr the Vanquith’d heat, 

For evet coming out the fame, 

And lofing nor its lafire nor its weight. 

xui. 
Janus, be to William jutts> | 

To faithful hiftery his aGions truft : 
Conimand het, With peculiar care 

‘To trace ¢ach toil, and comment every war: 
His faving wonders bid her write 
Yo charaéters diftindly bright; 

‘That each revolving age may read 

The patriot’s pjety, the hero’s deed ; 

And ftill the fire inculeate to his fon 

‘Tranfmillive leffons of the king’s renown; 
That William’s glory fill may live; — 
When ail that prefent art can give, 

‘The pillar’d marble, and the tablet brafa, 
Mouldering, drop.the victor’s praife : 
‘When the monuments of his power, 
Shall now be vifible no more; ‘ 

When Sathbre: fhall have chang’d her wi 

flood ; itegstet en 
And children afk, where Napur ftood. 
mv. 

Namur, proud city, how her to ‘were arnvd 

> How fhe contemn’d th’ approaching foe! _ 

‘Til the by William’s trumpets whs alamp’d, 

And fhook, and funk, and feli beneath his blow. 
Jove and Pallas, mighty powers, 

Guided the hero to the hoftile towers. 

Perfeus fcem’d lefs {wilt ig war, 

‘When, wing’d with fpeed, he flew through air, 
Embattled nations ftrive in vain 

‘The hero’s glory to reftrain : [Gre, 

Streams arm’d with rocks, and mountains red with 
in vain againft bis force aba 

Dd ii 
















423 
Behold him from the dreadful height appear ! 
And lo! Britannia’s lions waving there. 
xv. 
Evrope freed, and France repeli'd, 
‘The hero from the height beheld : 
He fpake the word, that war and rage thould ceafe ; 
He bid the Maefe and Rhine in fafety flow; 
éud dicated a lafting peace 
To the rejoicing world below. 
To refcned ftatee, atid vindicated crowns, 
His equal hand prefcrib'd their ancient bounds; 
Ordain'’d, whom every province should obey ; 
How far each monarch thould extend his fway ; 
‘Taught them how clemency, made power rever'd, 
And that the prince belov'd was truly feat'd. 
Firm by his fide unfpoued honour ftood, * 
Pléds'd to confefa him not fo great as good ; y 
His head with brighter beams fair virtue deck'd, 
‘Than thofe which all his numerous crowns to 
fled: ‘ 
Eftablith’é freedom clapp'd her joyfal wings; 
Procloim’d the fir of men, and-belt of kings. 
i xvt. i 
‘Whither would the mufe afpire.” 
With Pindar’s rage, without his fire ? 
Purdon me, Janus, *rwas a faclt, 
Created by too great a thought: 
_...AMlindle{s of the god and cay, 
T from thy altars, Jarus, ftray, ; 
From thee, and from myfelf, borne far away. 
The ficty Pegalus difdains 
‘To mind the rider’s voice, or bear the reins: 
‘When glorious fields and opentug camps he views, 
He runs with an unbounded Joofe ; 
Hardly the mofe van fit the headftrong horfe; 
Nor would the, if the could, check his impetuous 
. force 5 
‘With the glad noife the cliffs and vallies ring, 
‘While ihe through earth and ais purfues the king. 
i. % avi. 
&he now beholds him on the Belgic hore, 
Whilft Britain's tears his rea¢y help implore : 
Diffenibling for her fake his riGing cares, 
‘And with wife filence pondsring vengefyl wars, 
She through the raging ocean now 
Views bim advancing his aufpicious prow ; 
Crmbating adverle winds and winter feas, 
Bighing che moments that defer our eafe : 
Daring to weild the fceptre’s dangerous weight, 
Afd taking the command, to fave the flate ; 
‘Though, ere.the doubtful gift can be fecur’d, 
New wars muft be faftsin’d, few wounds endur'd.; 
‘XVITE, 
Throtigh rough ferne’s camps fhe founds alarms, 
And kirigdome yet to be redeem'd by arms; 
In the dank marfhes finds her glorious theme, 
wind piunges after him through Beyne’s fierce 
fiream. 5 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling hafte, 
To tel old ocean how the hero paft. 
‘The god rebukes theic fear, and owns the praife 
‘Worthy that arm, whofe empire he obeys, 


ral XIK. 

‘Back to his Albion the delights to bring 
The bumbleft vitor, aud the kinde king, 
> : 
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Albion with open triumph would reccive 

Her hero, nor obtains his leave : 
Firm he rejeéts the altars the would raife ; 
And thanks the zcal, while he declines the prail. 
Again fhe follows him through Belgia’s land, 
And countries often fav’d by William's hand ; 
Hears joyful nations blefs thofe happy toils, 
Which freed the He, bye recurh’d the fpoile, 
In-variows views the tries her copftanie theme; 
Finds him in councils, pnd ip arms the fame; 
When certain th o'ereame, inclin’d to fave,’ 
Tardy to wengeanet, abd with mercy brave. 

“Kx. 


i xx. 
Sudden another feene employs her fight ; 
She fets her Eero in another light; . 
Paints his great mind fupesior 4o fuccefs, 
Declining conquetty to eftablifh peace ; 
She brings Aftt@a dpwh.te carth again ; 
And quiet, brooding .o'tr his farore reign. 


‘Then with unweary wing the poddefs [oars 

Eaft, over Danube and Propontis’ theres ; 

Where jarring empires, ready-to engage, 

Retard their armivs, and fofpend their rage; 

Till Wiltiam’s word, like that of fate, declarcs, 

If they fhall udy peace, or lengchén Wats, 

how fucred his renown for equal laws, >. 

Yo whom the world defers its common caffe { 

How fair his friendihips, and his leagues how jut, 

Whem every nation courts, whom all icligions 
truit: 








xur 
From the Mzotis to the Northern fea, 

The godcleis wings her defperate way ; 
Sees the young Mufcovite, the mighty head, 
Whofe fovereign terror forty nations dread, * 
Snamour’d with a greater monarch’s praife, 
And pafling half the earth to his embrace z 
She in his rule beholds his Volga's force, « 
O'er precipices with impetuons fway 
Breaking, and, as be tals his rapid courfe, [way. 
Drowning, or bearing down, whatever imects his 
But her own king the likens to his Thames, 

With gentle coutfe devolving fruitful reams ; 
Serene yet Rrong, majeftic yet fedate, 
Swift without violence, without terrcr great, 
Each ardent nymph the rifing current craves ; 
Each fhepherd’s prayer retards the parting waves ; 
The vale’ along the bank their fweets diiclote ; 
Frefh Bowers for ever rife; and fruitful ha: veft 

grows, 

» xxIul. 

Yet whither would th’ adventurous goddefs go ? 
Sees the not clouds, and earth, and muin, below ? 
Minds the the dangers of the Lycian coaft, : 
And fields, where mad Bellerophon wes loit ? 

Or is her towering fight rechaim'd 
By feas from Icarus’s downfall nam’d ? 

Vain is the call, aud tfelefs the advice + 
To wife perfuafion deaf, ahd human cries, 

Yet upward the inceflent flies; . 

Refolv'd to reach.the high empyrcan fyhere, 
And tell greet Jove, the fings his image here ; 
To afl tor William an Olympic crown, {know 
To Chromius’ ftrength, and Theren’s (jied un. 
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Til, lof in tracklefs fields of thining day, 

Unable to difcern the way, 

Which Naflau’s virtue only could explore, 
Untouch’d, unknown, to any mufe before ; 
She, from the noble precipices thrown, 
Comes rufhing with uncommon ruin down. 

Glorious attempt! unhappy fate ! 

The fong too daring, and the theme too great! 

Yee rather thus fhe wills te die, 

‘Than in continued annals live, to fing 
A fecond hero, or a vulgar king ; 

And with ignoble fafety Ay 
In fight of earth, along a middle fky. 

xarv. ‘ 
To Janus’ altars, and the numerous throng 

‘That round hie myftic temple prefs, 

For William’s life and Albion’s peace, 
Ambitious mufe; reduce the roving fong, e 

Janus, caft thy forward eye 
Future, into great Rhéa’s pregnant womb; 
‘Where young ideas brooding lie, 

And teuder images of things to come = 
Till, by thy high conrmands releas'd, 
Till, by thy hand in proper atoms drefs'd, 
In decent order they advance to light; 
Yet then too fwiftly feet by haman fight; ; 
And meditate too {von their everlatting flight. 
xxy. 
Nor beaks of hips in naval triumph borne, . 
Nor ftandards from the hoftile ramparts torn, 

Nor trophies brought from battles won, 
Nor oaken wreath, nor mural crown, 

Can any future honours give 

‘To the victorious monarch’s name : 

The plenitude of William's fame 
Can no accumulated flores recejve. : 
Shut then, aufpicious God, oy facréd gate, ~ 
And make us happy, as our king is great. 

Be kind, and with.a milder hand 
Clofing the volume of the finifh’d age 

(though noble, 'twas an iron page), 

A more'deliphtfal leaf cxpandy 
Free from alarms, and fierce Bellona’s rage ; 
Bid the great months begin their joyful round, 
By Flora fome, and fome by Ceres crown'd : 
"Teach the glad hours to {catter, as they fly, 

Soft quiet, gentle love, and endlefs joy ; 

Lead forth the years for peace and plenty fam‘d, 

From Saturn's role and better metal namy’d. 
ExVI. i 

Secure by William's care let Britain ftand; 

Nor dread the bold invader’s hand: | 
From adverfé thores in fafety let her hear 
Foreign calamity, and diftant war ; ‘ 
Of which let her, great heaven, no portion bear! 
Detwixe the nations Jet her hold her feale, 
And, as fhe wil’s, let either part prevail : 

Let hee glad vatlies {mile with wavy corn ; 

Let fleecy flocks her sifing hills adorn ; 

Arcand her coat let ftrong defence be fpread ; 

Let fuir abundance om her breaft be thed ; [head 4 

Aju heavenly Sweets bloom round the gaddefs” 
XXVIT. 


Where the white towers and ancient roofs did fland, | 
| Like mingled ftreams, more forcible when join'd)=~ 


Remaius of Woiley's or great Henty’s hand, 


‘ae 


; To age now yielding, er devour’d by flame, 


Let a young phenix raile her towering head; + 
Fler wings with Jengthen’d honour let her {pread; 
And by her greatnefs fhow her builder's fame: 
Augult and open as the hero's mind, 
Be her capacious courts defign’d : 
Let every facred pillar bear 
Troptiies of arms, and monuments of war. 
The king hall there i Parian marble breathe, 
His thoulder bleeding freth : and at his feet 
Difarm'd fhall lie the threatening death 
(For fo was faving Jowe’s decree complete). 
Behind, that angel fhall be piac’d, whofe thield 
Sav’d Europe, in the blow repell’ds 
On the firm bafis, from his oozy’bed, 
Boyne hall raife his laurel’d head; . - 
And his immortal fiream be known, + 
Artfully waving tftough the wounded fone, 
‘exe. ee 
And thou, imperial Windfer, ftand enlarg'd, 
With ali the monarch’s trophics charg'd: ”. 
Thou, the fair heaven, that doft the ftars enclofe, 
Which William’s bofom wears, or hand beftows, 
On the great champions who fupport his throne, 
And virtues neareft to his own. : 
xxx, oie 
Round Ormond’s knee, thou yd the myftic 


: ftring, ; 
That makes the knight companion to the king. 
From glorisys ¢atnps return’d, and foreign ficlds, 
Bowing hefore thy fainted wazrior’s fhrine, 
Faft by his great furefather’s coats, and thields 
Blazon’d from Bohun’s or from Butler's line,” 
He hangs his arms; nor fears thofe arme thould 
ine oy hen Sb oe: 

With an unequal ray ; ar that his deed: .. 

With paler glory fhould recede, + — ° 
Rclips’d by theirs, or lelen'd by the fame 
Ev'a of his own material Naflau’s name. - 

xxx. 

Thou fmiling fecft great Dorfet’s worth confeft, 
The ray diftinguifhing the patriot’s breaft ; 
Born to protect and Jove, to Help and pleafe ; 
Sovereign of wit, and ornament. of peace. 
©! long as breath informs this'fleeting trame, 
Ne’er let me pafs in filence Dorfet’s name; 
Ne’er ceafe ta mention the continued debt; t 





Which the great patron only would forget, 
And duty, long as life, mut fludy to acquit. - 
XrxI. * . 
Renown'd in thy records fhall Ca’adithftand, 
Afferting legal power and juft command : 
‘To the great houfe thy fayour thall be fhown, 
‘The father’s ftar rranfiniflive to the fon. 
From thee the Talbot's and the Seymour's race 
Inform’d, their fire’s immortal fteps thall trace, 
Happy, may their fons receive : 
The bfight reward, which thou alone canft give! 
xEX1I. B 
And if a God thefe Jucky numbers guide ; 
If fure Apollo o’er the verfe prefide ; 
Jerfey, belov'd by all (for ail muft feel 
The influence of a form and mind, ‘i 
Where comely grate and conftant virtue dwell, © 
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Jerfey fhall at thy altars ftand; 
Shall there receive the azure. band, 
‘That faireft mark of favour and of fame, 
Familiar to the Villiers’ name, 
iF. XEXH 
Science to raife, and knowledge to enlarge, 
Be our great mafter's future charge; 
‘To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High fchemes of government, and plans of wars; 
By fair rewards our noble youth to raife 
‘To emulovs merit, and to thirft of praife ; 
To lead them out from eafe ere opening dawn 
"Through the thick foreft and the diftant lawn, 
‘Where the fleet ftag employs their ardent care, 
And chaces give them images of war ; 
"Yo teach them vigilance by falfe alarms, 
Inure them in feign’d camps to real alarms; 
Practife them now to curb the turning feed, 
Mocking the foe ; now to his rapid fpeed 
‘To give the rejn, and in the full career 
‘Yo draw the certain fword, or fend the pointed 
fpear. ‘ 
XXXIV. 
Let him unire his fubjeéts hearts, 
Planting focieties for peaceful arts 5 ‘ 
Some that in-nature fhall true knowledge found, 
And by experiment make precept fourd ; 
Some that 8 morals fhall recal the age, 
And purge from vicious drofs the finking fage 5 
Some that with care true eloquence fhali teach, 
And to juft idioms fix our doubsful fpeechs 
That from our writers diftant realms may know 
The thanks we to our monarch owe; 
And fchools profefs our tongue through every land, 
‘That has invok'd his aid, or bleft his hand. ~~ 
XXxY. 
Let his high power the drooping mufes rear; 
"The mufes only can teward his care: ” 
°Tis they that guard the great Atrides’ fpoils ; 
*Yis they that ftill renew Ulyffes’ tails; 
"Le them by fmiling Jove "twas given to fave 
Diftinguith’d patriots from the common grave; 
, To them, great Wjlliam’s glory to recal, 
When ftstues matifder, and when arches fall, 
Nor let the mufes, with ungrateful pride, 
‘Lhe fources of thetr treafure hide: 
‘The hero’s virtue does the firing i 
‘When with big joy they firike thé living lyre. 
* On William’s fame their fate depends ; 
With him the fong begins ; with him it ends. 
From the bright efluence of his deed - 
‘They borrow that refle ed light, 
With which the lafting lamp they feed, 
‘Whofe beams difpel the damps of envious night. 
XXXVI. 
Through various climes, and to each diftant pele, 
In happy tides let adtive commerce roll: 
Let Britain’s fhips exporre an annual fleece, 
Richer than Atgas broughr to ancient Greece : 
Returning loaden with the fining ftores, 
Which die profufe on cither India’s fhores. 
‘As our high veffels pafs their watery way, 
Let all the naval world due homage pay: 
Ww ay revercoce their top-honours lower, 
“* Gonfefling the afferted power, 
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To whom by fate “twas given, with happy iway, 
‘To calm the earth, and vindicate the fea. 
XXXVI 
Our prayers are heard; our mafter's fleets fhallge 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow, 
New linds to make, new Indias to explore, 
In worlds unknown to plane Britannia’s power 3 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim, 
And teach them arms and artsin William’s namce 
XXXVI.” 
With humble joy, and wich refpe@tful fear, 
The liftening people thali his tory hear, 
The wounds he bore, the dangers he fuftain’d, 
How far he conquer’d, and how well he reign’d ; 
Shall own his mercy equal to his fame, 
And form their children’s accents to his name, 
Inquiring how, and when, from heaven he came, § 
Their regal tyrants fhall with bluthes hide. 
‘Their litcle lutts of arbitrary pride, 
Nor bear to fee their vaflals ty’d; 
When ‘William’s virtues raife 


their opening 
thought, 


‘| His forty years for public freedom fought, 


Europ¢ by his hand fuftain’d, 2 
His conqtelt by bis piety reftrain’d, 
And o’er himfelf the laft great triumph gain’d. § 
ExXIX, 
No longer fhall their wretched zeal adore 2 
Ideas ‘of deftrudtive power, 
Spirits thac hurt, and godheads that devour = s 
New incenfe they shall bring, new altars raife, 
And fill their temples with a ftranger’s praife ; 
When the grett father’s character they find 
Vifibly ftampt upon the hero's mird; 
And own a’prefent Deity confett, é 
In valour that freferv’d and power that blett. 


x1. 

Through the large convex of the azure tky 
(For thither nature cafts our cominon eye) 
Fierce meteors thogt their arbitrary light ; 
And comets nail wturlawlefs horror bright 5 


. Thefe bear #¢ rile, no righteous order own ; 


Their influence dreaded as their ways unknown 3 
Through threaten’d lands they wild deftrudica 
"throw, 
‘Till ardent prayer averts the public wae. 
But the bright orb that blefics al} above, 
The facred fire, the real fon of Jove, 
Rules not his a@ions by, capricious will ; 
Nor by ungevern’d power declines to ili: 
Fix’d by jult laws, he goes for ever right 5 
Man knows his courfe, and thence adores hisligh:, 
A ZL. 

O Janus! would entreated fate confpire 
To grant what Britais’s wilhes could require 
Above, that fun‘ fhould ceafe his way to go, 
Ere William ceafe to rale, and blefs below: 

But a relentlefs deftiny 

‘Urges all that e’er was born: {mourz, 
Snatch’d from her arms, ‘Britannia once “mu 
The'demi-god ; thé earthly half moft die. 
Yet if cur incenfe can your wrath remove; 
If human prayers avail on minds‘above ; 
Exert, great Gad! thy intereft in the fey, 
Gain cach kind power, each guardian Deiry ; 
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‘That, conquer’d by the public vow, 
"They bear the difmal mifchief.far away { 
©! Jong 4s utmoft nature may allow, 

Let them retard the threaten’d day ¢ 
Still be our mafter’s life thy happy care: 
Still let his bleflings with his yeats increafe : 
"Yo his laborious youth, confuns’d in war, 
Add lafting age, adorn'd and crown'd with peace: 
Let twitted olives bind thofe laurels faft, 

Whole verdure mutt for ever laft? 

XL. 

Long let this growing xra blefs his fway 5 
And Ict our fons his prefent rule obey + 
On his fure virtue Jong let earth rely, 
Aad Jate let the imperial eagle fly, : 
‘To bear the herg through his father’s fky, © 
To Leda’s twins, or he whofe glorious {peed 
On foot prevail’d,tr he who tam’d the feed; 
Yo Hercules, at fengch abfolv'd by fare 
From earehly toil, and above envy great 5 
"Yo Virgil's theme, bright Cytherea’s fon, 
Sire of the Latiau and the Britifh throne: 

‘Lo all the radiant names above, 

Rever’d by men, and dear to Jove 5 

Late, Janus, let the Naffau-ftar 4 
New-born, in riling majefly appear, 

‘To triumph over vanquith’d night, 

And quide the profperous mariner 

With everlafting beams of friendly light. 





HE REMEDY WORSE THAN THE DI§- 
.. EASE, 


Tsenr for Ratcliffe; wag fo ill, 
‘Vhat other doétors gave me over ? 
He fult my pulfe, prefcrio’d his pill, ® 

And I was likely to recover." 








But, when the wit began to wheeze, 
And-wine had warm’d the politician, 
Cne'd yetterday of yt difeaie, 


i dy'd laft night at/rinp phyScian.* 





AN ODE, 
Infcribed to the Memory of 
THE HON, GOL. GEORGE VILLIERS, 
PROWNED IN THE RIVER PIAVA, 1703. 
In Imitation of Horace, B. 1. Od. xxviii. 


« Te maris et terre numeroque carentis arenz 
© Menforem cohibent, Archyta, &e.”” 


Say, deareft Villiers, poor departed friend 
(since fleeting life thus fuddenly muft end) + 
Say, what did all thy bufy hopeg avail, 

‘That unxiuus thou from pole to pole didtt fail, 
Fre on thy chin the {pringing beard began 

‘To fpreada doubtful down, and promife man? 
What profited thy thoughts, and toile, and cares, 
in vigour more confirm’d, and riper yeare, 

. ¢ 








To wake, ere morning dawa, to loud alarms, 

And march till clofe of uight in heavy. arms; 

To fcora the fummer's'funs and winter’s fnows, "2 

And fearch through every clime thy country’s foes; 

That thou might’ft fortune to thy fide engage; 

That gentle peace might quell Bellona’s rages 

And Anna’s bounty crown her foldicr’s hoary 

age? ‘ 

Ip vain we think chat free-will’@ man has power, 

To hafien or protra&t th’ appointed hour, 

Onur term of life depends not on our deed: 

Before our birth our funeral was decreed. 

Nor aw’d by forefight, nor mifled by chance, 2 





imperious death direéts his ebon lance ¢ ' 
Peoples great Henry's tombs, and teads up 
Holben’s dance, oo 5 

Alike mult every flate and-every age 
Saftgin the univerfal tyrant’s rage : 

For neither William’s power, for Mary’s charms, 
Could or repel or pacify his arms. 

Young ‘Churchill fell, as life begin to bloom; 
And Bradford’s trembling age expects the tomb 3 
Wifdom and eloquence in vain would plead 

One moment’s-tefpite for the learped head ; 
Judges of writings and of men-have dy’d ; 
Maecenas,‘ Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde : 

And in their various turns the fons muft tread 
‘Thofe gloomy journies which their firgs have led. 

The ancient fage, who did fo long maintain 
That bodies die, but fouls return again, F 
With all the births and deaths he had in ftoré, 
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more. 
And modern Afgyll, whofe capricious thought 
Is yet with ftores of wilder sotions fraughs, : 
Too foon convine'd thall yield that ecting breath, 
Which play’d fo idly withthe datts of death. 

Some from the ftratided weffel force their ways 
Fearful of fate, they meetit inthe fea: 

Some, who efcape the fury of the wave, 

Sicken on carth, and fink into a grave : 

in journies or at hone, in war or peace, 

By hardthips many, many fall by cafe. 

Each changing feafon does its poifon bring ; 
Rheums chill the winter, agues blaft the {pring 
Wet, dry, cold, hat, at the appointed hour, 
Alla& fubfervicat to the tyrant’s power : 

And, when obedignt nature knows his will, 

A fly, a. grape-Qome, or a hair, can kill, 

For reftlefs Proferpihe for ever treads. 
in paths unfeeti; o’er our devoted heads; 

And on thé Spacious Jand, and liquid 
Spreads flow difeafe, or darts afflidtiv. : 
ariety- of deaths confirm her cndlefs reign. 

On curft ‘Piava’s banks the gaddefstood, 
Shew’'d her dire warrant to the rifing flood; 
‘When what I long muft love, and iong muaft mourn, 
‘With fatal fpeed was urging hie réturn 
In his dear country, to difperfe his care, 

And arty himfelf by reft for future war; 

To chide his anxious friends officious fears, 

And promife to their joys his elder years: * 
"Oh! deftin’d head! and oh! fevere decree? 

Nor native country thou, nor friend, thale fee; 

Nor war haft thou to wage; nor year to come: 

Impending death is thine, znd inant doom, 









425 
Hark ! the imperious goddefs is obey’d 
Winds murmur; fnews defcend; and ‘waters 
fpread. i 
Oh! kinfman, friend—Oh ! vain are all the crics 
Of human voice, {trong deftiny replies: 
‘Weep, you on earth ; for he fhall Deep below : 
‘Thence none return, and thither ali muft go. 
Whoe’er thou art, whom choice or bufinefs leads 
‘Yo this fad river, or the neighbouring meads; 
Ufchow may’ft happen on the dreary fhores 
To find the cbje which this verfe deplores, 
Cleanfe the rate corpfe with a religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common fand : 
Lay the dead hero graceful in a grave 
(The only honour ke cai now cvive), 
And fragrant mould uyon his body theaw, 
‘And plant the warring laurel o'er his browt ; 
Light lic the earth, and ffourith green the bongh, 
* So may juft heaven feeure thy future life 
From foreign dangers and domeftic firife f 
And, whep'th’ infernal judge’s difma} power 
From the dark uri fhall throw thy deftin’d hour; 
‘When, yielding to the fenténce, breathlefs,thou 
And pale thait le, as what thou burieft now ; 
May fome kind friend the piteous objed fee, 
And equal rites perform to that which once was 
thee + 
> 





PROLOGUE. . 
SPOKEN AT COURT BEFORE THE QUEEN, 


On Her Majefly's Birtb-day, 1704. 


le 
Swine forth, ye planets, with diflinguith’d light, 
As when ye hallow'd firit this happy night : 
Again tranfmis your friendly beams :o earth, 
Av when Brisdnma joy’d for Anna’s birth, 
And thou, propitious far, whofe faced power 
Prefided o’er the monatch’s natal hour, 
‘Thy cadiant voyages for ever run, 
Yielding to nouc but Cynthia and the Sun ; 
Wish chy fair afped Mili ilotirate heaven ; 
Kiadly preferve what thou baft greatly given ; 
“"Chy intiuence for thy Anna-we imylore : 
Prolong one hite; and Britain afks no more. , 
For virtue can no ampler. power exprefa, 
‘Than to he great in war, and good in peace : 
For thought no higher with of Slifs can frame, 
‘Than co enjoy that virtue itill the fame, ~ 
Ertire and dure the monarch’s ralc muit prove, 
Who founds Ler greatnets on-her fubjeds love ; 
‘Who does our hemage for our goad sequire ; 
And orders that which we fhould firth detire 
Om vanquith’d walls that pleafing force obcy, 2 
Her gorduets takes cur liberty sway, 
And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary fway. 
Litthe young Auftriun then her terrors bear, 
G.cat as he is, her delegate in. war: 
Act him in thunder fpcak to bo:h his Spains, 
‘Thar in shefe dreaiful ies @ wouran rigs : 
While the b ag ht queen does un herlubjeets thower, 
"the gentle bleGings of hee fotter power 5 





THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


Gives facred morals to a vicious age, 

To temples zeal, and manners to the flage; 
Bids the chafte mufe without a blufh appear ; 
And wit be that which heaven and fhe may hear, 

Minerva thus to Perfeus lent her thield; 

Secure of conqueft, ignt him to the field : 

The hero aéted what the queen ordain’d; 

So was his fame complete, and Andromede un- 
chain’d. 

Mean time, amidft her native’ temple's fate 
The goddefs, ftudious of her Grecian’s fate, 
‘Taught them in laws and letters to excel, 

Ip acting joftly, and in writing well. 

Thus whilft fhe did her various power difpofe, 

The world was freed from tyrants, wars, and 
woes: . [rofe. 

Virtue was taught in verfe, and Athen's glory 





A LETTER 
TQ MONSIEUR BOILEAU DESPREAUX; 
Occaftoned by the vitlory at Blenheim, 1704. 


“ —Cupidum,’ Pater optime, vires 

“« Deficiunt: neque. enim quivis horrentia pilis 

“ Agmina, vec fragta pereuntes cufpide Gallos."— 
ee Hor. Sat. £. 

Since, hir'd for Jife, thy fervile mufe mutt fing 

Succellive conguefts, and a glorivus king ; 

Muft of a man immortal vainly bout, 

And bring bim Jaurels, whatioe'er they coft : 

What turn wilt thou employ, what colours lay 

On the event of that fuperior day, 

$a which one Englith iubjed’s profperows hand 

(So Jove did will, fe Anna did command) 

Broke the proud column of thy matter’s praife, 

Which fixty ‘winters had confpir'd to raife? 

From the \o8 elt hundred ftandards brought 
Mutt be the work of chance, and fortune’s fault ; 
Bavaria's flare niaft be accus’d, which fhone, 
ibat fatal gay the mighty work was done 
With says oblique vpun the Gallic. fun: 

Sowe demon, cnvying France, mifled the fight; 

And Marg mittook, though Louis order'd right. 
When thy + young mufe invok’d the tune- 

ful nine, ‘ 

To fay how Louis did not pafs the Rhine ; 

What work had we with Wageninghen, Arnheim, 

Piaces that could not be reduc’d to rhyme ! 

Ang, though the poct made his laft efforts, 

Wurts—who couid mention in heroic—Wurte? 

But, tell me, hadit thou reaton to complain 

Of the rough triumphs of the lait campaign? 

The Danube refcued, and the enspire fav'd, 

Say, is the majefty of verfe retriev’d ? 

And would it prejpdice thy fofier vein, 

To fing the princes, Louis and Lugene? 

Is it too hard in happy verfe to place 

‘fhe Vans and Vanders of the Khine and Maefe? 

Her warriors Anna fends from Tweedand Thames, 

“Fhat France may fil by more harmonious names ? 








| + En vain, pour te lover,” &c, Ep. a 


POEM: Ary 
Canft thoy not Hamilton or Lumley bear? The queen fhould fit in Windfor’s faered grove, ~ 
Would Ingoldfoy or Palmes offend thy ear? , | Attended by the gods of war and love: 
And is there not a found in Marlbrough’s Both fhould with equal zeal her {miles implore, 








name, jcaim, To fix her joys, ur to extend her power. 
Which thou and all thy brethren ought to Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons fhould appear 5 
Sacred to verfe, and fure of endlefs fame ? And, as great Anna’s {miles defpel their fear, 

Cutts is in metre fomething harfh to read ; With a@ive dance should her obfervance claim; 
Place me the valiant Gouran in his flead ; With vocal fhell fhould found her happy name; -’ 
Lec the intention make the namber good : Their mafter Thames fhould leave the neighboure 
ct generous Syivius {peak for honeft Wood. ing Shore, y 
And thoagh rough Churchill fearce in verfe will } By his ftrong auchor known, and filver oar; 

ftand, Should lay his enfigts at his fovercign’s feet ; 
So as to have one rhyme at his command. Aud audience mild with humble Brag entreat, 
With eafe cis bard, reciting Bleaheim’s plain, To her, his dear defence, he fhould ccmplain, 
May clofe the verfe; remsémbering but'the Dane. | That, while he bleffes her indulgent reign, 

1 grant, old friedd, old foe (for fuch tve are Whilft furtheft feas are by bis fleets furvey’d, 
Alternate as the. chance of peace and war), And on his happy banks each India laid; {Saar, 
"Vhat we poetic falks, who mutt reftrain His brethren Macfe, and Waal, and Rhine, and 
Our meafur’d fayings in an equal chain, Feel the hard burthen of oppreffive war; 

Have troubles utterly unelsnown to thofe, That Danube fcarce retains his rightful courfe 
Who let their fancy loofe in rambling profe,. Againft two rebel armies neighbouring force; 
For inftauce vow, how hard is it for me And all maft weep fad captives to the Seine, 
To make my matter and my verfe agree! Unlefs wnchain'd and freed by Britain’s queen. 
“ In one great day on Hochftet’s fatal plain, The valiant fovereign calls her general forth ; 
“ French and Bavarians twenty thovfatid flain: Neither recites her bounty, nor his worth: 
« Puth'd through the Danube to the thores of Styx | She tells him, he muft Europes fate redeem, 
© Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty-fix : And by that labour merit her eftcem ¢, 
“ Officers captive made, and private men, She bids him wait her.to the facred hall; 
 Ofthefe twelve hundred, of thofe thoufands ten. | Shows him prince Edward, and the conquer’d 
“ ‘Lents, ammunition, colours, carriages, {thefe ! Gaul; 
“ Cannon, and kettle drums!’—fweet numbers | Fixing the bloody crofs upon his breaft, 
But is it thus you Knglith bards compofe ? Says, he muft die, or fuccour the diftrefs'd; 
‘With kunic lays thus tag infipid profe ? Placing the faint an emblem by his fide, [pride. 
And, when you fhould your hero’s dveds rehearfe, She tells him, virtue arm’d muft conquer lawlefe 
Give us a commiffary’s lift in verfe ? he hero bows pbedient, atid retires: o> . 
Why, faith! Defpereaux, there's fenfe in what | The queen's couamiaeids exalt the warrior’ fires 5 
you fay 5 Bal pin, iy ‘ His fteps.are.to the filsiit woods inclin’d, 
I told you where my difficulty ay + -| The great defign revolving in his mind; 


So vaft, fo numerous, were great Blenheim's {pails, When te his fight a heavenly form appears : 
They fcorn the bounds of verfe, and mocks the | Her hand a palm, her head a laurel wears. 


muyfe's toils. Me, the begins, the fairelt child of Jove, 
To make the rough recital aptly chime, Below for ever fought, and blefs’d above ; 
Or bring the {um af Gallia’s lofs to rhyme, Me, the bright fource of wealth, aud power, 
‘Lis mighty hard: what poctwould eflay and fame : . 
To count the ftreamers nf my lord mrayor’s day? | (Nor need I fay, Victoria is my name) ; 
To number all the feveral difhes dreft Me the great father down to tiee has fent : 
By honeft Lamb, Iaft coronation feat? He bids me wait at thy diftinguith’d rent, ' 
Or make arithmetic and epic mect, To execute what Aana’s with would have: 
And Newton's thoughts in Dryden's ftyls repeat ? | Her fubject thou, I only am her flave. 
Q poet, had it been Apolio’s will, Dare then, thou much belov’d by finiling fate, 
Vhat L had thar’d a portion of thy dill; For Anna’s fake, ard in her name be great : 
Had this poor break receiy'd the heavenly beam; | Go forth, and be to diftant nations known 


Or could | hope my verfe might reach my theme ; | My future favourite, and my darling: Son : 
Yet, Boileau, yet the labouring mufe fhould ftrive ; At Schellenbergh I'll manifeit fulkain- [again 
Beneath the fades of Marlborough’s wreaths | Thy glorious caufe; and fpread my wings 


to live; Confpicuous o’et thy helm, in Bienheim’s plain, 
Should call afpiring gods to biefs her choice, The goddefs faid, nor would admit reply; » 
And to their favourite flrains exalt her voice, But cut the liquid air, and gain‘d the fcy. 
Arms and a queen to fiug; who, great and good, His high commiilien és through Britain known, 
trom peaceful Thames to Danube’s wondering | Avd thronging armies to his ftandard run ; : 
: flood : He marches thoughtfal,-atd he fpeedy {ails : 
+ Sent forth the terror of her high commands, (ilefs him, ye feas! and profper him, ye gales!) 
: "To fave the nations from invading hands, Belgia receives him welcome to her fhores ; oP 
o prop fair libercy's declining caufe, Ad Wiiliam’s death with leffen’d grief. de 





the 3 





werld with equal laws, plores: 


9% 


His prefence only mutt retrieve that lofs; 
Marlborough to her muft be what William waa 
So when great Atlas, from thefe low abodes 
Recall'd, was gathér’d to his kinéred gods; 
Alcides, refpited by prudent fate, [weight. 
Suftain’d the ball, nor. droop'd beneath the 
Seeret and fwift behold the chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire join’d and friend to France + 
The Britith general dooms the fight ; his [word 
Dreadful he draws; the captains wait the word. 
Anne and St. George the charging hero cries: 
Shrill echo from the neighbouting wood replies 
Aone and St. George—At that avfpicious fign 
‘The flandards move; the adverfe armies join. 
‘Of eight great hours, time meafores out the fands ¢ 
And Lurope’s fate in doubeful balance ftands : 
The ninth, Victoria. comes:—o’er Marlbo- 
rough’s head es 
Confefs'd the fits; the hoftite troops recede : 
‘Triumphs the gaddefs, from ‘her promife freed, 
‘The eagle, by the Britith lion's might 
Unehang’d and free, diredts her upward flight: 
Nor did the e'er with Rronger piniony foar 
Frem Tyber’s dank, than now from Danube’s fhore, 
Fir'd with the thoughts which thefe ideas raife, 
And great ambition of my country’s praife ; 
"The Englith mufe fhould like the Mantuan rife, 
Seornful of earth and clouds, fhould reach the 
fkics, 
‘With wonder (though with envy ftill) purfued 
by human eyes. 
But we muft change the ftyle—juft now I faid, 
Inc'er was mafter of the tuneful trade ; 
Or the {mall genius which my youth could boaft, 
In profe and bufinefs lies extinét aad loft : 
Blefs'd, if I may fome younger mute excite ; 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That, from Marfeilies to Calais, France may 
know, 
As we have conquerors, we have poets too; 
ind either laurel does in Britain grow; 
‘That, though among ourfelves, witb too much heat, 
‘We fometimes wrangle, when we fhouid debate 
(A confequential ill which freedom draws ; 
aA bad effet, but from a noble caufe) ; 
‘We can with univerfal zeal advance, 
‘Fo curb the faithlefs arrogance of France ; 
Nor ever shall Britannia’s fons refule 
"Yo anfwer to thy maffer or thy mufe; 
jul fubje& for viorinus frains, 






Nor war 

While Marlborcugh’s arm eternal laurels gains, 

and where old ‘spenfer fung, a new Eliza 
reigns, 





UPON THIS PASSAGE IN THE SCALI- 
a GERIANA, 

' Lés Allemans ne ce foucient pas quel Vin il® 
“ boivent pourveau que ce foit Vin, ni que, 
“* Latin ils parlent pourveau que ce foit Latin.’ 

Waen you with High-Dutch Heeren dine, 

Expect falfe Latin, and @omm’d wine ; 

"they never tafte, who always drink; 

‘Yhey alweys talk, who never think, 


THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


TO A CHILD OF QUALITY, 
FIVE YEARS. OLD, 1704; 
‘The Author then Forty. 


os 
Loans, knights, and ‘fquires, the numerous band, 
‘That wear the fair Mls Mary's fetters, 
Were fummon'd by her high command, 
To thow their paflions by their letcers. 


tm 
My pen amongtt the reft I took, 
Left thofe bright eyes that cannot read 
Should dart their kindiing fires, and look 
The power they have to be obey’de 
* au. 
Nor quality, nor reputation, 
Forbid me yet. my Hame to tell ; 
Dear five years old befriends my paffion, 
And I may write till the can fpeil. 
WwW. 
For, while fhe makes her filk-worms beds 
With ail the tender things I fwear; 
Whilft all the houfe my paflion reads, 


In papers round her baby’s hair ; 
She may receive andsim 


flame, 
For, though the tt thoald know it, 


She'll pafs for a moft virtuous dame, 
And I for an unhappy poet. 
vi, 
Then, too, alas! when fhe shall tear 
The lines fome younger rival fends; 
She'll give me ivave to write, I fear, 
And we fhall fill continue friends. 
Mie 
For, as our diffcrent ages move,. 
’Tis fo ordain’d, (would, fate, bat 
That ( fhall be pat ing Jove, : 
‘When the. beginsto comprehend it, 





mend it!) 





PARTIAL FAME, 


ih 

Tue furdy man, if he in love obtains, 
In open pomp and trivmph teigns: 
The fubsile woman, if fhe thould fucceed, 
Difowns the honour of the decd. 

a 
‘Though he, for all his hoaft, is fore’d to 
‘Though fhe can always keep the field : 
He vaunts his conqueits, fhe conceals her fhame ; 
How partial is the voice of fame ! 


yield, 





FOR THE PLAN OF A FOUNTAIN, 
ON WHICH ARB 


iss of the Gucon on a Triumph t Arc s 
of the Duke of Marlborough beneath 3 
Rivers of the World round tec whole Works 





Lind the chit 





Ye active fireams, wh 


er your waters flaw, 
} Lee diftant climes ard far 


tacit nations kuow 


POEM 8s 


What yé from Thames and Danube have been 
taughe, . {foughr, 
How Anne commanded, apd how Marlborough 


Quocunqne xterno preperatis, flumina, lapfu, 
Divils late terris, populifque rcmotis, 
Vivite, nam vobis ‘Pamefis narravit et [fter, 
Anna quid imperiis potuit, quid Marlburus armis. 








THE CAMELEON. 


* As the Cameleon, whois known 
‘Yo have no colours of his own; 
But borrows from his neighbours hue 
His white or black, his greén or blue; 
And ftruts as much in ready highs, 
Which credit gives him upon fight, 
As if the rainbow were in tail 
Settled on him and his heirs male; 
8o the young 'fquire, when firft. he comes 
Heo country {chool to Will's or ‘Tom's, 
And equally, ia truth, iw fe 
To be a ftatefman, or a wit ; 
‘Without one nation of his ovn, 
He faunters wildly up and down, 
Till fome acquaintance, good or bad, 
‘Takes notice of a ftaring lad, 
Admits him in among the gang; 
They jeft, reply, difpute, haranguc : 
He acts and taiks, as they befriend him, 
Smear’d with the colours which they lend him, 
Thus, merely-as his fortune chances, 
His merit or his vice advances, 
_ If haply he the feét purfues, 
‘That read and comment upon news; 
He takes up their myfterious face ; 
He drinks his coffee without lace ; 
This week his mimic tongue runs o’er 
‘What they have faid the weck before ; 
His wifdom fets all Europe right, 
And teaches Marlborough when to fight. 
Or ifit be his fateto meet : 
With folks who have more ‘wealth than wit; 
He loves cheap port, and double bubs 
And fettles in the Hum-drum club: 
He fearns how flocks wiil fail or rile; 
Holds poverty the greatéft vice; 
Thinks wit the hatte of converfasion ; 
And fays thachcarning fpoils a nation. 
But if, at firtt, he minds his hits, 
And drinks champaign among the witss 
Five deep he toatls the towering lafles ; 
Repeats you verfes wrote on gla: 
Js in the chair; ‘preferibes the jaw ; 
And lics with thofe he never faw. 











MERRY ANDREW, 


Cat Barthol mew be did not much appear, 


Sty Merry Andrew, the laft Soushwark fair 
So peevith was the edict of the mayor) ; ‘ 





419 
At Southwark, therefore, as his tricks he fhow’d, 
‘Yo picafe our maftcrs, and his friends the crowds 
A buge neat’s-tongue he in his right-hand held, 
His left was with a good black-pudding fill’d, 
With a grave look, in this odd equipage, 

‘The clownith mimic traverfes the flage. 

Why how now, Andrew! erie his brother droll ; 
‘To-day’s conceit, methinks, is fomething dull : 
Come on, fir, to aur worthy frietids explain, 
What dees your emblematic worfhip mean ? 
Quoth Andrew, honeft Englith let us fpeak : 
Your embie (what d’ye call ’t) is heathen Greeks 
‘Yo tongue or pudding thou haft no pretence ; 
Learning thy talent is, but is fenfe, 

‘That bufy fool I was, which thou art now ; 
Defirous to correct, not knowing how; oe 

With very good defign, but little wit, 

Blaming or praifiug things, as I thought fie, 

Lfor this conda& had what I deferv’d; - 

And, dealing honeftly, was almoft itarv’d. 

But, thanks to my indalgent ftars, 1 eat ; 

Since I-have found the fecret to be great. 

O, deareft Andrew, fays the humble drolf, 
Henceforth may I obey, and thou control ; 
Provided theu intpart thy ufeful fkillL— 

Bow then, fays Andtew ; and, for once, I will. 
Be of your patron's mind, whate’er he faya ; 
Sleep very much;. think little; and taik Jefe; 
Mind neither good nor, Hod poe right nor wrong ; 





But eat your pudding, flav your tongue, 
A reverend flopt his coach and fix,” 
To laugh a little at our Andrew’s tricks, 


But, when he heard him give this golden rale, 
Drive on (he cried) ; this fellow is no-fool, 





A SIMILE, 


Dear Thomas, didft thou never pop 
‘Thy head into a tinmau’s fhop? 
There, Thomas, didft thou never fee 
C’Tis but by way of fimile) = 
A {quirrel {pend his little rage, 
In jumping round 2 rolling cage ; 
The cage, as either fide turn'd up, 
Striking a ring of bells at top ?— 
Movy'd in the orb, pleas’d with the chimes” 
The footith creature thinks he clinbs : 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 
So fares it with thofe merry blades, 
That frifk it under Pindus’ fhades, 
In noble fong, and lofty odes, ye 
They tread on ftars, and talk with gods ; 
Stil dancing in,au airy round, 
Still pleas'd with their own verfes’ found; 
Brought back, how fatt foe’er they go, ° 4 
Always alpiring, always low, 





7 eee 
THE FLIES. 


Sax, fire of infedts, mighty Sol, 
(A Ay apor the chariot-pole 


ajo 


Crics out) what blue-hottle alive 
Did ever with fuch fury drive? 
‘Tell, Beetzcbub, gredt father, tell, 
(Says t'other, perch'd upon the wheel) 
Did ever any mortal fly 
Raife fuch a cloud of dut asI? 

My judgment turn’d the whole debate : 
‘My velour fa¢'d the finking ftate, 
So'taik two idle buzzing things; 
‘Tofs up their heads, and ftretch their wings. 
But, let the truth ta light. be brought, 
‘This neither fpoke, nor ¢’other fought : 
‘No merit in their own behaviour: 
Both rais'd, but by their party's favour, 





A PARAPHRASE FROM THE FRENCH. 


In grey-hair'd Celia’s wither'd arms 
‘As mighty, Lewis lay, © 

She cry'd, “ If I have any charms, 
My deareft, let's away ! 

For you, my Jove, isall my fear, 
Hark how the drunis do rattle 5 

, Alas, fir! what thoutd -yos do here 

In dreadful day of battle ? 

Let little Orange ftay and fight, 
For danger’s his diverfion ; 

‘The wife will think you in the right, 

_ Net to exprfe your perfon + 

Nor vex your thoughts how to repair 
The ruins of your glory : 

You ought to leave fo mean a care 
To thpfe who pen your ftory. 

Are not Boileau and Corneille paid 
For panegyric writing 

‘They know how herces may be made, 
Without the help of fighting. 

‘When foes tog faucily approach, 
’Tis beft to Jeave them fairly ; 

Pot fiz good horfesin your coach, 
And-carry mé to Marly. 

Let Bouflers, to feeute your fame, 
Go take fome town, or buy it ; 
‘Whilft you, great fir, at Noftredame, 

Te Deum fing in quiet!” 





ah 
FROM THE GREEK, 


@reav Bacchus, born in thanderand in fire, 
By native heat afferts his dreadful fire. ~ 
Nourith’d vear thady rills and cooling ftreams, 
He to the nymphs avows his amorous flames, 
‘To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 
‘The moral ays; mix water with your wine, 





EPIGRAM. 


FRanx carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats; 
We ears more than fix, and drinks more than he 
ents. 


THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


Quicken his fentes, or reftrain his hand ; 


Four pipes after dinner he conftantly fmokes ; 
And feafons his whiff with impertinent jokes. 
Yet fighiug, he fays, we muft certainly break ; 
aind my cruel unkindnels compels him to {peak i 
For of late { invite him—but four times a weck. 


ANOTHER, 


To John f ow'd great-obligation 3 

But John unhappily thought fit . 
To publifh it to all the nation: - 

Sure John and I are more than quit. 





ANOTHER. 


Yes, every poet is a fool, 
By demonftration Ned can fhow it. 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 
Prove every fcol to be a poct. 








Try nags, the leancft things alive t 

_ So very hard thou lov’ft to drive 3 

Theard thy anxiouscoachman fay, - 
Ic coft thee more in whips than hay. 


TO A PERSON WHO WROTE ILL, AND 
SPOKE WORSE AGAINST :ME. 


ae uF 
Lre, Philo, untouch'd, of mig perceable thelf ; 
Nor take-it amils, that fo little I heed thee 
I've no envy-to thee, and-fome love to myfelfs 
Then why fhould I anfwer; fince firft ‘I muft 
read thee? 


Drunk with Helicon’s waters and double-brew’d 
Be a linguift, a poet, a critic, a wag; {bub, 
To the folid delight of thy well-judging club, 
To the damage alone of thy bookleller Brag. 


Purfue me with fatire: what harm is there in’t? 
But from all viza voce reflection forbear : 
There can be no dagger from what thou fhalt 
print : [{wear, 
There may be a little from what thou may’ 


ON THE SAME PERSON. 


Wante, fafter than his coftive brain indites, 
Philo’s quick hand in flowing letters writes: 
His cafe appears to me like honeft Teague's, 
When he wasrup away with by his lege. 


Phoebus, give Philo o’er himfelf command ; 


FQOEM Ss. 


Let him be Kept from paper, pen, and ink : 
So may-he ceale te write, and earn to think. 





* QUID SIT FUFURUM CRAS FUGE 
QUERERE—" 

Fon what to-morrow fhall difclofe 

May fpoil what you to-night propofe : 

England may change; or Cloc fray: 

Love and life are for to-day. 





A BALLAD 
or THE 
NOTBROWNE MAYDE. 


WRITTEN THRES HUNDRED YEARS SINCE, 


A. 
Be it ryght, or wrong, thefe men among on wo- 
men do complayne 5 {vayne, 
Affyrmyngé this, how that it isa labour {pent in 
‘To love them wele ; for never a dele they love a 
man agayne ¢ {attayne, 
Por late aman do what he can, theyr favour to 
Yet, yfa newe do them purfue, theyr fyrft trac 
lover than” 7 
Laboureth for nought s fot'from her thought he 
is a banyfhed man. 


1 fay mat, nay, but that all day it is bothe writ and 
fayd, {decayed : 

"That womers fayth is, as who faych, all urterly 

But, nevertheleffe, ryght good wytneffe in this 
cafe might be layed, 

"That they love true, and continie; record the 
notbrowne mayde; 

Which, when her love came, her to prove, to her 
to make his mone, 

Wolde nat depart; for in hes hart fhe loved but 
hymn alone. 


‘Than betwayne us hte us dyfcus what was ail the 
mancre 

Betwayne them twos we wy/l alfo tell all the 
payne, and fere 

"That fhe was in: nowe [ begyn, fo that ye me 
anfwere ;— {an ere :—- 

Wherfore, all ye, that prefent he, f pray you:yve 

Tam the knyght; Fcome by myght, as fecret as f 
cams {nythed man. 

Sayinge, Alas, thus ftandeth the cafe; Fama ba- 


B. 
And { your wyll for to fulfyi in this wyll nat re. 
fufe ; {an ylh ufe 
‘Troftyng to thewe in wordes fewe, that men have 
(To theye own fhame) women to blame, and 
caufeleffe them accufe ¢ feufe — 


‘Therfore to you Fanfwere nowe, al! women to ex- | For I wyll prove, thar 


Myne owne bart dere, with you whar chere? J 
pray yw. tell anone [you aio € 
For, in my mynde, of all maukynde } love but 








ait 


4. 
It ftandeth fo; a dede is do, whereof gréte harme 
fhall growe}> 
My deftiny is for to dy a fhamefull deth, I trow: 
Or elles to fle - the one muft be ; none other way 
I knowe, [my bowe. 
But to withdrawe 23 an outlawe, and take me to 
Wherfore, adue, my owne hart true! none other 
rede { can; Ted man, 
For I muff to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfh- 
B. 


© Lorde, what jethis worldys bly ffe, that chaung- 
eth as the mone! {none, 

The fomers day in tafty May is derked before the 

Lhere you fay, farewell, nay, nay, we depart not 
fo fone : ; 7 

Why fay ye fo? wheder wyll ye go : alas, what 
have ye done? . 

All my welfare to forowe and care fholde chaunge, 
yfye were gone; | 

For, in my mynde, of all nyankynde 1 love but 
you alone. ° 


A. 
I can beleve;it fhatt yon greve, and fumewhat you 
dyftrayne ; 
But, aftyrwarde, your paynes harde within a day 
or twayne 
Shall fone aflake ; and ye fhall take comfort to you 
agayne, 
Why fholde ye ought ? for, to make thought, your 
labour were in vayne. 
And thus Udo; and pray you to, as hartely as [ 
can; 4 [ed man. * 
For I muft to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfh- 
B. 


Now, fyth that ye have fhewed to me the fecret 
of your mynde, [fyndes 

I fhalf be playne to you agayne, lyke as ye fhall me 

Syth it is fo that ye wyll go, I wolle not leve bow 
hynde; 

Shall it never be fayd, the notbrowne mayd wad 
to her love unkynde : “[anone 5 

Make you redy'; for fo am [, although it were 

For, in my nuynde, of all mankynde Hove bat you 

ne. 


4. . 2 
Yet I you rede to'ttke good hede what mee wyll 
thynke and fay : : ole 
Of yonge and olde it fhall.be tolde, that ye be 
gone away: fro play ¢ 
Your wanton wyll for to fulfill, in grene wode you 
And chat ye myght from your -delyghr: no lenger * 
make delay : eo toh 
Rather than ye fholde thus for me .bg called an 
yll womaa, : {ed man. 
Yet wolde I to the grene wode go;atone, a banyth- 
B 


Though it be fonge of olde and -yonge, that I 
fhould be, to blame, 

Theyrs be the charge that [jeke fo large in hurt- 
yage of try panic: < 

faythfoll love it ts devoyd 
of fhame; 

In your dyftreffe, and hevyneff.,tu part with you, 
‘the fame 5 
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To fhewe all tho that do nat fo, crue lovers are 

‘ they none [you alone. 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I iove but 
A. 


Fcounceyle you, remember howe it is no maydens 
: lawe, - . [an outlawe : 
WNothynge to dout, but to renne out to wode with 
For ye muft there in’your hand bere a bowe, redy 
to-drawe 5. . {and awe; 

‘And, as a thefe, thus:muft you lyve, ever in drede 
Wherby to you grete harme myght growe: yet 
had J lever than, [ed man. 

‘That 1 had to the greae wode' go, alone, a banyth- 

B. 


1 fay stat, nay, but as he fay, it inno maydens lore: 
But love may make me, for your fake, as I have 
fayd before, iG 


‘So come on fote, to hunt, and fhote, to get us mete | 


in ftore;- : {no more : 

For fo ‘that I your company may have, ¥ afke 
.From which to part, it maketh my hart as colde as 
7 ony ftone ; {alone, 

For in my mynde, of all mankynde, I love bat you 


For an outlawe, this is the lawe,—that men hyma 
take and bynde ; [wynde. 
‘Without pyté, hanged to be, and waver with the 
Yf I had neede, (a5 God forbede !) what focours 
coude. ye fynde? [drawe behynde: 


For fothe I trowe, ye and your bowe for fere wolde’ 


And no mervayle ; for‘lytell avayle were in your 

counceyle than: fed man, 

Wherfore I'll to the grene wode go,alone, a banyth- 
B. 


Righsifele knowe ye, that women be but feble for 

fo fyghts [knyght: 

No womanhede it,ia, indede, to he bolde.as a 

‘Vet, in fuch fere yf that ye’ were with enemyes 
__ day and night, 

J wolde withftande, with bow in hande, to helpe 

you with my myght, 

And you to fave; as women have from deth ma- 

_ ny a one; {you alone. 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde } love but 


Yet.take guod hede; for ever I drede that ye coude 
nat fuftayne 

‘The thornie wayes, the depe valeies, the fnowe, 
the frok, the rayne, 

‘The colde, the hete: for, dry, or wete, we muft 
lodge on the playne; {or twayne: 

And, na above, none,other rofe but a brake, buth, 

Which fone fhold greve you, 1 beleve; and ye 
wolde gladly than [ed man. 

‘That I had to the grene wode go, alone, a ‘banyth- 

Bz 


Syth E have here been partynére with you of joy 
“and bye, 

J muft alfo parte of your wo endure, as refon is: 

Yetam I {ure of one plutire; and, thortely, it is 
this,— [fare amyfle. 

"That, where ye be, me femeth, pardé, { coude not 

Without more fpeche, 1 you befcche that we were 

; fhortely gone ; . [you alone. 


For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but 
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4. 
Y¥f ye goo thyder, ye muft cunfider,—whan ye hays 
luk to dyne, 
There fhail no mete, be for to gete, ncyther bere, 
ale, ne wine; a2” fand ewyne 5 
Ne fhetes clene to lye betwene, maden of threde; 
None other houfe, but leves and bowes, tu cover 
your hed and myne : 
O myne hart fwete, this evyll dyéte tholde make 
you pale and wan; (nythed man. 
Wherfore I'll to the gtene wode go, alone, a ba- 


Amonge the wylde dere, fuch an archére as men 

fay that ye be, [plente : 

May ye nat fayle of good vitayle, where is fo gretc 

And water clere of the ryvére fhall be full {wete 
to mes : 

With which in hele 1 thall ryght wele endure, as 

_ ye thal fee: [none ; : 

And, or we go, a bedde or two I can provyde a- 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 


‘ 


alone, « 
: 4 a 
Lo yet, before, ye muft do more, yf ye wyll g 
with me: {the knee: 


Ascut your here above y our ere, your kyrtel above 

With bowe in hande, for to witbftande your ene- 
myes, yf nede bez” 

And, this fame nyght, before day-lyght, to wode- 
warde wyll I fie. . 

Yfthat ye wyill all this full, do it fhortly as ye 
can; {ed man, 


Els wyll I to the grene weds go, alone, a Lanyfhe 


1 thal! as nowe do more for you than Jongeth to 

womanhede ; (of nede :— 
To fhorte my here,a bow to bere, to fhote in tyne 
O my fwete mother, before all otherfor you I have 


moft drede.— owed 
But nowe, adue! I muft enfue where fortune doth 
me lede.—- [faft upon; 


All this make ye: nowe let us fle; the day cometh 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 


alone. 
4. 
Nay, nay, nat fo; ye fhal nat go, and I fhail tell 
you why,— 


Your appetyght is to be lyght of love, I wele efpy : 
For, lyke as ye have fayed to me, in lyke wyfe 
hardeiy [company. 
Ve wolde anfwére, whofoever-it were, in way of 
it is Tayd of olde,—fone hote, fone colde; and fo is 
a woman : {man. 
For ¥ muft to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhed 
B 


YF ye take hede, it is no nede fuch wordes to fay 

by me; pardé : 
For oft ye prayed, and longe effayed, or 1 you loved 
And though that I of aunceftry a baron’s daughter 


s ‘ 

Yet have you proved howe I you loved, 2 fquyer 
of lowe degre; [none; 

And ever fall, wHatfo befall; to dy therefore a- 

For, in my mynde, of all markynde I love but you 
alons. : 


POE 
4. 4 
A baron’s chylde to be begylde! it were a enrfed 
dede: ‘ [bede ! 


To be feliwe with an outliwe! Almighty God for- 
Yea, bettcr were, the pore fquyére alone to foreft 
yede, [dede 
‘Than ye fholde fay another day, that by that curfed 
Yo were hetrayed : wherfore, good mayd, the beft 
rede that Ecan, man. 
Is, that [ao the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhed 
B. 


‘Whatever befall, { never fhall of this thyng you 
uphrayd : {trayed. 

Bue yf ye go, and leve me fo, than have ye me be- 

Remember you wele howe that ye dele ; for, yf ye 
be as ye fayd, 

Ye were unkynde, to leve behynde, your love, the 
not-browne mayd, {gone ; 

"Truft me truly’, that 1 thal dy fone after ye be- 


For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 
Ay 
YE that ye went, ye fholde repent: for in the 
foreft nowe (than you ; 


Ihave purvayed me of a mayd, whom I love more 

Another fayrére than ever ye were, { dere it wele 
avowe} 

And of you bothe eche fholde be wrothe with o- 
ther, aa Ttrowe s [cans 

It were myne ele, to lyve in pefe; fo wyll i, yf f 

‘Wherfore 1 to the wode wyll go, alone, a banyfh- 
ed tar. 


B. 

‘Though in the wode I undyrftode ye had a pares 
mour, 

All this may nought ‘remove my thought, but that 
I will be your :. ‘ 

And fhe fhail fynde me foft, and kynde, and cour- 
teys every hours 

Glad to fulfyll all that fhe wyll commaunde me, to 


. my power . 
Yor had ye, lo, an hundred mo, yet wolde I be 
chat one ; [you alone. 


For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love buc 
A. 


Myne own dere love, I fe the prove that ye be 
kynde and true; 

Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfe, the deft that 
ever I knewe. ° 

Be mery and glad, be no more fad, the cafe is 
chaunged newe 5 

For it were ruthe, that, for your truthe, ye sholde 
have caufe to rewe: . 

Be nat difmayed ; whatfoever I fayd to you, whan 
\ began, 

3 wyll not to the grene wode go, | am no banyfh- 
ed man. 

B. 

Thefe tydings be more gladder to me than to be 
made a quene. : {fene, 

VfL were fure they fhoide endure: but it is often 

Whsn men wyll breke promyfe, they {peke the 
werdes on the fplene : 

Ye fhape fume wyle, me to begyle, and ftele from 
me f wene: 

Vou. VIE 


i 
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‘Than were the cafe worfe than it was, and I more : 
wo-begonc ; {alone. 


“For,in my myade, of all mankyude I love butyou 
A. - 


Ye thall nat nede further to drede ; I will not dyf 
arage -{a Tynages 

You, (God defende !) fyrh you defcend of fo grete 
Nowe underftande—to Weftmarlande, which is 
mayne hepytage, {maryage 

I wylt-you bringe ; and with a rynge, by way of 
1 wyll you take, and lady make, as thortly as E 
can: [cd man. 

Thus have ye won an erlys fon, and not a banysh- 


Here may ye fe, that women be, in love, meke 
kynde, and ftable: 

Late never man reprove them than, «2 +--+ 

But, rather, pray God, that we may to them be 
comfortable, : iy 

Which fometyme proved fuch as he loved, yf chey 
be charytable. 

Forfoth, men wolde that women tholde be meke 
to them ech one; 

Moche more ought they to God obey, and ferve 
but hym alone. . 





HENRY AND EMMA, 
A POEM, 


Upon the Model of the Nut-Brown Maid. 


TO CLOR. Hea. ae 


gon. to whofe eyes I bend, at whofe command 

{Though low my voice, though artlefsbe my hand}: 

I take the {prightly reed, and fing, and play ; 

Carelefs of what the cenfuring world may fay : 

Bright Cloe, object of my conftant vow, 

Wilt thou awhile unbend thy ferious brow ? 

Wilt thou with pleafure hear thy lover’s ftrains, . 

And with one heavenly fiuile o’erpay his pains? ~ 

No longer hall the nut-brown maid be olds" 

‘Though fince her youth three hundred years have = 

roll’ds < 

At thy defire, the thall again be rais'd 5 

And her reviving charms in leftirig verfe be-prais’d, 
No longer man of woman fhall complaio, 

That he may love, and not be lov'd again : 

That we in vain the fickle fex purfue, 

Who chrnge the conitanelover for the new. 

Whatever has been writ, whatever fad, 

Of female paflion feign’d, or faith decay’d : 

Henceforth fhall ia my verfe-refuted ftand, 

Be faid to winds, or writ upon the fand. 

And, while my notes to fature times proclaim 

Unconquer’d love and ever-during flame; 

O faireft of the fext Be thon my mafe : 

Deign on my work thy influence to diffufe. 

Lec me partake the bleflings [ rchearie, 

And grant me, love, the juft reward of verfe # 
As beauty’s potent queen, with every grace 

That once was Emma’s, has adorn’d thy face 5 

He 








‘ 
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And as her fon has to my bofonr dealt 

‘That con.-ant flame, which faithfal Henry felt 

© let the flory with thy life agree : 

det meh once more the bright example fee ; 

‘What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 

Nor, fend me by thy frown from her I love, 

Diftance and fad, a banifh’d man te rove. 

But oh! with pity long-entreated crown 

‘My pains and hopes; and when thou fay'ft that 
— one [alone. 

Of alt mankind thou lov’f, oh! think on me 


‘Wuere beauteous Ifis and her hufband Fame 
‘With mingled waves for ever flow the fame, 
in times of yore an ancient baron liv'd ; 
Great gifts beftow'd, and great refpedt receiv’d. 
When dreadful Edward with fuccefsful care 
Led his free Britons to the Gallic war; 
This l.rd bad headed his appointed bands, 
To firm allegiance to his king’s commands; 
And (ail due honeurs faithfully difcharg’d) 
Had brought back his paternal coat enlarg’d 
‘With a new mark, the witnefs of his toil, 
und tio inglorious part of foreign fpoil. 
From the loud camp retir’d and noify court, 
Jn honourable eafe and rura! sport, 
‘The remnant of his days he tutely paft ; 


+ Nor found they lagg’d too Row, and flew too fall. 








He made his wifh with his eftare comply, 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid co dic. 

One child he had; a daughter chafte and fair, 
His age’s comfort, and his fortune’s heir. 


. They call’d her Eoova; for the beautcous dame, 


Who gave the virgin birth, hid borne the name : 

‘The name th’ indulgent father doubly lov'd; 

For in the child the mother’s charms improv'd. 

‘Yet as, when little round his knees fhe play’d,, 

He cail’d her oft’ in fport his nut-brown maid, 

‘Dhe friends and tenants tovk the fondling word 

(As fill they pleafe, who imirate their lord) ; 

Ufage confirm’d what fancy had begun ; 

“She mutual ternis around the lands were known if 

And Emma and the nut-brown maid were one. 
As with her ftature, ftill her charms increa 

Through dll the ifle her beauty was confefs'd. 

@h.!. what perfections mutt that virgin fhare, 

‘Who faire.- is eiteem'd, where all are fair! 

From diftant shires repair the noble youth, 

#ad find report fox once had leffen’d rruth, 

By wonder firft, and then by paflion mov’d 

They came; they faw; they marvel’d; and they 

lov'd. 
By public praifes, and by fecret fighs, 
Each own’d the general power of Emma's eyes, 








' In tilts and torenaments the valiant ftrove 


By glorious decds to purchafe Emma's love, 
In gentle verfe the witty told their fame, 


' And grae’d their choiceft fongs with Emma’s 


hame, 
In vain they combated, in vain they writ : 
Ufelefs their frength, and imporent their wit. 
Great Vers only muft direct the dart, ig 
Which elfe will mcver reach the fuir-one’s heart, ) 

* Spite pf the attempts of force, and Lofe effects “f 
art, 
- i 
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Great Venus mutt prefer the happy one ! 

In Fenry’s caufe her favour muft be fhewn : i 

AndEmma,of mankind, muft love but him alone. 
While thefe in public to the the caftie came, 


“And by their grandeur juftified their flame ; 


More fecret ways the careful Henry takes ; 
His fqaires, bis arms, and equipage forfakes : 
In borrow’d name and falfe attire array’d, 
Oft’ he finds means to fee the beauteous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntfman’s habit dreft, 
Henry on foot purfues the bounding beatt. 

In his right hand his beechen pole he bears; 
And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 
Still co the glade, where fhe-has bent her way, 
With knowing kill he drives the future prey ; 
Bids her decline the hill, and fhun the brake ; 
And fhows the path her fteed may fufeft takes 
Direéts ber fpear. to fix the glorious wound ; 
Pleas'd in his toils to have her triumph crown'd 
And blows her praifes in no common found. 

A falconer Henry is, when Emma hawks: 
With her of tarfels aud of lures he talks, 

Upon his wrift the towering merlin ftands, 
Praétis’d to rife, and ttoop at her commands, 
And when fuperior now the bird has flown, 
And headlong brought the tumbling quarry dowas 
With humble reverence he accofts the fair, 

And with the honour’d feather decks her hair, 
Yet fll, as from the fportive field fhe goes,’ 

His down-caft eye reveals his inward woes; 

And by his took and fotrow is cxpreft, 

A nobler game purfued than bird or beat. 

A fhepherd now along the plain he roves : 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves, 
The neighbouring fwains around the tirangst 

throng, 
Or to admire, or emulate his fong : 
While wich foft forrow he renews his lays, 
Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praite. 
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“But, foou as Emma's eyes adorn the plain, 


His notes he raifes to @ nobler ftrain, 
With dutiful. refpeét and ftudious fear ; * 
Lett any carelefs found offend her car. | 

A frantic gipfy now, the } wile he haunts, 
And in wild phrafes fpeaks dilfembied wants. 
With the fond niaids in palmiltry he deals: 
They tell the fecret firft, which he reveals ; 
Says who fhall wed, and-who fhall be beguil’d ; 
What groom fhal! get, and {quire amaintain che 

child... : 
But, when bright Emma would her fortune know, 
A foiter look unbends his opening brow ; 
With trembiing awe he gazes on her eye, 
And in foft accents forms the kind reply ; 
‘That the fhail prove as fortunate as fair ; 
And Hymen’s choiceft gifts are all cefeew'd for 
her. a 

Now oft’ had Henry chang’d his fly difgnife, 
Unmark’d by all but besatcous Emima’s eyga: 
Oft’ had found means alone to fee the damey 
a\nd at her feet to breathe his amorous flame ; 
aad oft’ the pangs of abfence. to remove 
By letters, folt interpreters of love: 
Till time and induftry (the mighty two 
“That brisg our wihes nearez te our view} 


PO 


‘Made hitn perceive, that tle inclining fair 
Receiv'’d his vows with no reluctant ear; 

"Phat Venus had confirm’d her equal reign, [pain. 
And dealt to Emima’s heart a fhare of Henry’s 
While Cupid fmil'd, by kind occafion blefs'd, 

And, with the fecret kept, the love increas’d ; 

The amorous youth frequents the filent groves; 

And much he meditates, for much he loves. 

He loves, "tis true; and is belov'’d again: 

Great are his joys: but will they long remain? 

Enuna with finiles receives his pretent flame ; 

Bur, fmiling, will fhe ever be the fame ? 

Beautiful looks are rul’d by fickle minds; 

‘And funmer feas are turn’d by fudden winds, 

Another Jove may gain her eafy youth : 

‘Vime changes thought; and flattery conquers truth. 
© impotent eftate of human fife! 

Where hope and fear maintain cternal ftrife ; 

Where fleeting joy does lafting doubt intpir 

And moft we qyettion, what we moft defire ! 

Amongit thy various gifts, great Heaven, beltow 

Our cup of love unmix’d ; farbear to throw 

Bitter ingrediencs in; nor pall the draught 

With naufeous grief: for our ill-judging thought 

Hardly enjoys the pleafurable tatte ; 

Or deems it not fincere ; or fears it cannot laft. 
With withes rais’d, with jealoufies opprett, 

(Alternate tyrants of the human breaft) 

By one great.trial-he refolves to prove 

"The faith of woman, and the Force of love. 

If fcanning Emma's virtues he may find 

"hat beautcous frame enclofe a fteady mind, 

He'll fix his hope, of future joy fecure ; 

And live a flavetta Hymen’s happy power. 

But if the fair-one, as he fears, is frail; 

If, poivd aright in reafon’s equal {cale, { 

Light Ay her merit, and her faults:prevail ; 

His mind he vows to free from amorous care, } 











The Jatent mifchicf from his heart to tear, 

Refume hia azure arme, and fhine again in war. 
outh of the caltle in a verdant glade 

A fhreading beech extends her friendly thade: 

Here oft’ the nymph his breathing vows had heard ; 

Here oft’ hef filence had her heart declar’d. 

‘As adtive {pring awak'd her infant buds, 

And genial life inform'd the verdant woods ; 

Henry in knots involving Emma’s name, 

Had half express’d and halt conceal’d his fame 

Upon this tree and, as the tender mark 

Grew with the year, and widen’d with the bark, 

Venus had heard the virgin’s foft addrefs, 

"Thar, as the wound, the paffion might increafe. 

As potent naiure shed her kindly fhowers, 

‘And deck’d the various mead with opening flowers, 

Upon thik tree the nymph’s obliging care 

Had left a frequent wreath for Henry’s hair ; 

‘Which as with gay deiight the lover found, 

Pleas’d with his conquett, with her prefent crown’d, 

Glorious through all the plains he oft’ had =f 








And to cach fwain the myflic honour fhown; 
Phe gift ill prais’d, the giver ftill unknown. 
His feeret not the troubled Henry writes: 

"To the known tree the lovely maid unites: 
Imperfeét words and dubious terms exprefs, 
"That untorefecn mifchance diiturb'd his peace ; 
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That he mutt fomething to her ear commend, 
On which her condu& and his life depend. 
Svon as the fair-one had the note receiv’d, 
‘The remnant of the day alone the griev’d: * 
For different this from every former note, 
Which Venus diated, and Henry wrote ; 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear bofom of his nut-brown maid ; 
Which always blefs'd her cyes, and own'd het 
power ; > 
And bid her oft” adieu, yet added more. [laid ; 
Now night advanc’d, The houfe in fleep were 
The nurfe experienc’d, and the prying maid ; 
And,"latt, chat tprite, which does inceffent hauat 
The lover's fteps, the ancient maiden-aunt, 
Vo her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 
With quicken’d pace repairing fore’d delay ; 
For love, fantaftic power, that is ‘afraid 
To ftir abroad till warchfulnefs he laid, : 
Undaunted then o’er cliffs and valleys (trays, _ 
And leads his votaries fafe through pathlels ways,” 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes fhall find 
Where Cupid goes, though he, poor guide! is blind 
‘The maiden firlt arriving, fent her eye 
To aik, if yet its chief delight were nigh: 
With fear and with defire, with joy and pai 
She fees, and runs to mect him on the plain, 
But ob | his fteps proclaim no jover’a hatte: 
On the low ground his fix’ regards are caft; 
His artful bofom heaves diffempled fighs ; 
And tears fuborn’d fall copious from his eyes. 
With eafe, alas! we credit what we loves 
His painted grief does real forrow move 
In the affl@ed fair ; adown her cheek , 
Trickling che genuine tears their current htgak,; 
Attentive ftood the mournful nymph: thé man 
Broke filence firft: the tale alternate ran, 
- “HENRY. ° 
Sincere, O’tell me, hait thou felt a pain, 
Emina, beyond what woman knows to feign ? 
Has thy uncertain bofom ever ftiove 
With the firft rumults of a rea} love ? 
Hait thou now dreaded, and now bleft his {way, 
By turns averfe, and joyful to obey? 
Thy virgin foftnefs hait thou e'er bewail’d; 
As reaton yielded, and as love prevail’d'? 
And wept the potent god’s refiiHefs dart, 
His killing pleafure, his ecttatic finart, ¢ 
And heavenly poifon thril.ing through thy heart? }, 
if fo, with pity view my wretched ftate ; 
At leaft deplore, and then forget my fate: 
To fome more happy knight referve thy charms 5 
By fortune favour’d, and fuecefsful arms : 
And oniy, as the fun’s revolving ray, 
Brings back cach year this melancholy day, 
Permit one figh, and fet apart one tear, 
‘To an abandon’d exile’s endlefs care. 
For me, alas! out-caft of human race, 
Love’s anger only waite, and dire difgrace ; 
For to! thefe hands.in murther are imb: ued 3 
Thefe trembiing feet by juftice are purfued: 
Fate callvaloud, and haftens mc away ; 
A fhamefal death attend- my longer fay} 
And { this night muft iiy from thee and Ive, ~ 
Condemu’d in jonely woods, a banith’d manjte coved © 
Eey $ 























a6 THE WORK 
EMMA 
What is our blifs, that changeth with the moon; 

And day of life, that darkens ere ‘tis noon? 
‘What is true paffion, if unbleft it dies? 

And where is Enma’s joy, if Henry flies? 

¥ love, alas! be pain; the pain t bear 

No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
Ne’er faithful. woman felt, nor falfe one feign’ 
"The Baknes which long have in my bofom reig: 
‘The god of love himfelf inhabits there, 

With ail his ‘rage, and dread, and grief, and care, 
‘His complement of ftores, and total war. 

O! ceafe then coldly to fufpea my love; 

“And let my deed at leaft my faith approve.’ 

Alas! no youth fhall my endearments fhare 

‘Nor day nor night fhall interrupt my care ; 

No future ftory,fhall with truth upbraid 

"The cold indifference of the nut-brown maid ; 

Wor te hard banifhment hall Henry ran; 

‘While carelcfs Emma fleeps on beds of down. 

View me refolv'd, where-e'er thou lead’, to go, 

Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe ; 

For | atteft fair Venus and her fon, 

"That 1, of all mankind, will leve bat thee alone. 
" RENRY, 

Let prudence yet ob{tract thy venturous way ; 
‘And take good heed, what men will think and fay: 
"That beauteous Emma vagrant courfes took; 

‘Her father's houfe and evil life forfook; 
"That, full of youthful blocd, and fond of man, 
She to the wood-lind with an exile ran. 








. Reflect, that leffen’d fame is ne’er regain’d; 


“By the rath young, or the ill-natur’d old : 
o Let every tongue its various cenfures choofe ; 


. Nor from that bufy demon’s reftlels power 


* "Than that this truth fhould to the world be known, 


And virgin honour, once, is always flain’d ; 
“Timely advis'd, the coming evil fhun : 
‘Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 
No'penance can abfolve our guilty fame ; 
‘Nor tears, that wath out fin, can wath ovt fhame. 
Then fly the fad éffects of defperate love; [rove. 
And leave a banith’d man through lonely woods to 
EMMA, 
Let Emma's haplefs cafe be falfely told 


Ab/‘ulve with colénefe, or with fpite accufe: 
Fair teuch at aft her radiant beama will raife ; 
And malice vanguith’d heightens virtue’s praife. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my fight; 

©! let my prefence make thy travels light 5 
And pocent Venus thai! exalt my name ” 

Above the rumours of cenforious fame 3 


Will ever Enima other!grace implore, 


"That 1, of all mankind, have lov'’d but thee alone. 
HENRYs 

But canft thou wield the fword, and bend the 
With active force repel the flurdy foe? — [bow ? 
When the Joud tumult fpeaks the battle nigh, 
And winged deaths in whiftling arrows fly 5 
“Wilt thou, though wounded, yet undaunted ftay, 
Perform thy part, and fhare the dangerous day? 
‘Then, as chy ftrength decays, thy heart will fail, 
"Thy limbs ail trensbling, and thy cheeks all pale ; 
With fruitleis forrow, thou, inglozious maid, 
‘Wile weep thy falety by thy love betray’d : 


S GF PRIOR. 


Then to thy friend, by foes o'er-charg’d, deny 
Thy little nfclefs aid, and coward tly : 
Then wilt thou curfe the chance that made thee 
love 
A banifh’d man, condemn’d in Jonely woods te 
rove. 
EMMA, 

‘With fatal certainty Thaleftris knew 
"Fo fend the arrow from the twanging yew ; 
And, great in arms, and foremoft in the war, 
Bonduca brandifh’d hight the Britith fpear. 

Could thirft of. vengeance and defire of fame 
Excite the female breait with martial flame ? 
And thal not love’s diviner power infpire 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fire ? 

Near thee, miftrud not, conftant {'ll abide, 
And fall, or vanguifh, fighting by thy fide. 
Though ty inferior firength may not allow 
‘That I dhould bear or draw the warrior bow; 
With ready hand 1 will the thaft fupply, 

And jy to fee thy vitor arrows fly. 

Touch’d in the battle by the hoftile reed, 

Should’ ft thou (but Heavertavert it |) thould’Rthou 

bleed ; 

To ftop the wounds, nty fineft lawn I'd tear, 

Wath pees tea#s, and wipe them with my 

Bleft, when my dangers and my toils have fhows 

That [, of all mankind, could love but thee alonc. 
7 HENRY. 

But canft thou, tender maid, canft thou fufiain 
AfMflidive want, or hunger’s prefling pain ? 

Thofe limbs, in lawn and foftef filk array'd, 

From fun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid ; 

Can they bear angry Jove ? can they refit 

‘The parching dog-ftar, and the bleak north-eaft ? 

When, chill'd by adverfe {nows and beating rain, 

We tread with weary fteps the longfome plain ; 

When with hard toil we feek our eveniag food, 

Bertiesand acorns from the neighbouring wood ; 

And find among the cliffe ng ether howfe, 

Bat tie thin covert of fome. gather’d.boughs ; 

Wilt thou sot then reluctant fend thine eye 

Around the dreary waite: and wesping try 

(Though then, alas! that trial be too Jate) 

‘To find thy father’s hofpitable gate, —- ¢ 

And feats, where cafe and plenty brooding fate? 

Thole feats, whence long excluded thou mutt 
mourn; 

That gate, for,ever barr’d to thy return: 

‘Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 

And hate a banith’d man,-condemn’d in weods 
to rove? 




















EMMA. 

Thy rife of fortune did I only wed, 
From its declme determin’d to recede; 
Did 1 but purpofe to embark with thee 
On the forooth furface of a fummer’s fea; 
While gentle Zephyrs play in profperous gales, 
And fortune’s favour fills the {welling fails ; 
But would forfake the thip, and make the fhore, 
When the winds whiftle, and the tempelis roar ? 
No, Henry, no; one facred oath has ued 
Our loves; one deftiny our life fhall guide; , ¢ 
Nor wild nor dcep car common way divide. 
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Thy ear, innr’d to charitable founds 
And pitying Jove, mutt feet the hateful wounds 
Of jeft obfcene and vulgar ribaldry, 

The ill-bred queftion, and the lewd reply; 0: 
Brought by long habitude from bad to worl,” - 
Mutt hear the frequent oath, the direful cure, 
‘That latefk weapon of the wretches’ war, 


‘When from the cave thon rifett with the day, 
"To beat the woods, and roufe the bounding prey 3 
The cave with mofs and branches Pil adorn, 
And cheerful fit, to wait my lord’s return? 

‘And, when thou frequent bring’ht the fmitten deer 
(For-feldom, archers fay, thy arrows err), 
il fetch quick fucl from the neighbouring wood, 
‘And ftrike the fparkling flint, and drefa the food ; 
With humble duty, and officious hatte, 
Vilcull the Lurthed peed for thy repaft; 
The choicelt herb#t to thy-board will bring, 
‘And draw thy wits from the frefheft {pring = 
‘And, when at night with weary toil opprelt, 
Soft flumbers thou enjoy’ft, and wholefome ret; 
Watchful Pil guard thee,and with midnight prayer 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their care; 
And joyous ai, at morn’s returning ray, 
UE thou haft health, and I may blefs the. day. 
‘My thoughts fhall fix, my lateft with depend, 
Qn thee, guide, guardian, kinfman, father, friend 
By all thefe facred names be Henry known 
"To Eruma's heart ; and grateful let him own 
"That the, of oll mankind, ‘could leve: but him 

alone ! 

BENRY. 

Vainly thov tell’ me, what the woman's care 
Shall in the wildaefs of the wood prepare + 
Thou, ere thou goeft, unhappieft of thy kind, 
‘Mult leave the habit and the fex behind. 

No longer fhall thy comely trefles break 

In flowing ringlets on thy fnowy neck ; 

Or fit bchind thy head, an ample round, 

Jn graceful braids with various ribbon bound 
No longer that the bodice aptly lac’d, 

¥rom thy fall bofom to thy flender wait, 

"phat air and harmony of fhape exprefe, 

Fine by degrees, and beautifully lets + 

Nor fhall thy lower garmegits artful plait, 

From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 

‘Arm their chafte beauties with a modeft pride, 
‘And double every charm they feck to hide. 

Th’ ambrofial plenty of thy fhining air, 

Cropt off and loft, fcarce lower than thy ear 

Shall ftand uncouth : a horfeman’s coat fhalt hide 
‘yhy taper fhape, and comelinefs of fide : 

‘The fhort trunk-hofe fhall thew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-fight frees 

And, with a bolder ftride and loofer' air, 
‘Mingled with men, a man thou muft appear, 

Nor folitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miftaken maid, thal thou in forefts find : 

"Vis long fince Cynthia and her train were there, 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 
Vagrants and outlaws fhall offend thy view: 
Yor fach muft be my friends, a hideous crew 
By adverfe fortune mix'd in focial ill, 

‘Train’d to affault, and difciptin’d to kill: 
*Fheit common loves, a lewd abandon’d pack, 
‘The beadle’s lath till flagrant on their back : 
By floth corrupted, by diforder fed, 

Made bold Ly want, and proftitute for bread : 
With fuch muft Emma hunt the tedious day, 
Aft their violence, and divide their prey : 
Avith fuch fhe moft return at fetting light, 
‘Though not partaker, witacls of their night.! 





ake 


Aad biafphemy, fad comrade of defpair. 
New, Enima, now the lat refiedion make, 

What thou would'ft follow, what thou mutt for< 
fake: 

By our ill-omen’d ftars, and adverfe heaven, 

No middle obje@ to thy choice is given. 

Or yield thy virtne, to attain thy love; a 

Or leave a banifh’d man, condemn’d in woods te. 
Teve. ». “, 4 





EMMA 

O'gtief of heart! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to fuffer what thy honour hates: 
Mix thee amtongit the bad; or make thee run.” 
Too-near the pathe which virtue bids thee. thune: 
Yet with:her Henry fill let Emma go; ~ 
With him abhor. the vice, but fhare the woes" 
And fure-my litthe-beart can never errt : 


-Amidit the worft, if Henry fill be there. 


Our outward a is prompted fram within ; 
And from the finner’s mind proceeds the fins 
By her own choice free virtue is approv’d; 
Nor by the force of outward objects saov'd. 
‘Who has affay’d no danger, gains no praife. 

In a fall ide, amidftithe widelt feas, * 
Triumphant conftancy has fit’d her feat : 

In vain the Syrens fing, the tempets beat : 
‘Their flattery the-rejeéts, nor fears ehpir threat, 

For thee alane thefetittie charms. £ Bret ¢ 
Condemn’d thein,ige abfely'd them by thy teft. 
io comely figure rang’d.my jewels fhone, | 
Or negligently plac’d for thée alone : 
Forthee again they fhatl BR laid afice; 

The woman, Henry, fhatt put off her pride 
For thes remy clothes; my Sex, exchang’d for 
« theey. - 

I'll mingle-with the people's wretched lee; 
O line extreme of human infamy ! 
Wanting the feiffors, with thefe hands I'll tear. 
(If that obftructs my flight) this load of haix, 
Black foot, or yellow walnut, fhall difgrace - sorte 
This little red and white of Emma’stace. 5 
Thefe nails with fcratches hall deform’ my- 

breat, ~ aE 
Left by my look or colour be exprefi'd)<. - - 
"The mark of aught high-born, or, ever-better 
drefs'd. tee: 
Yet in this commerce, under this'@ifguife, 
Let me be grateful {till to Henry's eyes ; : 
Loft to the world, ler me to bit bie‘known : g 





My fate-t can abfolve, if he fhalkown 
‘That, leaving all mapkind, 1 Yove but him alone. 
a i) BENRY.. 

O wildeft thought'of an abandon’d mind? 
Name, habit, perents, woman, left behind, : 
Ev’n honour dubious, thou preferr'ft to ga 
Wild to the woods with me: {aid Kinma fa? 
Or did I dreany what En:na never faid t | 
O guilty error, and O wretched maid} 

Be ij 
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Whole roving fancy would refolve the fame Of youth and beauty : I another faw 
» With him, who next fhould tempt her eafy fame; Fairer and younger: yielding to the Jaw 
























t ‘And-blow with empty words the fufceptible OF our alt-ruling mother, I purfued 
a flame. More youth, more beauty ; blett viciffitude ! 
Now why fheuld dopbtful terms thy mind perplex - | My aétive heart fill kreps.its priftine flame ; 
Confefs thy frailty, and avow the fex: The obje@ alter’, the defire the fame. 
No longer loofe defire for corflant loye [to rove. This younger, fairer, pleads hes ightful charms; 
Milteke; but fay, ‘tis man with whom thon leng’it | With prefent power compels me to her arms. 
: . EMMA, And much 1 tear, from my fubje&ed mind 
5 Are there not_poifons, racks, and flames, and | (1¢ deauty’s force to conftaiitgove can bind), 
: Swords, ‘That years may roll ere bf heffucn the maid 
‘That Emma thus muft die by Henry's words? Shall weep the fury of my lov Mecay’d; 
‘Yee what could fwords or poifon, racks or fame, And weeping follow me, as thou duft now, 
, But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame! With idle clamours of a broken vow. 
More fatal Heury’s words; they murder Enr. Nor can thé witduefs of thy withes err 
. ma’s fame. So wide, to hope that thou may’tt live with her.] 

And fall thefe fayings from that gentle tongue, | Love, well thou know'tt, no partuerfhip allows: 
‘Where civil {peech and foft perfuafion hung; Cupid averfe rejedts divided vows : 

“Whofe artful fweetnefa and harmonicns ftrain, Then fren: thy foolith heart, vain maid, remove 
. Courting my grace, yet courting it-in vain, 4n ulelcts forrow, and anilleflarr’d lave ; 

Call'd fighs, and tears, aud w iihes, to its aid; And leave me, with thé fair, at Jarge in woods 

And, whilft it Henry's glowing flame convey’d, é to rove. : 

Still blam’d the coldnefs of the nutebrown maid ? EMMA. 

Let crvious jealouly and: canker’d fpite Are we in life through one great error led? 
Produce my actions to {everett lighe, -{ $3 each man perjur’d, and each nymph betray’d ? 
And tax my open day, or fecret night. Of the fuperior fex art thou the wort? 

Did e’er my tongue {peak my unguarded heart Am I of mine the moft comyletely curft ? 
“the leaft inclin’d to play the wancon’s part? Yer let me go with thee: and ging prove, 
Did e’er my eye one inward thought reyeal, ‘From what I will endure, how much | love, 
‘Which angeis might not hear, and virgins tell ! This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 
» And haft thou, Henry, in my condiet known This happy obje@ of our different care, 
Qne fault, but that Which [ moft never own, Her let me follow; her let me attend 
‘bat 1, of all mankind, have loy’d but thee A fervant (the may fedrn the name of friend), 
alone ? What the demands, inceflant Vil prepare s 
é F FENRY. Vil weave her garlands; and Wil plait her hairs 
¢*Vainly thou talk’R of loving te alone: My bufy diligence thall deck her buard 
Fach man is man; and all our {ex is one. (Hor there at lealt Umay approach my lord); 
Falfe are our words, and fickle is our mind : And, when her Henry's fotter hours advife 
Nor in love's ritual can we ever find His fervant’s abfence, with dejected eyes 

ows made ta left, or promifes to bind. Far VH recede, and fighs forbid to rite. ) 

By nature prompted, and for ctapire made, Yet, when increafing grief brings flow difeafe ; 

like by ftrength or cunning we invade: | And ebbing life, on terms fevere as thefe, 

(then arm'd with rage we march againft the foe, | Will have its Little lamp no longer fed ; 

§ We lift the battle-axe, and draw the bow: When Henry's miftrefs fhows him Emma dead + 
eWhen, fir’d with paflion; we attack the fair, Refcue my poor remains from vile negledts~ 
Delofive fighs and brittle vows we bear; With virgin honours Jet my hearfe be deckt, 
f falfehood and our arms have equal ufe ; And descent en:blem; and at leat perfuade 
gAe.they our conqueft or delight produce. This happy uymph, that Emma may be laid 
‘The foolith heart thou gav'lt, again receive, Where thou, dear author of my death, where fhe, 
“the only boon departing love can give. With frequent eye my fepulchre may fee. 
To be lefs wretched, be no longer true; ‘The nymph amidfl her joys may haply breathe 
What firives to fly thee, why fhould’f thou One pions figh, reflecting on my death, 
purfre ? And the fad Rte which the may one day prove, 
Forget the prefent flame, indulge anew; Who hopes from Henry’s vows eternal love. 
Single the lovelieft of the amorons youths And thou forfworn, thou cruel, as thou art, 
Afk tor his vow; but hope not for his truth, If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart ; 


“Fhe next nian (and the next thou fhalt believe) Thou ture aft give one thought, and drop one 
Wil pawn bis gods, intending to deceive 5 ‘ tear , 
‘Will kneel, implore, per fift, »’ercome, and leave. To her, whom love abandon’d to defpair ; 
Hence let thy Cupid aim bis arrows right 5 To her, who, dying, on the wounded Rone 
Be wife and falie, thun trouble, feek delight; ; Bid it in lafting chara@ers be known, 
Change thou the firk, nor wait thy lover’s flight, That, of mankind, the lov’d but thee alone. 
© Why thoulé’tt thon weep? Ict nature judge car HENRY. is 

+ eae: e Hear, fulcmn Jove; and confcicus Venus, hear ; 
Lfaw thee young and fair; purfaed the chafe And thoy, bright maid, belicve me whilit Liwenr; 


Po 
‘No time, no change, no feture flame, fhall move 
"The well-plac’d bafis of my Jafing love. 
© powerful virtue! O victorious fair! 
At leat excufe a trial too fevere: t 
‘Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 
No banifh’d man, condemn’d in woods to rove, 
Entreats thy pardon, and implores thy love : 
No perjur'd knight defires co quit thy arms, 
Faireft collection of thy fex’s charths, 
Crown of my love, and hcnour of my youth! 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 
‘As thou may’ft with, fhall all his life employ, 
‘And found his glory in his Emma’s joy. 
in me behold the potert Edgar’s heir, 
Wuftrious eart ; him terrible in wat 
Let Loyre confefs, for the has felt his fword, 
‘And trembling fled before the Britith lord, 
Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows; 
For the amidft his fpacious meadows flows ; 
Inclines her urn upon his fatten’d lands ; 
‘And fees his numerous herds imprint her fands. 
‘And thou, my fair, my dove, fhalt raife thy 
thought ° 
To grearnets next to empire: fhalt be brought 
‘With folemn pomp to my paternal feat; 
‘Where peace and plenty on thy word fhall wait. 
Mufic and fong fhall wake the marriage-day : 
‘And, whilft the priefts accufe the bride’s delay, 
Myrtles and rofes thall obftruét her way. 
Friendthip fhall ftill thy evening feafts adorn ; 
And blovming peace fhall ever blefs thy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy race fhall run, 
And age unheeded by delight come on: 
‘While yet fuperior love shall mock his power : 
‘And when old time thail curn the fated hour, 
Which only can our well-tied knot unfold ; 
What refts of both, one fepulchre fhall hold, 
Hence then for ever from my Emma’s breaft 
(That heaven of foftnefs, and thar feat of reft) 
Ye doubtsand fears, ang all that know to move 
‘Yormenting grief, and all that trouble love, 
Scatter’d by winds recede, and wild in forefts 
roves 


EMMA. 
© day the faireft fure that ever rofe ! 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes! 
Sire of her joy, and fource of her delight ; 
©. wing’d with pleafure, take thy happy ight, 
And give cach future morn a tinéture of thy 
white. 
‘Yet tell thy votary, potent queen of love, 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove 2 
Will he be ever kind, and jaft, and good ? 
And is there yet no miftreis in the wood 2 
None, none there is; the thought was rafb and 
vain 5 
A falfe idea, and a fancy’d pain. 
Doubr thall tor ever quit my ftrengthen’d heart, 
‘And anxious jealoufy’s correding smart 5 
Nor other inmate shall inhabit there, 
But futt belief, young joy, and pleating care, 
Hence let the tides of plenty ebb aid flow, 
‘And-fortuné’s various gale unheeded blow, 
fect the fappliant goddeis Rands, 
per treature with unweary’d hands 5 





EM & 
Her prefent favour cautious Pl embrace, 
| Aad not unthankful ufe the proffer’d grace: 
If he reclaims the temporary boon, 
‘And tries her pinions, Auttering to be gone 5 






























Secure of mind, I’ll obviate her intent, 
And unconcern’d return the goods fhe lent. 
Nor happinefs can I, ner mifery feel, 
From any turn of her fantaftic wheel 
Friendfhip’s great laws, and love’s fuperior powers, 
Muft mark the colour of my future hours. 
From the events which thy commands create 
1 moft my bieffings or my Lorrows date ; t 
And Henry’s will mug digtate Emma’s fate. 
Yet white with clofe delight and inward pride 
(Which from the world my careful foul hall hide} 
f fee thee, lord and end of my defire, 
Exalted high a« virtue can require 5 
With power invefted, and with pleafure cheer’ds 
Sought by the good, by the oppreffor fear’d 
Loaded and, bleft with all the afficent ftore, 
| Which human vows at fmoking shrines implores 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 
My life fubfervient ogly to thy joys 
‘And at my death to blefs thy kindnefs thown 
To her, who of mankind could love but thee alone. 
While thus the conftant pair alternate faid, 
Joyful above them and around them play’. ... 
‘Angels and fportive loves, a numerous crews 
Smiling they clapt their wings,arid low they bow'd =: 
They tumbled all theic litle quivérs o'er, ‘ 
To choofe propitious fhafts, a precious fore; 
That, when their god thauld take his future dart 
To ftrike (howerer rarely) confeatit hearts, : 
His happy Skill might proper arms employ,” 
Ali tipt with pleafure and all wing’d Nah pase 
And thofe, they vow'd, whofe lives thould iniitate . 
Thefe lovers’ conftancy, fhould hare their fate. 
The queen of beanty ftopt. ber bridled doves; 
Approv’d the little labour of the Loves; cae 
Was proyd and pleas’d the mutual vow to hear ; 
And to tke triumph call’d the god of war: : 
Soon as fhe calle, the god is alwayé near, ‘ 
Now, Mars, the faid. let fame exalt her voice a 
Nor Jet thy conquefts only be her choice Aso 
But, when fhe fings great Edward from the field"y!: 
Return’d, the hoftite fpear and captive thield ~ (j 
In concord’s temple hung, and Gallia taughs to4 
yield; - Bois 
And when, as prudent Saturn fhalt complete 
The years defign’d to perfe& ‘Brithin's fate, 
The fwift-wing’d power fha)l take’her trump.again, 
To fing her favourite Aana’s wondrous reign, 
To recolle@ unweary'’d Marlbotough’s toils, 
Old Rufus’ hall unequal to his fj ils s 
‘The Britith foldier from his high command 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquifh’d by his hands 
Let her at leaft perform what I defire 5 
‘With fecond breath the vocal brafs infpire 5 
And tell the nations, in rio vulgar ftrain, 
‘What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
And, when thy tumults and thy fights are paft; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are cat; 
Faichfel may’ft thou, like Britith Henry, prove : 
And, Emmaclike, let me return thy love. 
Ee ij 
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449, 
Renown’d for truth, let all thy fons appear; 
Aod conftant beauty thall reward their care. 
Mars fmil’d, and how'd: the Cyprian deity 
"Turn’d to the glorious ruler of the ficy 5 
And thou, the fmiling faid, great God of days 
. And verfe, behold my deed, and fing my praife; 
As on the Britifh earch, my favourite ifle, 
Thy gentle rays and kindeft influence fmile, 
“*¥hrough all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
Prcclaim with joy thefe memorable loves. 
.: From every annual courfe let one great day 
‘To celebrated {ports and floral play 
Be fet afide ; and, in the fofteft Jays 
Of thy poetic fons, be folenin praife 
And everlafting marks of honour paid 
‘To the true lover, and the nut-brown maid. 





AN OD, 
RUMBLY INSCRIBED TO THE QUEEN, 
{On the glorious fuecefs of ber Majefy's Arms, 1706. 
WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF SPENSER’S STYLE. 


« Te non paventis funera Gallix, 
& Duraeque sellus audit theria ; 
“ Te cade gaudentes sicambri 
_* Compofitis venerautur armis.” Hor. 


PREFACE, 


Wuern 1 firft thought of. writing upon this occa~ 
™ fion, 1 found the ideas fo great and numerous, that 
_ Fjudged them more proper for the warmth of an 
. ,ode, than for any other fort of poetry : 1 therefore 
~ fet Horace before me for a pattern, and particu- 

larly his famous ode, the fourth of the fourth 

book, : 


 Qualem miniftrum. fulminis alitem,” &c. 


which he wrote in praife of Drufus.after his expe~ 
dition into Germany, and of Auguftus vpon his 
happy choice of that general. And in the fol- 
lowing poem, though I have endeavoured to imi- 
tate all the great ftrokes of that ode, I have taken 
the liberty to go off from it, and to add varioufly, 
as the fubje@t and my own imagination carried me. 
As to the ftyle, the choice 1 made of following the 
ode in Latin, determined me in Englifh to the 
ftanza; and herein it was impoffible not to have a 
’ mind'to follow our great countryman Spenfer ; 
Which I have done (as well at leaft as 1 could) in 
the manner of my expreflion, and the turn of my 
number: having only added one verfe to his 
ftanza, which { thought made the number more 
harmonious; and avoided fuch of his words as I 
found too obfolete. I have, however, retained 
fome few of them, to make the colouring look 
more like Spenfer’s. Bebe, comraand ; band, ar- 
my 5 prowe/ dtrength ; £ weet, know; | aween, 
+ think ; «whilom, heretofore ; and two or three more 
of that kind, which I hope the ladies will pardon 
ihe, and not judge my mufe lefs haudfome, thovgh 
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for once fhe appears in a farthingale. 1 Rave aifa 
in Spenfer’s manner, ufed Czfar for the empcror, 
Boya for Bavaria, Bavara for that prince, Ifter for 
Danube, Iberia for Spain, &c. 

‘That noble part of the ode which I juft now 
mentioned, 


“ Gens, qua cremato fortis ab Tia 
« Jadtata Tufcis equoribus, &c. * 


where Horace praifca the Romans as being de~ 
feended from HEneas, I have turned to the honour 
of the Britifh nation, defcended from Brute, like- 
wile a Trojan. That this Brute, fourth or fifth 
from 7Eneas, fettled in England, and built Lon- 
don, whichis called Troja Nova, or Troynovante, 
is a ftory which (1 think) ewes its original, if not 
to Geoflry of Monmouth, at leaft to the Monkifli 
writers; yet it not’ reje&ted by our great Cam~ 
den; and is told by Milton, as if (at leaf}) he was 
pleafed with it, though poffibly he does not believe 
it: however, it carries a poetical authority, which 
is fufficient for our purpofe. It is.as certain that 
Brute came into Fnyland, as that AEneas went into. 
Itaiy; and, wpon the fuppofition of thefe facts, 
Virgil wrote the bell poem thst the world ever 
read, ait Spenfer paid Queen Elizabeth the great- 
ef compliment. ~ B 

T need not obviate one piece of criticifm, that, i 
bring my hero 


“ From burning Troy,and Xanthusred with blood: 


whereas he was not born when that city was dea 
ftroyed, Virgil, in the cafe of his own /ineas re+ 
Jating to Dido, will ftand aq a fufficient proot, 
that a man in his poetical capacity js not-account- 
able for a little fault in chrotiology. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spenfer, 
in many things refemble each other: both have a 
height of imagitiation, and a majefly of expreffion, 
in defcribing the {up}ime ; and both know to tem- 
per thofe talcats, and fweeten the defcription, fo 
asto make it lovely as well as pompous: both 
have equally that agreeable manner of mixing 
morality with their flory, and that Curicfa Fi 
tas in the choice of their dition, which evi 
writer aims at, and fo very few have reached: 
both are particularly five in their images, and 
knowing in their numbers. Leaving therefore 
our two mafters to the confideration and ftudy of 
thofe who defign to excel in poetry, I only beg 
leave to add, that it’is long fince | have (or at leat 
ought to have) quitted Parnaffus, and all the 
flowery roads on that fide the country; though £ 
thought myfelf indifpenfably obliged, upon the 
prefent occafion, to take a little journey into thole 
parte. 










1 

Wurn great Auguftus govern’d ancient-Rome, 
And fent his conquering bends to foreign wars 3 
Abroad when dreaded, and belav'd at home, 
He faw his fame increaficg with his years 3 


POE 


Horace, great bard! {fo fate ordain’d) arofe, 
2nd, bold as were his countrymen in fighr, 
Snatch’d their fair adtions from degrading profe, 
‘And fer their battles in eternal fight = 

Riigh as fheir trampets tune his lyre he ftrung, 
‘And with his prince’s arms he moraliz’d his fong. 


his 


When bright Eliza rul’d Britanaia’s ftate, 
‘Widely diftributing her high commands, 
‘And boldly wife, and fortanately great, 


Frecd the glad nations 


from tyrannic bands 5 


An cqual genius was in Spenfer found ; 


"Yo the high theme he 


match’d his noble lays: 


He trevel’d England o'er on fairy ground, 
in myftic notes to fing his monarch’s praile: 


Reciting wondrous tru 


ths in pleafing dreams, 


He difek’d Bliza’s head with Gloriana’s beams. 


But, greateft Anna! 


ML 
while thy arms purfue 


PatBp of renown, and climb afcents of fame, 
a Which nor Auguftus, nor Eliza knew ; 
~ Xia poet fhall be found to fing thy name ? 


‘What numbers shall re 


cord, what tongue Shall fay, 


*\hy wars on Jand, thy triumphs on the main? 
© faireft model of imperial {way * 
What equal pen fhall write thy wondrous reign ? 


‘Who fhall attempts and feats of arms rehearfe, 


Nor yet by ftory told, 


nor parallel'd by verfe ? 


Iv. 

‘Me all too mean for fuch a tafk I weet 
Yet, if the fovereign lady deigns to {mile, 
Vl follow Horace with impetuous heat, 

‘And clothe the verfe in Spenfer’s native ftyle. 


By thefe examples rightly taught to fing, 
‘And {mit with pleafure of my country’s praife, 


firetching the plumes 


of an uncommon wing, 


Migh as Olympus { my flight will raife 5 
‘Aad fateft times fhall in my numbersread (deed. 


‘Anna’s irnmortal fame 


, and Mariborough’s hardy 


v. 

As the flrong eagle in the filent wood, 
Mindlefs of warlike rage and hoftile care, 
Plays round the rocky cliff or cryftal flood, 
‘Till by Jove’s high behefts call'd out to war, 
‘And charg’d with, thunder of his angry king, 
His bolom with the vengeful meffage glows; 
Upward the noble bird diredts his wing, 
Awd, towering round his mafter’s earth-born foes, 
Swift he collects his fatal ftock of ire, 
Lifts his fierce talon high, and darts the forked fire. 


Va. 
Sedate and calm thus viétor Marlborough fate, 


Shaded with laurels, in 


his native land, 


"yiNl Anna calls him from his foft retreat, 


"Yhen, leaving fweet repofe and gentle cafe, 
With ardent {peed he fecks the diftant foe ; 
Marching o'er hills and vales, o’er rocks and feaa, 
He meditates, and ftrikes the wondrous blow. 

Gur thought flies flower than our general’s fame : 
Grafps he the bolt? we afk—when he has herl’d 


the flame. 


When fierce Bavar on Judoign’s Spacious plain 
Did from afar the Brit 


And gives her fecond thunder to his hand. 


VIS. 


if chief beholJ, 















MS. ru a 
Betwixt defpair, and rage, asd hope, and pain, 
Something within his warring bolum rol?d = ae 
He views that favourite of indulgent fame, 
Whom whilom he bad met on liter’s fhore; 
Too welt, alas! the man he knows the fame, 
Whofe prowels there repell'd the Boyan power, 
And fent them trembling through the frighted 
lands, [fands. 
Swife as the whirlwind drives Arabia's fcatter'd 
vn. 
His former loffes he forgets to grieve : 
Abfolves his fate, if with 2 kinder ray 
Tt now would fhine, and only give him leave 
To balance the account of Blenheim's day. 
So the fell lion in the lonely glade, 
His fide ftill farting with the hunter’s fpear, 
"Though deeply wounded, no way yet difmay'd, 
Roars terrible, and medirates new war; 
In fullen fury traverfes the plain, 
‘To find the venturous foc, and battle him again. 
x 
Mifguided prince, no longer urge thy fate, 
Nor tempt the herv to unequal war; 
| Fam'd in misfurcune, and in ruin great, 
Confels the force of Martborcugh’s ftronger far. 
Thofe laurel groves (the merits of thy youth), 
Which thou from Mahomet didft greatly gain, 


_ | while, bold atfertor of refitllefs truth, 


Thy fword did godlike liberty maintain, 

Muft trom thy brow their falling honours 

‘And their Xranfplauted wreaths mutt deck 
thier head. 





x 

Yer ceafe the ways of Providence to blame, 

“And human faulte with buman grief confefs ; 

‘Tis thou-art chang'd, while Hedven is Mill the 
fame; 

:v i councils date thy ill fuecefs, 

Impartial juftice holds her cqual feales, 

Till tronger virtue docs the weight incline: 

If over thee thy ylerious foc prevails, 

He now defends the canfe that once was thine. 

Righseous the war, the champion thall {ubdueg 

For Jove’s great handmaid Power mitt Jove’s de. 
ctees purfuc. . ae 








ts ‘ 

Hark! the dire trumpets found their fhrill alarmet : 
Aaverquerque, branch’d from the renowh’d Naf. 

faus, ‘ 
Hoary in war, and bent berieath his arms, ; 
His glorious fword with dauntlefs courage draws. © 
‘When auxious Britain mrourn’d het parting Jord, 
And ail of William that was mortal died ; uae 
The faithful hero: bad recciv’d this fword 
From his eapiring mafter’s much-lov'd fide. 
Of’ from his fatal ire has Louis flown, 
Where’er great William led, or Maefe and Sambra 
run. ae : 
+ Xt. 

Bot brandifh’d high, in an il!l-omen't hour 
To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy juitett fear, 
The mafter-fword, difpofer of thy powa: 
*Tis that which Cxefar gave the Britifh peer. 
He took the gift : Nor ever will ] theathe 
This feed (fo Anna's high bchelts ordain) 





aa 
The general faid, unlefs by glorious death 
Abfole'd, till conqueft has confirm’d your reign. 
Returns like thefe our miftrefs bids us make, 
‘When from a foreign prince a gift ber Britons take. 
‘ xi. 

And now fierce Gallia rufhes on her foes, 
Wer farce augmented by the Boyan bands; 
So Volga’: itream, increas’d by mountain fnows, 
Rolls with new tury dow through Ruffia’s lands. 
L.ke two great rocks againft the raging tide 
(If virrue’s force with nature's we compare), 
Wnmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 
Sufain the impulle, and receive the war. 
Round the firm fides in vain the tempeft heats; 
Aud {till the foaming wave with leffen’d power 

setreats, 2 
xv. 

The rage difpers'd, the glorious pair advance, 
‘With mingled anger and colle@ed might, 
‘Fo turn the war, and tell aggreffing France, 
How Britain’s fons and Brirain’s friends can fight. 
On conqueft fix’d, and covetous of fame, 
Behold them rushing through the Gallic hoft : 
‘Through ftanding corn fo runs the fudden fame, 
Or vafteru winds along Sicilia’s coaft. 
"Vhey deal their terrors to the adverfe nation + 
Pale death attends their arais, aod ghuaitly defola- 

tion. 


xy. 
Bat while with fierceft ire Bellona glows, 


" And Europe rather hopes than fears her fates 


While Britain prefles her affli@ed foes; 
‘Woar horror damps the ftrong,and quells the great! 
Whence lovk the fuldiers’ cheeks difmay’d and 
E ale ® 
Ered Pe dreadful, know they now to dread? 
‘The uoftile troops, I ween, almoit prevail ; 
And che purfvers only vot recede. 
Alas! their {effen'd rage proclaims their grief! 
For, anxious, lo! they crowd around their falling 

chief, 

xh - 

} thank thee, fate, exclaims the fierce Bavar, 
Let Buya’s trumpet grateful 16's found : 
Tfaw hom fall, their thunderbodt ot wa: 
Ever to vengeance facred be the ground — 

Wais with . fhovt joy! the her» mounts again 

Yo gieater glory, ana with fuller light : 

‘The evening tiar fo falis into the main, 

Yo rife at morn more prevalently bright. 

He rifes fafe, but rear, too near his fide, 

Agoud man’s gricvous lofs, a faithful fervant died, 
XVEE. 

Propitious Mars: the battle is regain’d 
‘The toe with Icflen’d wrath difputes the field : 
"The Briton fyhts, by favouring gods {unftain’d : 
JFecedcm mull live; and lawlefs power mutt yield. 
Vain now the taies which fabling poets tell, 

"Phat wavering conqueft {til dufires to rove ! 

Yn Marlbororgh’s camp the goddefs knows to 
dwells 

Long as the hero’s life remains Ler love. 

Agan Krance flies, again the duke puriues, 

pilia’s plaiis he Bioheim’s fame re- 
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rw. 
Great thanks, O captain great in arms! receive 
From thy triemphant-ceuntry’s public voice: 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
‘To Anne, to her who made thofe arms her choice, 
Recording Schellenberg’s aud Blenheim’s toils, 


| We dreaded jeft thou thould’ft thofe toils repeat : 


We view'd the palace charg’d with Gallic f{poils, 

And in thofé fpoils we thought thy praife complete. 

For never Greek we deem’d, nor Roman knight, 

Jn charatters like thefe, did e’er bis acts indite. 

xix. 
Yet, mindlefs fill of cafe, thy virtue flies 

A pitch to old and modern times unknown: 

‘Thofe goodly deeds which we fo highly prize 

Imperfed feem, great chief, to thee alone. [{taid, 

Thofe heights, where William’s virtue might have 

And on the fabje& world look'd fafely down, 

By Marlborough pafs’d, the props and fteps were 
made S . 

Sublimer yet to raife his.queen’s renown ? 

Still gaining more, till fighting what he gain’d, 

Naught- done the hero dcem’d while aught undone 
Femain'd, 


XK. - 

When fwift-wing’d rumour toldthe mighty Gaul, 
How leffen’d from the field. Bavar was ficd ; 

He wept the fwiftnels of the champion’s fall ; 

And thus the royal treaty-breaker {aid 

And livee he yer, the great, the loft Bavar, 

Rain to Gallia in. the name of friend ? 

(ell me, how far has fortune been fevere ? 

Has the foe’s glory, or our grief, an end? 

Remains there, of the fifty thoujand loft, [coaft ? 

Vo fave our threaten’d realm, or guard our fhatter’d 
Xx. 

To the clofe rock the frighted raven flies, 

Seon as the rifing eagle cots the air: 

The thaggy wolf unieen and trembling lies, 

When the hoarfe roar proclaims the lion near, 

il-ftarr’d did we our forts and lines forfake, 

fo dare opr Britith foes to open fight : 

Our Sonqueft we by. ftratagem fhould make : 

Our triumph had. been founded in our fight. 

*Tis ours by craft and by furprife to gain: 

*Tis theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in the plain. 
Bau 

The ancient father of this hoftile brood, 

Their boafted Brute, undaunted fnatch'd his gods" 

From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with bioud, 

And fix'd on filver Thames his dire abodes : 

And this be Troynovante, he faid, the feat 

By Heaven ordain’d, my fons, your lafting place + 

Saperior here te alt the bolts of tate 

Live, mindful of the author of your race. 

Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor 
flame, [tame. 

Nor great Pelides’ arm, nor Juno’s rage, could 

XXII. 

Their Tudors hence, and Stuarts cffspring flow: 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his fable fhield, 
‘Talbot to Gallia’s power eternal foe, 

Aud Seymour, fam'd in counal or in field + 
Hence Nevil, yreat to fertle or dethrone, 
Ard Drake, apd Ca’ndifh, terrors of the fea? 





Seen 


PGEM &%- 


Fence Butler's fons, o’er land and ocean known, 
Herbert’s and Churchill’s warring pro: eny : 
Hence the long roll which Gallia theuld conceal : 
For, oh : who, vanquifh’d, loves the vidior’s fame 
to tell? 
XXIV. 
Envy’d Britannia, fturdy as the oak, 
‘Which on her mountain top fhe proudly bears, 
Eludes the ax, aud {proutr againft the ftroke ; 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wars. 
And as thole teeth, which Cadmus fow’d in 
earth, 
Produe’d new youth, and furnith’d freth fupplies : 
So with young vigour, ated fuccecding birth, 
Her Joffes more than recompens’d arife ; 
And every age the with a race is crown’d, 
For ietters more polite, in bateles more renown'd. 
xxv. 
Obitinate power, whom nothing can repels 
Not the fierce Saxon, nor the cruel Dane, 
Nar deep impreffion of the Norman fteel, 
Nor Europe's force amafeld by envieps Spain. 
Nor France on univerfal foray intent, - 
Oft’ breaking leagues, and oft’ renewing ware; 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken’d government) 
‘Their own inteftine feuds and mutual jars = 
, Thofe feuds and jars, in which [ trulted more, 
‘Than in my troops, and ficets, aud all the Gallic 
power, 
XXVJ. 
To fruitful Rheims, or fair Lutetia’s gate, 
What tidings thall the meffenger convey ? 
Shall the loud herald our fuccefs relate, 


+: Or mitred prio appoint the folemn day ? 


Alas! my praifes they ao more mutt fing ; 
They to my ftatue now muft bow no more: 
Broken, repuls’d is their immortal king : 
Fall'n, fall’n for ever, is the Gallic power.—— 
"The woman chief is matter of the war : . 
Earth fhe has freed by arms, and vanguish’d Hea- 

ven by prayer. 

XXVIL. 

‘While thus the ruin’d foe’s defpair commends 
Thy council and thy deed, victorious queen, 
What fhall thy fubje@s fay, and what thy friends? 
How fhail thy triumphs in our joy be feen? 

Oh! deign cu let the eldeft of the nine 
Recite Britannia great, and Gallia free ; 
Oh! with her fitter Sculpture let her join 
‘To raife, great Anne, the monument tu thee; 
‘To thee, of all our good the facred Spring ; 
‘To thee, our deareft dread; to thee, our fofter 
king. . 
XXVITI. 

Let Europe fav'd the column high ered, 

Than ‘Trojan’s higher, or than Antonine’s ; 
Where fembling art may carve the fair effe& 
And full atchievement of thy great defigns. 

~ Yo a calm heaven, and a fercner air, 

.” Sublime the quees fhall on the fummit land, 
From danger far, as far remov’d trom fear, 
And painting down to earth her dread command. 
All winds, all fiorms, that threaten human woe, 
Shail Gnk beneath ber feet, and fpread their rage 
: below. 





xxix, 

‘Their ficets thal! ftrive, by winds and waters tof, 
Till the young Auftrian on Iberia’s ftrand, : 
Great as ZEneéas on the Latian coat, 
Shall fix his foot :-and this, be this the land, 
Great Jove, where t for ever will remain, 
(the empire’s other hope fhall fay} and here 
Vanquifh’d, intomb’d Pil lic; of, crown'd, PR 

reiga— : 
O virtue to thy Britifh mother dear! 
Like the fam’d Trojan fuffer and abide ; 
For Anne is thine, | ween, as Venus was his guide, 
xxx. 

There, in eternal characters.cngray’ 
Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Barcslove sey 
‘Yheir force aetiroy’d, th@e. privileges fav’d, . 
Shall Anna’s terrors and her mercies own; 
Spain, from th’ ufurpir Bourbon’s army retriev'd, 
Shall with new life and grateful joy appear, 
Numbering the wonders which that youthatchiew'd, 
Whom Anna clad in arms, and {et to war; 
‘Whom Annafent to claim tberia’s throne ; 
And made him moy¢ than king, in calling him 

her fon, 


: xxuI. 
There Ifer, pleas’d by Blenheim’s glorious field 
Rolling hall ba his otee waves detlace se 

Germania fav'd by Britain’s ample fhield, 
And bleeding Gaul affli@ed' by her (pear ; 
Shall bid them mention Mariborough on that fhore, 
Leading his iflanders, renown'd in arnas, t 





Through climes, where never Britith chief before - 


Or pitch’d his camp, or founded his alarms; 

Shall bid them blefs the queen, who madc his 
ftreams “{ Thames, 

Glérious as thofe of Boyne, and fafe as thofe of 

2XXU, = 
Brabantia, clad with ficlds, and crown’d with 

towers, 

With decent joy thall her deliverer meet; 

Shall own thy arme, great queen, and blefs 
powers, « == 

Laying the keys beneath thy fubjedt’s feet. 

Flaudria, by plewty, made the home of war, 

Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles reftor’d; 

With double vows fhall blefs thy happy care, . = 

In having drawa, and having fheath’d the iword 3 

From thefe their fifter provinces fhall know, 


How Anne fupports a friend, and how forgives 


a foe. 
xxxn1 
Bright fwords, and crefted helms, and pointed 
fpears, 7 
In artful piles around the work fhall lies 
And thields indented deep in ancient wars, 
Blazon'd with figns of Gallic heraldry ; 
And tlandards with diftinguith’d honours brighe, 
Marks of high power and national command, , 
Which Valois’ funs, and Bourbon’s borg in fight, 
Or gave to Foiz’, or Montuforancy’s hand : 
Great fpoils, which Gatlia muft to Britain yield, 
From Creffy's battle fav'd to grace Ramilig’s field, 
. Exxiv. 
And, as fine art the fpaces may difpofe, 
The kaowing shonght and cuzious eye thall fee 








PGEM-&. 


She chofe with fuch prudence her pangs te conceal, 

"Phat her nurfe, nay ber midwife, {carce heard 
her once fqueal. 

Learn, hufbands, from hence, for the peace of 
your lives, { wives. 

‘That maids make not half fuch a trmule as 


A REASONABLE AFFLICTION, 
‘ 


On his death-bed poor Lubin lies; 
His {poufe is in defpair : 

‘With frequent fobs, and mutual cries, 
They both expres their care. 


A different caufe, fays parfor Sly, 
The fame effect may give : 

Poor Lubin fears that he fhall die; 
His wife, that he may live. 


ANOTHER REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 


From her own native France as old Alifon pat, 

She reproach’d Englith Nell with neglect or with 
malice, 

‘That the flattern had left, in the hurry and hatte, 

Her lady’s complexion and eye-brows at Calais. 





ANOTHER, 


Her eye-brow-box one morning loft, 
{The beft of folks are oftencfl croft)  * 
Sad Helen thus to Jeriny faid 

(Her carelefs but afflicted maid),” 

Put me to bed then, wretched Jane; 
Alas! when thall I rife again? 

1 can behold no mortal now: 

For what's an eye without a brow ? 





ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


iw a dark corner of the houfe ‘ 
Poor Helen fits, and fobs, and cries ; 
She will not fee her loving fpoufe, 
Nor her more dear picquct allies 
Uniefs the find her eye-brows, 
bhe'll e’en weep ont her eyes. 


ON THE SAME, 


Herew was juft fipt into bed = 
Her eye-brows on the toilet lay 5 

Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 


For this misfortune. carelefs Jane, 
Affure yourtelf, was lowdly rated 
And madam getting up again, 
With her own hand the nwnfe-trap baited, 
3 


BAS 
On little things, as fages write, 

Depends our human joy or forrow 
If we don’t: catch a moufe to-night, 

Alas! ne eye-brows for to-morrow. 





PHYLLIS'S. AGE. 


How old may Phyllis be, you afl, - 
‘Whofe beauty thus all hearts 
To anfwer is no eafy tafk: 


For fhe has really two ages, 


Stiff in brocade, and pinch’d in fays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on; 
All day let envy vtw her face, 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one, 


Paint, patches, jewels laid afide, 
At night aftronomers agree, 

The evening has the day bely’d ;- 
And Phyllis is fome forty-three, 





FORMA BONUM FRAGILE, - 


Waar é. frail thing is beauty! fays Baron T4~ 
as, 7 
Perceiving his miftrefs had ane eye of glafs: 
And f{carcely had he fpoke it, 
When the more confus'd, as more angry fhe grew, 
Bya negligent rage prov'd the maxim too true > 
She dropt the eye, and broke it. 





AN EPIGRAM, 
WRITTEN TO THE DUKE DE NOAILLES, 


Vain the concern which you exprefs, 
That oneall’d Alard will poffefs 

Your houfe and coach, both day and night, 
And that Macbeth was haunted lef 

By Banquo’s reftle{s {pright. 


With fifteen thoufand pounds a-year, 

Do you complain, you cannot bear 
An ill, you may fo foon retrieve 2 

Good Alard, faith, is modeRer + 
By much than you believe. - 


Lend him but fifty Louis-d’or ; 

And you shall. never fee him more ¢ 
Take the advice ; probatuas of. . 

Why do the gods indulge our ftore, 
But to ecure our reft? 





EPILOGUE 
TO 8MiTH’s PURDRA AND HIPPOLYTUS, 
Spoken by Mrs. Oldfichl, who abted Ifmenis. 


Lapis, to-night your pity I implore 
For one, who never troubled you before 


pels 
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phadra fpeak 3 
And comes to town te let us moderns know, 
How women lov'd two thoufand years ago, 
if that be all, faid 1, e’en burn your play : 
Egad! we know all thar as wel} as they: 
Show us the youthful, handfome charioteer, 
Firm in his feat. and running his careers 
Dor foul: would kindle with as generous flames, 
As c’er infpir'd the ancient Grecian dames : 
Every ffmena would refign her breaft ; 
And every dear Hippolytus be bleft. 
But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are e’en as gard as any two of theirs + 
~ And, if Hippolytus can but contrive 
‘To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 
Now of the buftle you have feen to-day, 
And Phadra’s morals in this {cholar’s play, 
Something at leaft in juflice Mhiuld be faid ; 
But this Hippolytus fo fills one's head — 
Well! Phaedra liv’d as chaftely as thé cowds 
For fhe was father Jove’s own Aefa and bload. 
Hor aukwatk Jove indeed was oddly fated ; 
She and her Poly were to near related ; 
And yet that {cruple had been laid afide, 
Whonef& Vhefeus had but fairly died + 
. But when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all matters ftood in ftw quo ? 
‘There was no harm, you fie} or, grant there were, 
“She might want conduét; but he wanted care, 
+ Twas in a hofband little lefs chan rude, 
‘Upon his wife's retirement to intrude— 
He fhould have fent a night ot two before, 
‘That he would come exa@ at fuch an hours 
“Then he had turn’d ail tragedy to jel ; 
Found every thing contribute to his rett ; 
The picquet friend difmifs’d, the coat all clear, 
And {poufe alone impatient for her dear, 
Bur, if thele gay reflections come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phaedra from her fate; 
Hf your more ferious judgment mult condemn 
‘Khe dire effeGs of her unhappy # 
Yet, ye chafte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care ; 
My fpouefs flames to your protcétion take ; 
And ipare poor Phaedra for Mmena's fake, 








A CRITICAL MOMENT. 


How capricious were nature and art to poor Nel]! 
She was painting her checks at the time hor nole 
fell. 





EPILOG 
TO MRS. MANLES’S 





Luctus, 





Tue female author who recites to-day, 
Traits to her fex the merit of her phy. 
Like father Bayes fecurely fle fits down : 
Pit, box, cud gallery, "gad all's our own 





THE WORKS OF PRIOR, 


j In ancient Greece. fhe fays, when Sappho writ, 


By their appiaufe the critics fhow’d their wit, 

They tun’d their voices to her Lyric flring + 

Though they could all dofomething more than fing, 

But one exception to this fact we find ; 

That booby Phaon ouly was unkind, ¢ 

An ill-bred boat-man, rough as waves.and wind. 

From Sappho dawn through ali fucceeding ages, 

And now on French or on Italian flages, 

Rough fatyrs, fly remarks, ill-natur'd fpeeches, 

Are always aim’d at poets that wear breechea, 

Arm’d with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man 

Drew a fharp pen upon a naked woman. 

The bluftering bully in our neighbouring ftreets 

Scornsto attack the female that he meets: 

Fearlefs the petticoat contemns his frowns: 

‘The hoop fecures whatever it furrounds, 

The many-coloured gentry there above, 

By turns are rui’d by tumult and by love: 

And, while their fweethearts their attention fix, 

Sufpend the din of their damn’d clattering ftichs, 

Now; Sirs . 

To you our author makes her foft requeft, 

Who fpeak the kindeft, and who write the beft, 

Your fympathctie hearts the hopes to move, 

From tender friendthip, and endearing Jove. 

{f Petrarch’s mufe did Laura's Wit rehearfe ; 

And Cowley flatter’d dear Orinda’s verfe ; 

She hopes from you—Pox take her hopes and 
fears; 

I plead her fex's claim; what matters hers? 

By our full power of beauty we think fit 

‘Vo damn the Salique law impos’d on wit ¢ 

We'll try the empire who fo Jong have boalted ; 

And, if we are not prais’d, we'll not be tualted. 

Approve what one of us prefents to-night, 

Or every mortal woman here fhall write : 

Rural, pathetic, oarrative, fublime,’ [rhyme; 

We'll write to’ you, and make you write in 

Female remarks fhall take up all your time. 

Your time, poof fouls! we'll take your very 
money; 

Female third-days fhall come fo thick upon ye, 

As long a3 we have eyes, or hands, ot breath, 

We'll look, or write, or talk you all to death, 

Unlefs you yield for better and for worle: ¢ 











‘Then the the-Pepafus tha}! gain the courfe. 
And the grey mare will prove the better horfe. 


—_ 


THE THIEF AND THE CORDELIER, 
A BALLAD, 
To the Tune of King Fobn and th Abbct of Canterbery, 


Wno has e’er becn at Paris, muft nceds 
the Greve, 
The fatal retreat of th’ unfortunate brave; . 
Where honour and juftice moft oddly contribute 
To eale heroes? paine by a halter and gibbet. 
Derry down, aown, hey derry down, 


know 


There death breaks the fhackels which force 
had put on, [begun; 
And the hangman completes what the judge but 


Ss POE 


"There the quire of the pad, and the, knight of | 


the poft, 
Find their pains no more balk’d, and their hopes 
no more croft 
Derry down, &e. 


Great claims are there made, and.great fecrets 
are known ; fown: 
‘And the king, and the law, and the thief, has his 
Bat my hearers cry cut, What a duce daft thou ail? 
Cut af thy reflections, and give us thy tale. 
Derry down, &c. 


‘Twas there then, in civil refpec to harth laws, 
And for want of fale witnefs to back a bad caufe, 
A Norman, thongh late, was oblig’d to appear: 
And who to affift, but a grave Cordclier ? 

Derry down, &c. 


The *{quire, whofe good grace was to open the, 
feeue, [begin . 
Seem'’d not in great hafte that the. fhow. thould 
Now fitted the halter, now travers'd the cart; 
And.ofted took leave, but was loth to depart. 
Derry down, Sc. 


What frightens you thus, my good fon? fays 
the pricit ? 
You murder’d, are forry, and have been confeit. 
O father | my forrow will fcarce fave my bacon ; 
For ‘twas not that | murder’d, but that 1 was 
taken. 
Derry down, &c. 


Pough! pr’ythee ne'er trouble thy head with 
fuch fancies 
Rely on the aid you fhall have from Saint Francis : 
If the money you premis’d be brought to the cheft, 
You have only to dic: let the church do the reft. 
Derry down, &c. 


And what will folks fay, if they fee you afraid ? 
Kt refledts upon me, as I knew not my trade: 
Courage, friend; for to-day is your period of for- 
rawi {row. 
And things will go better, believe me, to-mor- 
Derry down, &e. 


To-morrow ! our hero replied in a fright + 
He that’s hang’d before noon, ought to think of 
to-night. ftrufs'd up 


Tell your beads, quoth the prieft, and be fairly.’ 


For you furely to-night fhall in paradife {up. 
Derry down, &c. 


Alas! qugth the “fquire, howe’er fumptuous 
the treat, 
Parbleu! I (hall have little flomach to eat; 
I thould therefore efteem it great fxvour and grace, 
Would you be fu kind as to go in my place. 
Derry down, &c. 


That I would, quoth the father, and thank 
you to boet; {fuit, 
uy our actions, you kaow, with our duty mu 










M S. asf 


The feaft I propos’d te you, I cannot tafte; 


For this night, by our order, is mark’d for a fait, 
Derry down, &c. 


Then, turning about to the hangman, he faid, 
Difpatch me, | pr’ythee, this troubletome blades 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie, 

And we live by the gold for which other men dit, 
Derry, down, &c. 





TO CHLOE. 


Wuitst I am fcorch’d with hot defire, 
In vain cold friendfhip you return ;* . 
Your drops of pity on my fire, 
Alas! bet make it fiercer burn. 


Ah! would you have the fame foppreft,” 
‘That kills the heart it heats too taf, 

Take half miy paffion to your bréalk: 
‘The reft in mine fhall ever laft. 


AN EPITAPH. 


“ Stet quicunque volet potens 
“ Aule culmine lubrico, &c.” Sere} 
InTexr'p beneath this marble ftone 
Lie fauntering Jack and idle Joan. ; 
While rolling threefcore years and one 
Did round this globe cheir courfes run 5 
If human things went ill or well, 
H changing empires rofe or fell, 
The morning pait, the evening came, 
And found this couple fill the fame. . 
They wali’d, and eat, good folks: what then? 
Why then they. walk'd and eat again: 
They foundly flept the night away ;.- 
They did juft nothing all the day: 
And, having bury'd children four, 
Would nor take pains to try for more. 
Nor fifker either had nor brother; 
They feem'd juft taliy’d for each other. 
Their moral and wconomy 
Moft perfeatly they made agree : 
Each virtue kept its proper bound, 
Nor trefpal:’d on the other’s ground, 
Nor fame uor centure they regarded 5 
They neither punifh'd nor rewarded. 
He car'd nor what the feotman did ; 
Har maids the neither prais’d nor chid ¢ 
So every fervant took his courfes 
And, bed at firit, they all grew worfe. 
Slothini difordce fiil’d his itable, 
And fluttifh plenty deck’d her table, 
‘Their beer was ftrong; their wine was ports 
‘heir meal was large ; thee grace was fhort. 
They gave the poor the remuant meat, 
Juf when it grew n-t fir to cat. 
Vey paid the church and psrifh rate, 
And took, but read age, the receipt; 


pe 
Fer which they claim’d their Sunday’s due, 
Of flumbering in an upper pew. 

No man’s defects fought they to know; 
Se never made themfelves a foe. 

No man’s good deeds did they commend; 
So never rais’d themfelves a friend, 

Nor cherith'd they relations poor ; 

“hat might decreafe their prefent ftore : 
Nor. barn nor houfe did they repair; 
"That might oblige their future heir. 

They neither added nor confounded ; 
‘They neither ‘wanted nor abounded, 

‘Each Chriftmas they accounts did clear, 
And wound their bottom round the years 
Nor tear nor {mile did they employ 

At news of public grief or joy. 

‘When bells were rung and bonfires made, 
If afk’d, they ne’er deny‘d their aid : 
"Their jug was to the ringers carried, 
‘Whoever either died or married. 

‘Their billet at the fire was found, 
Whoever was depos’d or crowa'd. 

Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wife ; 
"They would not learn, nor could advife + 
‘Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 

They led—a kind of-—as it were : 
Nor wifh'd, nor car’d, por laugh'd, sor cried : 
And fo they liv’d, and fo they died, 





WRITTEN IN MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS, 


Given to the Duke of Shrewifbary in France, after the 
Peace, £713. 


’ : 
Dicrate, Omighty judge, what thon hatt feen, 

Of cities and of courts, of -books and men; 

‘And dyign to let thy fervant hold the pen. 


"Fhgougb ages thus I may prefume to live, 
And from the tranfeript of thy profe receive 
‘What my own fhort-liv'd verfe can never give. 


“Thus fhall fair Britain wich a gracious fmile 
Accept the work; and the inflructed ifle, 
For mre than treaties. made, fhall blefs my toil. 


Nor longer hence the Gallic ftyle preferr’d, 
Wifdom in Englifh idiom fhall be heard, [err’d. 
While falbot tells the world, where Montaigne 





AN EPISTLE, 
DESIRING THE QUEEN'S PICTURE? 


Written at Paris, 17143 but left unfinifoed, by the 
fudden news of ber Majefly's death, 


Tue train of equipage and pomp of ftate, 

‘The thinivg fide-board, and the burnith’d plate, 
Viet other minifters, great Anne, require ; 

And partial fall thy gift to their defire. 

To the fair portrait of my foveteign dame, 

"Yo that alone, eternal be my claim, 


THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


My bright defender, and Iny dtead delights 
Tf ever I found favour in thy fight; 
If all the pains that for thy Britain’s fake 
My patt has took, or future life may take, 

Be grateful to my queen; permit my prayer, 
And with this gift reward my total.care. 

‘Will thy indulgent hand, fair faint, allow 
The boon ? and will thy ear accept the vow ? 
That, in defpite of age, of impious flame, 

And eating time, thy picture, like thy fame, 
Entire may laft ; that, as their eyes furvey 
The femblant thade, men yet unborn may fay, 
‘Thus great, thus gracious, look’d Britannia's queen; 
Her brow thus {mooth, her look was thus fercue } 
‘Wher toa low, but to a loyal hand 

The mighty emprefs gave her high command, 
That he to hoftile camps and kings fhould hafte, 
To {peak her vengeance, as their danger, paft ; 

To fay, the wills detefted ware to ceafe ; 

She checks her conyueft, for her fubjedts cafe, 
And bids the world attend her -tesms of peace. 

Thee, gracious Anne, thee prefent f-adore, 
Thee, queen of peace—If time ahd fatehavepower 
Higher to raife the glories of thy reign, 
in words:{ublimer, and a nobler ftrain, 

May future bards the mighty theme rchearfe : 
Here, Stator Jove, ard ‘king of verfe, 
The votive 1 fufpend ** © 











To the Right Honourable the 
COUNTESS DOWAGER OF DEVONSHIRE ; 
ON A PIECE OF WIESSEN’S, 

Whercon were all ber Grandfans painted. 


Wiessen and nature held a tong conteft, 
If the created, or he painted beft; » 

With pleafing # it the wondrous combat grew, 
She Mill form’d fairer; he ftillliker drew. 

In thefe feven brethren they contended lait, 

With art increas’d, their utmoft fkill they tried 
And, both well pleas’d they had themfelves fur- 
pats'd, : 

‘The goddefs triumph’d, and the painter dy‘d. 
That both their skill to this vaft height did raife, 
Be ours the wonder, and be yours the praife : 

For here, as in fome glafs, is well defery’d 

Only yourfelf thus often multiply’d. 

When Heaven had you aud gracious Anna” made 
What more exalted beauty could it add? 

Having no nobler images in ftore, 

Te but kept up to thefe, nor could do more : 
Than copy well what it had fram’d before. 

If in dear Burghley's generous face we fee 
Obliging truth and handfome honefty, {move 
With all that world of charms, which foon wil 
Reverence in men, and in the fair-ones love; 

His very grace his fair defcent affures, 

He has his mother’s beauty, the has yours. 

If every Cecil’s face had every charms 

‘That thought can fancy, or that heaven can forns 
Their beauties all become your beauty’s duc, 
They are all fair, becaufe they're all like you. 


‘# Eldcit daughter of the Countel, 


PO-E M &. 


Be 
Wi every Ca’ndifh great and charming look ; 
From you that-air, from you the charms they took. 
In their cach limb your image is exprelt, — 
Bor or their brow firm courage ftands confet ; 
There, their ¢teat father, by a ftrong increafe, 
Adds ftrengfh to beauty, and completes the piece : 
‘Thus ftill your beauty. in your fons, we view, 
Wiclfen feven times one great perfe@ion: drew: 

hoever fat, the pi@ture fill is you. 

So wheu the parent-fun, with genial beams, 
Has animated many goodly gems, 

He fees himfelf improv’¢, while every ftone, 
With a refembling light, reflects a fun. 

So when great Rhea many births had given, 
Such as might govern: earth, and people heaven ; . 
Her glory grew diffle’d, and, fuller known, 

Ske faw the Deity in every fon: 
And to what god foe’cr men altars rais’d, 
Honouring the offspring, they the mother prais’d. 

In fher:-liv'd charms let others place their joys, 
Which fickne(s blatts, and certain age deftroys : 
Your flronger beauty time ¢an He’er deface; 

"Lis fill renew'd; and fampid‘in all your race, 

Ah! Wigffen, tad thy art’ been fo refin’d, 

As witlt their beauty to have drawn their mind, 
Through circling*years thy labours would fur- 
And living ‘rules to fairelt virtne yive, vive, 
‘Fo men unborn and ages ye’ to live: 

*T would till be wonderful, and fill be new, 
Aguisifl what time, or fpite, or fate, could do; 
Tul thine corfus’d with nature’s pieces lies 
And Cavendifh's name and Cecil’s honour die, 


: . 
A FA BLE, 
FROM PREDRCS, . 

To the Author of the Mulley, 1710. 
Te fox an a@or’s vizard found, 
And peer"d, and felt, and turn'd it round 5 
‘Chen threw it in contempt away, 
tlus old Phadrus heard him fay ; 


hat robie part cani thou:feftain, 
© “Yhou fpecious head without.a byain?” 





TO THE RIGHT HON, MR. HARLEY, 
HORACE, I. EP. 1X, IMITATED. 


“ Septimius, Claudi, nimirum intelligic unnd, 
“ Quanti me facias,” &e. : 





Dear Dick", howe’er it comes into his head, 
Yelieves as firmly as he does his creed, 
‘That you and I, Sir, are extremely great ; 
‘Vhough | plain Mat, yo minifter of ttate : 
One word irom me,’ without all doubt, he fays, 
Would fix his fortune in fome Ligehe place, 
‘Phas better than myfelf, it frems, he khows, 
Rlow far my intercft with my patron goes; 
* Richard Skelton, a 
Vou. VIL. € Skelton, Efg, 





1% 


And, anfwering all objections I can make, 


Still plunges ‘deeper in his dear miftakes 


From this wild fancy, Sir, there may proceed 
One wilder yet, which I forefee and dread; 
“Phat I, in faé, a real intereft have, 


“Which to my own advantage I would fave,” 3 


And, with the ufual courtier’s trick, intead 
To ferve myfelf, forgetful af my. friend. 
To fhun this cenfure, f all fhame lay py, 

And maks my reafon with his will comply ; 
Hoping, for my excufe, ‘twill be confelt, 
Tha: of two evils I have chofe the Ieaft 

Go, Sir, with this épiftotary ferolt; 
Receive the partner of my itimeft foul + 
Him you will find in lettets:ong meiawe” 
Not unexpert, firm to his countyy¥ caufej- 
Warm in the glorious iatereft you purtué, 











‘And, in one word, a good man and # frié 


ROMR. HARLEY, 
‘WOUNDED BY GUISCARD, 170%. 
«Ad ipfo 


Ducit opes animumque ferro.” +" BOR: 


ae cae ; 

Iw one great now, fuperior to an age, 

‘The full carcepied ot tres tones we find: 
How heaventy virtue cai exalt, or race 

Infernal how degrade the human mind, 

We x = 

While the fierce monk does at his trial’ftan d 

He chews revenge,: abjuriag his.offence + 
Guile in his tongue, agd-tourder in: his hand, 

He flabs his judgé,ete prove. his innocence. 

oe A 

The guilty ftroke and tontute:of the fleck 

Intix’d, our dauntiefs Briton {carce perceives: 
The wounds his eauntry from his death muft feel, 

‘Lhe patriot views; for thofe alone he grieves. 

se iv, 

The barbarous rage that durft attempt thy life, 

Harley, great counfellor, extends thy fame; 
And the tharp point of cruel Guifcand’s knife, 

In brafs and marble carves thy deathlefs namic, — 

wor! 


Faithful affertor of thy c untry’s canfe, z 
Britain with tears {hall bathe thy glorious wounds 
She for thy fafety fhail enlarge her laws, ->- -. 5 

And in her tiatuces fhali thy worth be found. 


Vi. : 
Yet 'midét her fighs the triumphs, on the hand 
Reflecting, that diffus’d the:public wae 5 
A flranger to her altars, andchet Jand; 
No fon of bers could meditate this blows 
ve vn 
Meustime thy pain is gracious Amns’s cares: 
Our queen, onr faint, with facrificing hreath, - 
Softens thy zngalth : in her powerful prayer 
She pleads thy fervice, and forbids tty deat. 
tf wir. ee 
Great as thon art, thor cant demand.no more, 
O breaft bewail’d byearth, preferv'd by Heaven? 
EE 





‘ase THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


No higher can afpiring virtue foar : 
Enough to thee of “grief and fame is given, 





AN EXTEMPORE INVITATION 
TO THE 

+” BARE OF OXFORD, 

“UORD HIGH TREASURER, 1712, 





MY LORD, 

‘Qux weekly friends to-morrow meet 

At Matthew's palace, in Duke-ftreet, 
"Yo try for once if they ean dine 

On bacon-ham and. muttonechine. 

Hy weary'd with the great affairs 
Which Britain trufts to Harley's cares, 
‘Thou, humble ftatefman, may’ defcend 
‘Thy mind one momént to cunend, 

‘To fee thy fervant.from ‘his foul 

Crown with thy health the fprightly bown 3 
Among the giieits which ¢’er my hovfe 
Recgiv'd, iganever ‘can produce 

Of ‘bonour'& more glorious proof— 
Thoogh Dorfet us'd to bleis the roof. 








ERLE ROBERT'S MICE. 
IN 'CHAUCER’S STYLE. 


“war mice, full blythe and amicable, 
Baten belide Erle Robert's rable, 
Lies there ne trap their necks to catch, 
Ne old black cat their fteps to watch, 
‘Their fill they eat of fowand fh ;, 
Featt lyche as heart of moule mote with. 
Asguefts {at jovisl at the board, 
. Forth leap'd dur mice: eftfoons the lord 
OF Beling, whilome John the Saint, 
‘Who taketh oft’ propos full queint, 
Laugh’d jocund, and alnyd he cried, 
“To Matthew fiated:on t’6th’ fide ; 
‘To thee, lean Bard, it doth partain 
‘To underftand thefe creatures tweinc. 
Come frame ys now fome clean device; 
‘Or pleafant rhyme of yonder mice 


They feem, God thield me! Mat and Charles. 


Bad as Sir Topas, or Squire Quarles, 
(Matthew did for the nonce reply) 
At emblem, or device am 1: 
But, could [ chaunt, or rhyme, pardic, 
“Clear as Dan Chaucer, or a8 thee, 
Ne verte from me (fo God me thrive) 
On monte, or other beatt alive. : 
Certes T have this many days bd 
Sent myne poetic herd to graze. 
Ne armed keight ydrad in war 
‘With lion fierce will | compere ; 
Ne judge unjuft, with furred fox, 
Harming in fecret guife the flocks; 
Ne prieft unworth of goddels coat, 
‘Yo Gwine ydrunk, or filthy thoze ; 


Elk firnile farewell for aye, 
From elephant, | trowe, to flea. 
Reply’d the friendlike peer, Fweene- 
Matchew is angred on the {ple 
Ne fo, queth Mar, ne thall bee’, 
With wit tha falleth all fo fair *. 
Efticons, weil weet ye, mine in 1t 
Boweth to your commaundemen 
If by thefe creatures ye have fee 
Pourtrayed Charles and Matthes. gen; 
Behoveth nect to wreck my braity, 
“he reft in order to explain. 
Uhat cup-b: ard, whcre the mice difport, 
I liken to St *s Ce 
Therein is ipace enough, I trow, - 
Fer elke comrade to come and go 
And therein eke may both be fed 
With thiver.of:the wheaten bread. % 
Ard when, as thefe mine eyne furvey, 
They ceafe to fkip, and fqveak, and play; 
Return they may to different celle. , 
Auditing one, whilft t'ither tele. 5 
Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whofe: ntind 
Tn bounteovs deed no mean can bind ; 
Now; asl hope to grow devout, 
f deem -thip:macter well made out. 
“ Laugh I, whilift thus.Lferieus pray ? 
Jet that be.wrought which Mat doth ty: 
Yea, quoth the Eaxe, but not to-day, 


















IN THE SAME STYLE. 


Furs oft? doth Mat with Topaz + dine, 
Eateth bak’d meats, dri: keth Greek wine} - 
But Vepaz his own werke rehearfeth, 

And Mat mote praife what. Topaz verfeth, 
Now, fure 4s priet-did e'ey fhrsve'finner, 





Fall hardt; Mac his dinner, 
es <a ae 


IN THE 8AME-STYLE. 


Farr Sufen did her wife-hede wel! menteine, 

Algates affauleed fore by letchours tweine : 

Now, ard | read aright that auncient fong, 

Olde were the paramours, the dame full yong. 
Had thiike fame tale in other guife been tolde ; 

Had they been young (pardie) and the heen olde ; 

That, by St. Kit, had wrought much forer trial; 

Full marveillous, I vote, were filk denyal. 





A FLOWER PAINTED BYSIMON VARELST, 


Wuen fam'd Varelft this littl wonder drew, 
Flora vouchfat’d the growing work to view: 
Finding the painter's {eience at 2 Rand, 

The goddets tnatch’d the pencil from his hand; 
And, finithing the piece, the Smiling faid, 
Behoid one work of mine, that ne’er thall fade. 


% The Exchequer, . + Sir Richard Blackmeore§ 





FoOorEMs.- 


YO THE LADY ELIZABETH HARLEY, 


AFTERWAS «3 MARCHIONESS OF CARMARTHEN. 
8 a Column of ber Drawing 
bia Column of ber Drawin;. 


va 
Wren futere ages fhall with wonder view 
‘Thefe glo:yy'hs lines, which Harley’s daughter drew, 
They tha. ‘infels, that Britain could not raife 
A fairer column to the father’s praife, 


+ 


PROTOGENES AND APELLES. 


‘Wuen poets wrote, and painters drew, 
As nature pointed out the view ; 
Ere Gothic forms were known in Greece 
To fpoil the weil-proportion’d piece ; 
And in our verfe ere mookith rhymes 
Flad jangled their fantaltic chimes ! 
Ere on the flowery lands of Rhodes 
‘Thofe knights had fix’d their dull abodes, 
‘Who knew not much to paint or write, 
Nor car'd to pray, nor dar'd to fight : 
Protogenes, hiftorians note, 
Liv’d there, a burgefs, feot and lot; 
And, as old Pliny’s writings dhow, 
Apelles did the fame at Co. 
Agreed thefe points of time and place; 
Proceed we in the prefent cafe. 

Piqu'd by Protogenes’s fame, ‘ 
From Co to Rhodes Apelles came, 
"To fee a rival and a friend, 
Prepar’d to cenfure, or commend ; 
‘Here to abfolve, and there ebject, 
As act with condour might direct. 
He fails, he Jands, he comes, he ringss 
His fervants follow with the things : 
Appears the governante of th’ houfe 
For fuch in Greece were much in ufe: 
If young or handfome, yea or no, 
Concerns not me “or thet to know. 

Does Squire Protogenes live here 
Yes, Sir, fays the, with gracious tir, | 
And court’fey low, but juit call’d ovit 
By lords pecultarly devout, 
‘Who came on purpofe, Sir, to borrow 
Our Venus for the feaft to-morrow, 
"Yo grace the church; "tis Venus’ day : 
? hope, Sir, you intend to ftay, 
‘To fee our Venus; ’tis the piece 
‘Vhe moft retown’d throughout all Greece 3 
So like th? original, they fay : 
But t have no great skill that way. 
But, Sir, at fix ("tis now paft three) 
rome muft make my mafter’s tea + 
At fix, Sit, if you pleafé to come, 
‘You'll find my mafter, Sir, at home, 
‘Vea, fays « critic big with laughter, 
fonud fome twenty ages after 5 
3, before they write, fould read. 
“Ais very tracy but we'll proccerts 









Aw 








And, Sir, at prefent would you pleafe 
‘To leave your namé—Fair maiden, yey’. 
Reach me that brard. No fvoner Spoke 
Butdone. With one judicious ftroke, 
On the plain ground Apelies drew 
A circle-regularly trac: >. 

And will you pleafe, fweet-heart, faid he, 
To ghow your matter this from me? 

Ly it he prefently will know 

How painters write their names at Co, 

“He gave the pannel to the maid. 
Smiling and court’fying, Sir, the faid, .- 

1 fhalj cot. fail to tell my matter + 
And, Sir, forfear of ali difafter, 

Vl keep it my owvfelf: fafe bind, 
Says the old proverb, and fate find: 
So, Sir, as fare as key or lock— 
Your fervant, Sir,—at fix o'clock. 

Again at fix Apélles came, 

Found the fame prating civil dame. 


4 Sir, that my mafter has been here, 


Will by the Board itfelf appear. 

{f from the. perfect line be found « . 

He has prefum’d to fwell the round; 

Or colours on the draught to lay, 

’Tis thus (he order’d me to fay), 

Thus write the painters of this ilfe 

Let thofe of Co remark the flyle. 
She faid ; and to his hand reftor'd 

The rival pledge, the miflive board, 

Upon the happy line were laid 

Such obviuus light, and ‘eafy fade, 

That Paris’ apple ftood,confett, 

Or Leda’s egg, or Clor’s brea. 

Apelles view’d the finifh’d piece: 

And five, faid he, the arts of Greece! 

Howe’er Protogenes and { : 

May in our rival talents vie $ : 

Howe’er our woiks may have exprefs'd 

Who trueft drew, or colour’d beit, 

Wheu he belield iy flowing line, 

He fourid at leaft 1 could defign :. 

And from his artful round, J grant ~ 

‘That he with perfe@ ikill can peints 
The dilleft gerius cannst fail 

To find the mortal of my tale; 

‘That the diftingnih’d part of meri; 

With compafs, pencil; tword, or pes, 

Should in life’s vifit leave their nate}. 

In charaéters which may proclairn ©) 

That they with ardour ftrove to 

At once their arts, and counrry’s | 

And in their working took great 

‘That all was full, and round, and 
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DEMOCRITUS AND HERACLITUS. 


Democeirys, deardroll, fevifit €ai 

And with. our follies loc thy heighe 

Sid Hetaclitus; fetious wretch, return, 

In louder grief our grester crimes to mourn. 

Between you both I untoncerti'd itand by: 

Hart, can I laugh? and honcit, need I ory? 
Ft ij 





’d mith: 


Sh 
ON MY BIRTH-DAY, Jury az. 


: ae 
I, my dear, was:bern toxday, 
So all my jolly comrades fay ; 
They bring’ me mufic, wreaths, and mirth, 
Agd atk to celebrate niy-birth : 
Eattle, alas! my comrades know 
‘That 1 was-bornto.pain and wae; 
Better ¥ had né’er. been ‘born: 
Twill to die év'a Whil1 fay, 
dear,was born to-day, 
3, Ws 
I¢any dear, was'born to-day ; 
Shalt falpte thé. rifing ray:? 
Well-fpring of af my joy aad wee, 
Clotilda, * thou alone doft know : 
Shall the wreath furround my hair? 
Or fhall the mufic pleafe my ear ? 
Shall’ I my comrades mirth receive, 
And bléfs my birth, and with to live? 
Then let me fee great Venus chafe 
Intperious anger from thy-face ; 
‘Then let me hear thee fmiling fay, 
Thou, my dear, wert born to-day. 











EPITAPH, EXTEMPORE. 


Nones and heralds, by. your leave, 

cv Flere lies what onga was Matthew Prior, 
The fon of Adatn and of Eve ;.. 

‘an Bourbon or. Naffaelaim higher? 








FOR MY OWN TOMBSTONE. 


2Yo live: alas! one mament fets us even, 


i . . . 
T'o me "twas given to die: to thee "tis given 
"Mork ! how impartial is the will of heaven ! 





FOR MY OWN.MONUMENT, 


Ax doctors give phyfic by way.of prevention, 
Mat, alive and ia health, of ‘his tombftune took 
care; , 
For delaysare unfafe, and his pious intention 
“May haply be never fulfili'd by his heir, 
, : wh 


Then take Mat’s word for it, the fculptor is paid ; | 


"That the figure is fine, pray believe your own 

: eyes 
Vet credit but lightly what more may he faid, 

For we Hatter ourielves,, and-teach murbie 10 Jie, 

ner. 
Vet, counting-as far as to fitty his years, 

Hijs virtues gnd vices were as other men’s are; 
Ajgh hopes he-conceiv’d, and he fmother'd great 
ee fears; 

In’a life party-colour’d, half pleafure, half care. 


* Mrs, Aune Durham: 





THE WORKS OF PRIOR 


Ww. 
Nor to bafinefs a drudge, nor to faction a flave, 
He flrove to make intereft and freedont agree; 
In pablic employments induftrious and grave, 
And slone with his friends, lord, how merry 
washe! - ‘ 
: “ve : 
Now in equipage Gately, now humbly on foot, 
Both fortunes he try’d, bue to neither would 
tru; hs [boue, 
And whirl’d in the round, as the wheel turn’d a- 
He found richés had wings, and knew man was 
but duft. 
vi 
This verfe little polith’d, though mighty fincere, 
Sets-neither his titles nor merit to view ; 
It fays that his relicks colleéted lie here, ° [true, 
And no mortal et ‘knews tuo if this may be 
cw 
Fierce robbers there ate that Snfett the highway, 
So Mat may be kill"d, and jits bongeine ver found; 
Falle witncfs at court, and fierce eentpefié.at.iea, 
So Mat may yet ‘chance to be hang'd ahr sbe. 
drown'd. 
: vin, 
If his bones lie it earth, roll in fea, fly in air, 
To fate we mutt yield, andtife thing is the fame. 
And if palling thou giv’ft hitt-a finile, or a tear, 
He cares not—yer pr Be-kind to his fame. 











GUALTERUS DANISTONUS AD AMICOS. 


Dom ftudeo fungi fallentis munere vite, 
Adfegtoque viamy fedibus Ely is, 

Arctoa florens fophid, Saniifque fuperbus 
Dilcipulis, animas morte car¢recano, 

Has ego corporibus profugap ad-fidera mittos 
Sideraque ingrefiis otia,blanda dito ; 

Qualia'convesiunt-Dtvir; queis fata volebant 
Vite’ Agcitisisnaliiter ive vias : 

Vinaque Corlicolii-mesin.inter guadia libo; 
Er me quid tmajns fifpicor effe viro, 

Sed foerine nupi forfan, qu: s fpondeo, ceeli ; 
Nullaque fint Ditis numina, nulla Jovis: 









¢ Fabula fit terris agitur qua vita relictis ; 


Quique faperfes, Homo; qui nihil, efto Deus. 
Attamen cife hilares, et inancs mittere curas 
Proderit, ac vite commeditate frui, 
Et feftos agitaife dies, xvique fogacis 
. Tempora perpetuis decinsifle jocis. 

Fis me paréntem pracceptis occupit Oreus, 
Et Mors; feu Divura, feu nihil, effe velit : 
Nam fophia ars illa eft, que fallere fuaviter horas 

Admonet, atque Orci non timuiffe minas, 











IMITATED. 


Stuptovs the bufy moments to deceive, 
That dcet between the cradle and the grave, 
Teredit what the Grecian divtates fay, 

And Samian founds o’er Scotia's hills convey. 


* 


‘When mortal man refigns his tranfient breath, 
The body only 1 give o'er to death; 

‘The parts diffolv’d and broken frame | mourn : 
What came from earth I fee to earth return, 
‘The immaterial part, th’ ethereal foul, 

Nor can change vanquifh, nor can death control. 
Glad I releafe it from its partnrr’s cares, 

And bid goad angels waft it to the ftars. 
‘Then in the Howing bowl I drown thofe fighs, _ 
Which, [pite ef wifdom, from our weaknefs rife. 
‘The dranght to the dead’s memory | commend, 
And offer to thee now, immortal friend. 

But if, oppos’d to what:my thonghts approve, 
luto’s rage there be, nor power of Jove; 
Qn its dark fide if thou the profped take ; 

Grant all forgot beyond blacks Lethe’s lake ; 

Tn tatal death fuppofe the mortal lie, 

No new hereafter, nor a future fly : 

Yet bear thy lot content; yet ceale to grieve: 
Why, ere death comes, doft thouforbear to live? 
‘The little time thou heft, ’twixt inftant now 
And fate’s approach, is all the gods-allow : 

And: ofthis Tittle haft thou aught to {pare 

To fad refleStion, and corroding care? 
The moments paft, if thou art wife, retrieve 
With pleafant memory of the blils they gave. 
The prefent hours in prefent mirth employ, 
And bribe the future with the hopes of jay : 
‘The future (few or more, howe’er they be) 
Were deltin’d erft; nor can'by fate’s decree 
Be now cut off betwixt the grave and thee. 





THE FIRST HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS. 


TO JUPITER. 





White we to Jove fele& the hcly vidim, . 
Whom apter fhall we fing, than Jove himfelf, 
‘The god for ever great, for-ever king, 


Who flew the earth-born race, and meafores right | 


‘Vo heaven’s great babitante? Di@ean hear’ft thou 

More joy fal, or Lycwan, long aifppte- 

And various thought has trac'd.' On Tda’s mount, 

Or Ditte, itudions of his country’s praife, 

The Cretan beafts thy natal place: but oft? 

He meets reproof deferw’d: for he prefumptuaus 

Has buile a tomb fos thee, who ever know’ ft 

To die, but liv’ the fame to-day-and ever. 

Arcadian therefore be thy birth : Great Rhea,” 

Pregnant to high Parrhafia’s cliffs retie’d; 

And wild Lycaus, black withthading pines: © 

Holy retreat! fithence no female hither, : 

Con(cious of focial love and nature's rites, 

Mutt dare approach, from the inferior reptile 

To woman, form divine. ‘There the bleft parent 

Ungirt her fpacions bofom, and difcharg’d 

The ponderous birth ; the fought a neighbouring 
{pring 

To wath the recent bahe; in vain: Arcadia, 

t However ftreamy) now aduft and dry, 

Deny’d the goddefs water; where deep Melas 

rocky Cratis low, the chariot {mok'd, 

“ec wyith rifine dudt: the chirfey traveller 
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: In vain requir’d the current, then imprifon’d 

; In fubterraneous caverns: forefts grew * -* 

| Upon the barren hollows, high o’erlhading..... 

: The haunte of favage beatts, where now. laeh 
and Erimanth incline their friendly urns. es, 

- Thou toc, O earth, great Rhea faid, bring fotths 
And fhort fhall be thy pangs. She’ feid; and. high 
She rear’d her atm,-and-with her fceptre ftrack-~ 
The yawning cliff : from its difparted height 
Adown the mount the guthing. torrent ran, -.: 
And cheer’d the vallies : there she'heavenly mothéy 
Bath’d, mighty king, thy tendér limbs: the wrapt 

them ss 


In purple bands: fhe gave the precious pledge 
Tolprident Neda, charging her to pane thee, 
Careful and fecret; Neda, of the nymphs « 
‘That tender the great birth. next Philyre . 
And Styx, the eldefty Sthiling, the recciv'd thee, 
And, conitious of the grace, abfolv'd her truit; 
Not unrewarded ; fince the river bore ‘ 
The- favourite yirgin’s name; fair Neda rolls 
By Leprion*sancient walls, a fruitful tream. 
Fatt by her flowery bank the fons of Arcas, 
Favourites of Heaven, with'happy-care protect _ 
Their fleecy charge; and joyous drink her wave. . 
Thee, gnd, to Cnroffas: Neda brouglit;- the 
nymphs. ‘ 
And Corybantes thes; their fatred charge,» 
Receiv'’d: Advafte #uck'd thy golden cradle's 
The'goat, sow bripheamnidit-her fellow-ftara, 
Kind Amaithea, reach’d her teat diftent’ 
With milk, thy early food: the fedutous bet, 
Difiill'd her honcy on thy purple list». °° 
Around, the fierce Curetes (order folemn 
To thy fote-knowing taother !) trod cunultuons | 
Their myfiic dance, and clang’d their founding 
warms, 
Taduftrious with the warlike din to quell ' 
‘Thy infant cries, and mock ‘the ear of Saturn’: 
Swift growth’atid wondrous grace, O heavenly Jog 
Waited thy blooming years : inventive wit, 
And perfect judgment, crown’d thy youthful xg: 
| Phat Sara's fons réceiv'd the three fila empirés 
Of heaven, of ocean, and deep‘hell beneath,” 
As the dark:urn and chaitce of fat detérmin’d; 
Old poets tnehtion; Fabling. “'Hihgs Gf momaier 
Well nigh equivalent and neighbour ie, 
By lot ave parted: but high heayen, 
An equal balance laid "gaingt fea-o1 
Flings up the adverfe fcale, and fh: 
Wherefore not chance, ‘but apewet ‘al 
brethren, i ; hen ay 
Exalted thee their king, Wher chygreat will 
Comniinds thy chariot forth,“iimpétudus ftrength 
And fiery fwiftuelS wing the yapid wheels, 
Inceflant; high the eagle flié# Before thee. 
And oh! as Land mine. ¢onfult thy augur, 
Grant the glad omens-et ‘thy favourite rife 
Propitious, éver Sparing froni the right:- 
‘Thou to the effet gods haft well afiign’d 
‘Their proper ftiates of power : thy own, gréat Joe, 
Boundiefs and-aniverfal, Thofe who labour” 
The fweaty forge, whe edge the crooked fcythe, 
Bend ftubborn feel, and harden gleening armour, 
Atnneetledion. WU: 
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leffes Diana's hand, who leads him fafe 
Per hanging cliffs, wha {preads his net fuccefsful, 


And guides the arrow through the panther’s heart. | 


The foldier, from fuccefeful camps returning 
‘Wich laurel wreath’d, and rich with boftile fpoil, 
Severs the bull to Mars. ‘The ikilful bard, 
Striking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo, 
‘To. make his hero and himfelf immortal. 
“‘Thofe, mighty Jove, mean time, thy glorious care, 
Wh» model nations, publith laws, announce 
Or life or death, and found or change the empire. 
* Man owns the power of kings; and kings of Jove. 
“And, as their ations tend fubordinate 
Yo what thy will defigns, thaugiv’R the means 
Proportion'd to the work thou feeft impartial 
How they thofe means employ. Each monarch rules 
His different realm, accountable co thee, 
Great ruler.of the world: thefe only have 
Vo fpeak ang be ohey'd ;'to thofe are given 
Affiftant days to ripen the detign; 
“S'o fome whole monchs, revolving years to fome; 
Others, ill-fated, are condemn'd to toil 
‘Their tedious life, and mourn their purpofe blaited 
‘With fruiticfs a&; and impotence of council. 
Hail! greatelt fon of Saturn, wife difpofer 
Of every good: thy praife-what man yer born 
Fas fung ? or who that may be born fhall fing ? 
Again, and often hail! indulge cur prayer, 
ue facher ! prant us virtue, grant ue wealth : 
, dor, without virtue, wealth no man avails not ; 
“And virtue without wealth exerts lefs power, 
And tefs diffufes good. .. Then grant us, gracious, 
"Virtue and wealth 5 for: both are of thy gift | 





HIE SECOND HYMN OF CALLIMACHUS. 


i TO APOLLO, 


‘ta! how the laurel, great Apollo's tree, 
d all the cavern fhakes? far off, far off, 
he man that'is unhallow'd : for the god, 
‘Nhe god approaches, Hark ! he knocks; the gates 
Feel the glad impulfe; and the fiver'd bars 
Submiflive clink again their brazen portais. 
:Why do the Delian palms incline their boughs, 
Self-mov'd ? and hovering fwans, their. throats re- 
i leas’d 
From native filence, carol founds harmonious ? 
Begin, young men, the hymn: let all your harps 
Break their inglorious flience ; and the dance, 
An myftic numbers trod, explain the mufic. 
Dut firlt, by ardent prayer, ard clear luftration, 
Furge the contagious {pots of husaan weakuets : 
Ynrpure no mortal can bebold Apollo. . 
So may ye flourith, favour’d by the god, 
3n youth with happy nuptials; and in age 
‘With filver buir, and fair defecnt of children ! 
So lay foundations for afpiring cities, 3 
And blefs your fpreading colonies increafe ! 
Pay facred reverence to Apollo's feng ; 
Left wrathful the far-thooting god emit 
‘Gis fatal arro Silent nature sland 
And fas tubfide, chedient te the f 
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OF 16, 16 Pean! nor dares Thetis 
Longer bewail her lov'd Achilles’ death ; 
For Phocbus was his foe. Nor maft fad Niobe 
In fruitiefs forrow perfevere, or weep 
Ev'n through the Phrygian marble. 
~ ther! 

Whofe fondnef$ could compare her mortal offspriigy 
To thofe which fair Latota bore to Jove, 
16! again repeat-ye, f6 Pean! 

Againft the Deity ’tis hard to ftrive. 


Haplifs mo- 


“He, that refifts the power of Ptolemy, 


Refifts che power of heaven; for power frora heaven 
.Derives ; and monarchs ru'e by gods appointed. 
Recite Apollo’s praife, till night draws on, 
The ditty Rill unfinith’d ; and the day 
Unequal to the godhead’s attributcs 
Various, and matter copious of your fongs. 

Sublime at Jove’s right-hand. Apollo firs, 

And thence diftributes honoug, gracious king, 
And theme of verfe perpetual. From his robe 
Flows light ineffable : his harp, his quiver, 

And Liéian bow, are gold: with gulden fandals 
His feet are fhod ; how rich: how beautiful ! 
Beneath hie Reps the yellow mincral ites, 

And ¢arthreveals pi afores. Youth and beauty 
Eternal dee his che: doris fair head 
Perfumes diftilf their ‘and cheerful health, 
His duteous handmaid, through the air improv'd, 
With lavith hand diffufes feents ambrofial. . 

The fpearman’sarm by thee, great god, directed, 
Sends forth a certain wound, ‘The faure!’d bard, 
Infpir’d by thee, compoies verfe immortal 
‘Taught by thy art divine, the fage phyfician 
Ehudes the urn ; and chains or exiles death. 

Thee, Nomian, we adore ; for that, from heaves 
Defcending, thou on-fair Amphryfus' banks 
Didk guard Admetus’ herds: Sithence the cow 
Prodac'd an ampler fore of mitk ; the fhe-gout 
Not without pain dragg’d her diftended udder; 
And ewes, that erft brought forth but fingle lanibs, 
Now deopp'd their ¢io-fold burthens. “Bleit the 
a ¢attle, 

On which, Apollo caft his favonring eye! 

Bug, Phorbus, thow to man benchivent, 

Delight'ft in building cities. Bright Diana, 

Kind fifter co thy infent deity, 

New-wean’d, and juft arifing from the cradle, 

Brought hunted wild-goats heads, and branching 
antlers 

Of Rags, the fruit and honour of her toil. 

‘Thefe with difcerning hand thou knew’ft to range 

(Young as thou wait), and in the well-framvd 
models, 

With emblematic kill, and myftic order, 

Thou fhow’t where rowers or battlements fhould 
rife, [compafs + 

Where gates fhould open, or where walls thould 

While from thy childifh paftime man receiv’d. 

The future ftrength and ornament of nations, 

Battus, our great progenitor, now touch’d 
Thy Libyan ftrand; when the foreboding crow 
Flew on the right before the pecple, marking 
The country deftin’d the aufpicious feat 
Of future kings, and favour of the god, 

Whele oath is fore, and ands eternad. 




















@s BoSdromian hear'ft thou pleas’d, or Clarian 

‘Pheebus, great king? for different are thy names, 

‘Aa thy kind hand has founded many cities, 
“Or dealt benign thy various gifts to man. 
Carnean let me calf thee ; for my country 
Calls thee Carnean: the fair colony \ 
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was tranfported, 
Ere fettled in Cryenes there w’ appointed 
“Thy anoual feafts, kind god, and blefe thy altars 
Smoking with hecatombs of flaughter’d bulls, 
‘As Carnus, thy high prieft aud favour’d friend, 
Had erft ordain’d; and with myftecious rites, 
Onur great forefythers taught their fons to worfhip. 
16 Carnesn Phoebus! 16 Pean! 
The yellow corocus there and fair narciffas 
Referve the honours of their winter-ftore, 
Yo deci thy temples till returning [pring « 
Diffufes Nature’s various pride ; and dowers 
Jnnumerable, by the foft fouth-welt 
Open’d, and gather’d by religions handy} 
Rebound their {weets from th’ odoriferous pave- 

r ment. |: =" Mae 
Perpetual fires fhine hallow'd on thy altars, 
‘When annual the Carnean feall is held; 7 
The warlike Libyans, clad in armour, lead [heat 
The dance ; with ‘clanging fwvords and fhields they 
The dreadful meafure : in the chorus join 
‘Their women, brown but beautiful ; fuch rites 
"To thee well pleafing. Nor had yet thy votarics, 
From Greece tran‘planted, touch’d Cyrene’s banks, 
‘And lands determin’d for their laft abodes; 

But wander’d through Azilis’ horrid foreft 
Difpers’d; when from Myrtufa’s craggy brow, 
Fond of the maid, aufpicious to the city, 

|, Which mutt hereafter bear her favour'’d name, 

_ "Thon gracious deign’ft to let the fair one view 
Her typic people ; thou with pleafure taught'tt her 
To draw the bow; to flay the fhaggy lion, 

And ftop the {preading ruin of the plains 
Happy the nymph, who, honows'd by thy paffion, 
“Was aided by thy power: ‘The mou trous Python 
- Durft tempt thy wrath in vain: for dead he fell, 
To thy great firength and goiden arms unequal, 
fii! while thy unerring hand elane’d 
Another, and another durt, the people 
Joyfuliy repeated 18! 16 Pean i 
Elance the dart, Apollo: for the fafety 
‘And health of man, gracious thy mother bore thee, 
Envy, thy lateft foe, fuggefted thus + : 
Like thee [ am a power immortal ; therefore 
"To thee dare fpeak. How canft thou favour partial 
‘Thofe poets who write little? Vatt and great 
‘Ys what I love :the far-extended ocean 
Yo a fmall rivulet I prefer. Apollo 
Spurn’d Envy with his foot; and thus'the god: 
Demon, the head-long current of Euphrates, 
Affyrian river, copious runs, but muddy 5 ’ 
And carries forward with his ftupid force 
Polluting dirt ; his torrent till augmenting, 
His wave Mill more defil’d : meanwhile the nymphs 
Meliffan, facred and rectufe to Céres,, 
Studious to have their offerings well receiv'dy 
And fit for heavenly ufe, from Jicde urns 
“Pour ftreams feledt, and purity of waters 
A! apollo, mighty king, let envy 








POEMS. + 


HLjadging and verbofc, from Lethe’s lake: 

Draw tuns unmeafurable ; while thy favour: 
Adminifters to my ambitious thirft 

The wholefome draught from Aganippe’s {pring 
Genuine, and with foft murmurs gently rilling + 
Adown the mountains where thy daughters haunt. 





7 CHARITY. 


A PARAPBRASE ON THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER 


OF THE FIRSTS EPISTLE FO THE CORINTHIANS: 


Din fweeter founds adorn my flowing tongue, 

Than ever man pronounc’d, or angels fung 5 

Had } all knowledge, human and divine, a 

That thought can reach, or fcience can define 3 

And had 1 power to give that_ knowledge birth, 

In all the fpeeches of the babbling carth ; 

Wid Shadrach’s zeal my glowing breatt infpire, 

‘Yo weary tortures, and rejoice in fire 5 : 

Or had V faith like that which Hrael faw 

When Mofes gave them miracles and law = 

Yet, gracious Charity ! indulgent gueft, - 

Were not thy power exerted in my breatt, 

Thi fe fpeeches would fend up uoheeded prayer 5 

That fcorn of life would be but wild defpai 

A tymbai’s found were better than my voices 

My faith were form, my cloquence were noise, 
Charity, decent, modeft, eafy, kind, 

Softens the high. and rears the abject mind, 





+ Knows with juit reins and gentle hand to guide 


Betwixt vile thame and arbitrary pride. 
Not foon provok’d, the eafily forgives; 
And much fhe fuffers, as fhe much beticves. 
Soft peace fhe brings wherever fhe atrivess 
She builds our quiet, as fhe forms our lives 3° 
Lays the rough paths of peevifh nature even, 
And opens in each heart a liztle heaven. 
Each other gift, which on man beftows, 
Its proper bound and due reftriction knows; 
fo one fixt purpofe dedicates its power, 
And, finifhing its act, exifts no more. 
Thus, in obedience te what Heaven decrees, 
Knowledge fhall fail, and prophecy thalt ceafe 
But lafting Charity’s more ample fway, ~ 
Nor bound by time, nor fubject to decay, 
In happy triumph fhall for ever live, {ceive. 
And endlefs good diffufc, and endlefs pratfe re- 
As, through the artiit’s intervening glafs, . 
Our eye oblerves the diftant planets pals, © 
A little we difcover, but allow 
That more remains unfeen, than art can fhow : ” 
So, whilt our mind its knowledge would improvs 
(Its feeble eye intent on things above), ~ 
High as we may, we lift our reafon up, 
By faith directed, and confirm’d by hope = 
Yet we are able only to furvey 
Dawning of beam:, and promifes of dey. os 
Heaven’s fuller effluence mocks our dazzled fight : 
Too great its fwittnefs, and too ftrong its light. 
But foon the mediate clouds fhall be difpeli’d , 
The fun fhall foon be face to face beheld, t 
In ail his robes, with all his glory on, 
ime on his meridian throng, 








ir 
“Then, conftant faith apd holy hope fhall die, 

* One loin certainty,.and one in joy ; 

‘Whiif thou, mpie happy power, fair Charity, 
-..Exiumphant fifter; greateft of the three, 

“Thy office and t '¥ Hature fill the fame, 
Lafting thy amp, and ungonfym’d thy flame, 
Shalt Mill‘ hirvive— ee 
Shalt ftand before the hoft-of heaven confett, 
For ever blefiing, and for ever bieft. 











CURED IN AMBUSH. | 

> Vroft' to mang has fuccefsful been, 

Upon his aniiy'to ét-his. miftrefs lean, 
Or with her.airy.fan.to cool her hear, 
‘Or gently fquecze:ber knees, or ‘prets-her feet, 
All public fports, to favour young defire, 
‘With opportunities like this. rogfpire. 
Ev'n where his tkill the gladiator thows, 
‘With.human blood where the Arena flows; 
‘There-oftentimes love’s quiver-bearing boy 
+. Prepares his bow and arrows to deftry : 
While the fpectitor gazes on the fight, 

And fees them: wound each other with delight ; 
“While he his pretty milirels entertains, 
fend wagers with her who the conqueft gains ; 
" $lily the God takes aim,.and hita-his heart, » 
ud in the wounds he fees he bears his part. 


; 
|. ENGRAVED ON A COLUMN 


: JN THES 
CHURCH OF HALLOERAD-IN ESSEX, 
The Spire of which, bunt down 'by Lightning, was ve- 
built at the expenc: of Mr. Somuel Fifk, 3717. 


View not this tpire by meafare given 
“a fo buildings rais'd by comrbon hands : 
_ That fabric cites high heiven, © 
Whofe bafis on devotion ftands, 
“While yet we draw this vital breath, 
‘We can our faith and hope declare ; 
; But charity beyond opr death 
‘Will ever in our worksappéar. - 
Bett be he call'd Among géed men, 
. Whi to his God thia column rais’d : 
Though lightning ftrike the dome again, 
.. The man, who built it, fhall’be prais'd: 
Yee fpircs and towcrs in duft thall lie, 
The weak efforts of :uman pains; 
And faith and hope thesielves fall die, 
While deathlefs chariry remains. 
: Se 
ALMA: 
OR, 
THE PROGRESS OF THE RIND. 
a INT E CANTOS, 
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Of many knotty points they fpoke, 
And pro and san by turns they took. 
| Rats half the manufeript have eat : 
Dire hunger! which we ftill regret, 
O°! may they ae’er again digeft 
The horrors of fo fad a feaft! 
Yet lets our grief, if what remains, 
Dear Jacob jj, by thy care and pains 
Shall be to future times convey’d. 
It thus bepins: : 
«ass Here Matthew faid, 
Alma in verfe, in profe the mind, 
By Ariftotle’s pen defin'd, 
' Fhroughout the body {quat or tall, 
Is, bond Ade, all.in all. 
And yet, fap-dath, is all again 
In every finew, nerve, and vein: 
Runs here anid therg,dike Hamlet’s ghoft ; 
While every where the xules.the roaft. 
This fifem, Richard, we are geld, 
The men of Oxford firntly hold: 
The Cambridge wi:s, you know, den’ 
With igf dixit to comply. 
They fay (for in good truth they {peak 
-With fmall relpedt of that old Greek), 
That, putting all his as-sozether, 
‘Tis thee blue beans to one-bhaw cider. 
Alma, they ftrenuoufly maintain, . 
Sits cock-horfe on her throne.the brain; 
And from that feat of thought difpentes 
Her fovereign pleafure to the lenses, 
tic nerves, they fay, fhe ties, 
Like Ype@acles, acrofs.the eyes; 
By which the fpirits bring her word, 
Whene'er the bulls are fix'd or flirr’d, 
How quick at park and play they ftrike : 
The duke they court; the toatt they like; 
Ani at ot. James's turn theig. grace, 
From former friends now. out of place. 
Without thefe aids, to-be more ferions, 
Her power, they hold, had been precarious 3 
The eyes might have confpir'd ber rvis, 
And fhe not known what they were cing. 
Foolifh it had been, and unkind, 
That they fhould fee, and the be blind. 
Wife nature likewife, they fappofe, 
Has drawn two conduits down our nofe : 
Could Alma elfe, with judgment tell 
When cabbage ftinks, oz rg: fmell ? 
Or who would af& for her opinion 
Between an of and ap onion? 
For from moit bedies, Dick, you know, 
Some little bits aff leave to flow; 
s through thefe canals they roll, 
Bring up a fample of the-whole; 
Like footmen running before coaches, 
To tell the lap, what lord approaches, 
es about, our palate plac’d, 
judges of the tatte. 
1 thought !} our warlike men 
k thick pert for fine champagne ; 
fadging wives aud danghtera 
diier for citron- waters, 























Miftake fin 





§ Fonfon, 
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Hence too, that fhe might better hear, 
She fets ‘a drum at either ear: 
And, loud or gentle, harfi or fweet, 
Ate bur th’ alarums which they beat. 

Laft, to enjoy herferfe of feeling 
(A thing the mach delights to deal in), 
A thoutand little nerves fhe fends 
Quite ta our toes, and fingers’ ends; _ 
And thefe in gratitude again 
Return their fpirits to the brain ; 
Ye which their figure being printed 
{As juit before, I think, { hinted), 
Alma inform’d can try the cafe, 
As fhe had been upon the'place. » 

Thus, while the judge gives different journies 
To country council and attornics, 
He on the bench in quiet fits, 
Deciding, as they bring the writs. 
‘The Pope thus prays and fleeps at Rome, 
And very feldom @irs from home 3‘ : 
Yet, (ending forth his holy fpit 
And having heard. what they advife, 
Herules the church’s big domiitioris, 
And fets men’s faith dy his opinions. 

‘The fcholars of the Stagyrite, 
Who for the old opinion fight, 
Would make their modern friends confefs 
The diffcrence but from more to lefs, 
The mind, fay, they, while you fultain 
To hold her ftieion in the’brait; °° ~ 
You grant, at leaft, the is extended : 
Ergo the whole difpute is ended. 
For till:to-morrow fhould you plead, 
From form and ftruétpre of the head, 
‘The mind as vidibly is feen 
#uionded through the whole marbiae, 
Why thonld all honour ther be tse". 
From lower parts to load the brain, 
When other limbs we plainly fee, 
Each in his way, as brifke as he ? 
For mufic, grant the head reccive it, 
Tt is the artift’s hand that-gave it; 
And, though the feull.mpy wear the laurel, 
The foldier's arm fultaitie the quarrel. 
Befides, the naftrils, cara, and’ eyes, 
Are net his parts, but his sHies; 
Ev'n what you hear the tongue proclainy 
Comes af origine fram them, 
What could the head perform alone, 
Ti all their friendly aids were gone ? 
A foolith figure he muft make; 
Do nothing elfe but ficep and ake. 

Nor matters it, that you can fhow 
Hove to the head the fpirits go; 
Thofe fpirite flarted from fome goa}, 
Before they through the veins could roll, 
Now, we fhould hold them much to blame, 
H they went back, before they camc. 

If therefore, as we muft fuppofe, 
‘They came from fingers, and from toes; 
Or toes, or fingers, in this cafe, 
Of Num fuill’s elf fhould take the place : 
Difputing fair, you grant thus much, 
That all fenfation is but touch, 
Dip but your toes inte coli v 
‘Their corre!pandent teeth v 

















MS ; 4k 
And, firike the bottom of your feet, 

You fet your head into a heat. 

‘The bully beat, and happy lover, 


| Confe% that feeling bes all over. 


Note here, Lucretius dares to teach 
(As all our youth tay learn from Creech) 
That eyes were made, but could not view, 
Nor hands embrace, nor feet purfue: 
But heediefs nature did prodace 
‘The members firft, and then the ule. _ 
What each mutt act was yet unkgown, 
‘Till all is mov'd by chance alone, © 

A man firft buiids a country-feat,® 
Then finds the walls not ¢ to Cat, 
Another plants, and wondering fees ~“* 
Nor books nor medals on his trees) 
Yet poet and philofopher eS 
Was he, who durft fach whims avef. 
Bleft, for his fake, be baman réafon, 
That came at all, though late in feafon. 
But no man fare e’cr left his houle, . 

And faddled: Ball, with thoughts fo wild, 
To bring a midwife to his fpoufe, 

Before he knew fhe was with-child, 
And no man'ever reapt his corn, 

Or from th¢ oven drew his bread, 
Ere hinds and bakers: yet were hap 

‘That taught. thei beth-to | and Reveal: ~* 
Before they're afk'd, can-maidstefofe? 
Can—Pray, faye Dick, hold in, your mule. 
While you Pindaric traths rehearfe, 
She hobbles in allernate verfe: 
Verfe! Mat reply’d; is that my care? 
Go on, quoth Richard, foft and fair: ©” 








This lool , as nature Had” 
Bat exercid’d the j eteadg 57 ; 
As if fue baply had fat dawn,’ 





<And cut out clothes for afl the:town; 


} Then fent them oyt to Monmouth-Arect, 


‘Yo try what perfons they would fit, 

But cvery free and ticens’d taylor 

Would in this thefs find a failure. 

Should whims like thefe his head perplex, 
How could he work for either fex? 
His-clothes, as atoms might prevail, 
Might fit a pifinire, or a whale. 

No, no: he views with ftudious pleafure 
Your Shape, before he takes your meafure. 
For real Kate he made the boddice,:. © 
And not for an ideal goddefs. 

No error near his fhop-board lurk'ds. : 5. 
He knew the folks for whom be wark’d; 
Still to their fize he aim'd bis fkills ’ 
Elfe, pr’ythee, who would payhis bill? _ 

Next, Dick, if chance herfelf-Should vary, 
Obferve, how matters would mifearry :' 
Acréfs your eyes, friend, place your thoes ; 
Your fpe@acles upon your toes + 
‘Then you and Meimaugus fhall agree 
How nicely men would walk, or fee. 

But wifdom, peevith and crof-grain’d, 
Mutt be oj sd, to be fuftain’d; . 
And fill your ‘Knowledge will increafe,’ 
As you make other pedple’s lefs, Pate 
In arms and feience ‘tis the fame : 
Our rival’s hurts create our fame, 
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At Foubert’s, if difputes arife From thence, compell’d by cfaft and age, 
Among the champjons for the prize, _ She makes the head her latcit flage. 
‘To prove who. gave the fairer butt, From the feet upward to the head— 
John thows the chalk- on Robert’s coat. Pithy and fhore, fays Dick, proceed, 
¥ So, for the honour of your book, Dick, this ie not an idle notion: | 
Ft tells where other folks miftcok : Objerve the progrefs.of-the motion. 
And, as their notions you confound, Firft, I demonftratively prove : 
Thofe you invent get farther ground. That feet were only made‘to moves + 
The commentators on old Ari- : and legs defire ro come and. go, 
Rotle (‘tis urg’d) in judgment vary: For they have nothing elfe toda. 
‘They to their own conceits have brought Hence, long before the child can craw], 
“he image of his gencra! thought He learns to kick, and wince, and {prawl : 
.« Juit as the melancholic eye oF To hinder which, your midwife knows 
{Bees fleets and armies in the fky ‘Vo bind thofe parts extremely clofe; 
*" And to the poor apprenti¢e ear Left Almaypewly enter’d in, 
* ‘The bells found, * Whittington lord mayor.” “| And ftunin’é at hor own chriftening's din, 
‘The conjuror thus explains his /ebeme ; Fearful of future griof and pain, 
‘Thus fpirits walk, and prophets dream 5 © Should filently fneak ovg-ayain. * 
North Britons thus have /econd-fght ; Full piteous feems young tiene . 
And Germans, free from gun-fhot, fight. As ina lucklefs gamefter's pl : 
Theodoret and Origen, She would not play, yer mutt not pata “ 
‘And fifty other learned men, _ Again; as fhe grows fomething ftronger, 
Attell, that, if their comments find And mafter’s feet are fwath’d no longer, 
"The traces of their mafter’s mind, © .| Af in the night too oft he kicks, 
‘Alnfi can ne’er decay nor die !* : . [Or thows his /ecesmotive tricks; 
"This flatly torher fed deny; . “Thefe firft affaules, EY Ransemtiga him $ 
Simplicias, Theapbraft, Durand, . When half afleep, the-oresmyeeemn.- 
Great names, bet hard in verfe to land, Now mark, dear Richard; fromthe age 
“Phey wonder men fhould have mittook ‘That children tread this worldly ftage, 
he tenets of their mafter’s beok, Broom-ftaff or poker they beftride, 
And ‘hold, that “Alma yields her breath, And round the parlour love to ride; 


_ Oercome by age, and fein’diby death, Vill thoughtful father’s pious care 
Now which were wile’? and’ whichwere fools? | Provides his brood. next Smithfield fair, 
J Poor Alma fits between two ftools't » | With fupplemental hohby-horfes ; 


‘The more fhe reads, the more perplext ; And happy be their infant courfes! 

» The comaient ruining the text: Hence for fome yeats they. neter ftand 
‘Now fears, now hopes, her doubtful fate : : fill: * . . 

“Bur, Richard, fet her look to that— Their legs,-you: foe, dirediheir will ; 
 Whilt ‘we our own affairs purfue. From. ng sets wl fetring fon, 

“ ‘Phefe different /pfems, old or new, Around the fields and woods they ron; 

A man with half an-eye. may-fee, They frifk, and dance, and leap, and play, 
‘Were only fortn’d to difagree, Nor heed what Freind or Snape can fay, 
Now, to bring things to fair’ cooclufion, To her next ftage as Alnia flies, =~ 
And fave much Chriftian ink’s effufftun, And likes, as T have faid, the thighs, 

_ Let me propofe an healing /ibeme, With fympatletic power the warms : 
And fail along the middle ttream : ‘Their good allies and friends, the armsy 
For, Dick, if we could reconcile While Betry dances on the green,» 

Old Arittotle with Gaflendus, And Sufan is at ftool-bail feen;, - 

How many would admire’our toil ! While John for nine-pins does declare, 

And yct how few would comprehend us! And Roger loves to pitch the bar : 

Here, Richard, let my (cb me commence ¢ Beth legs and arms fponraneaus move; 
Oh} may my words be loft inefewfe! Which was the thing I intant to prove. 
While pleas'd Thalia deigns to wtite «i Another motion now dhe makes ; 

~The flips and bounds of Alma’s flight. O need I nate the feat fhe takes? 

* “My fimple iter: thalt foppofe | His thoughe quite chang'd the ftripling finds ; 
That Alma entcrs at the toca, ’ | The fport and race-uo more he miuds; 

That theidhie mounts by jut degrees . Negle@cd ‘Fray and Pointer lie, 

Up to the gueles, legs, and knees; And covies unmeléfted fly. 

Nest, as the fap of life does rile, Sudden the jocund plain he leaves, 

She lends her vigour to the thighs; And for.the nymph ip fecret grieveas 

And, all thefe undérregions pait, In dying accents he complains 
She nefiles fomewhere near the waif ; Of cruel fires, and raging pzins, 

Gives pain or pleafure, grief or laughter, ‘The nymph too longs to be alone, 
As we fhall fhow at large hereafter. Leaves all the fwainc and fighs for one: 


The nymph is warm’d with young defre 


Mature, if net nnprov’d by time, 
feels, and dies to quench his Gre, 


Vp to the heart fhe loves co clined ; } 
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‘They meet each evening in the grove ; 

‘Their parley but augments their love : 

So to the prieft their cafe they tells 

He ties the knot; and all goes well. 
But, O my mufe, juft diftance keep ; 

"Thou art a maid, and muft not peep. 

In nine months time the baddice Toofe, 

And petticoats too fhort, difclofe 

‘That at this age the active mind 

About the wait lies moft*confin’d ; 

And that young life afd quickening fenfe 

Spring from his influence’darted thence. 

So from the middle of the world 

‘The fun’s prolific Yays are horl'd 

"Tis from that fear he darts thofe beams, 

Which quicken'earth with genial flames. 
Dick, who thus long had paflive fat, 

Here fitok’dehis chin, and cock’d his hats 

"Then flapp’d his hand upon the badrd, 

And thus the youth put in bis word, 

‘Love's advocates, {weet Sir, would find him 

‘A higher place. than yow alligatd hin. 
Love's advocates !’ Dick) who are thofe )— 

"The poets;you may’ well fuppote. 

Vm forry, Sir, you have difcarded 

The men with whom till now you herded. 

Profi-men alone for private ends, 

J thoughr, forfook their. ancient friends, 

dn cor { iav't, cries Coeretins ¢ 

V! he may be allow'd to betch. us. 

"The felf-fame thing foft Ovid fays 

(A proper judge in fuch a cafe). 

Horace’s phrafe is, terret jecur : 

And happy was thét tutious fpeaker, 

Here Virgil too has plac’d this pailion. 

‘What fignifies too long quotation? 

In ode and epic, plain the cafe is, 

"That love holds one of thefe two places, 
Dick, without paffion or reflection, 

Vl ftrait demolith this objecticn. 

ft, poets, all the world agrees, 

Write half to profit, half-to pieafe, 

Matter and figuré they-praduce 5 

Vor garnith this, and chat forwste; 

And, in the ftrudture of their feats, 

‘They feck to feed and pleafe their guefte: 

But one may balk this good intent, 

And take things otherwife than meant. 

‘Thus, if you dine with my lord mayor, 

Roaft beef and venifon is ycur fare ; 

"hence you proceed to {wan and buftard, 

Aud porfevete in tart and cuftard : 

But sullip-leaves and femon-peet 

Help only to.adorn the meal ; 

And painted fags, fuperb and neat, 

Vroclaim you welcome to the treat. 

"The man of fenfe his meat devours, 

But only fmells the peel and Bowers; 

And he muft be an idle dreamer, 

‘Who leaves the pie, and gnaws the ftreamer.” 
“That Cupid goes with bow and arrows, 

And Venus keeps her coach and {parrowe, 

Js all but emblem, to acquaint one, 

‘The fon is Sharp, the mother wanton, 























, ase 
Such images have fometimes fhowa 
A myftic fenfe, but oftener cone. 
For who conceives, what bards devife, 
‘That heaven. is pluc’d in Celia’s eyes; 
Or where’s the fenfe, dire& and moral, 
That teéth are pearl, or lips are coral? 
Your Horace owns, he various writ, 
As wild or fober maggots bit : 
And, where too much the poet ranted, 
‘Phe fage philofopher recanted, 
His grave epiftles may difprove . _ 
"he wanton odes he made to love, 
Lucretius keeps a mighty-pother » 
With Cupid and his faney'd mither 5... 
Calls her great queen of earth. and-air,, 








-| Declares that winds and feas-ohey hers 


And, while her honour he rehearfes, 
Implores hes to infpire his verfes. 

Yet, free from this poetic raadnefs, 
Next he fays, in fober fadnefs, 
Thar the sandal -her fellow-gods 
Sit idting th their high abodes, 
Regardlefs of this worid below, 

Our heal:h or hanging, weal or woe 
Nor once diflarb their heavenly fpirics 
With Scapin’s cheats, or Crefar’s merits, 

Nor c’er can Latin poets prove: .". 
Where lies the real feat of iow. ‘ 

cur they buro,-apd Get shey-pitrce,” 
be either bel of Sinan cele; : 
And, if folks af the.neafon for't, 

Say, one was long, and t’other fhort. 
Thus, I prefume, the Britifh mufe 
May take the freedom ftrangers ufc. : 
In profe our is greater 

Why Should it then be lefs in metre? 
If Cupid throws « fingle dart, : 
We make him wound the lover's beart 2 
But, if he takes his bow,and quiver ; 
Tis {ure, he must tearisfix the diver: 
‘For rhyme with réafon may difpenfe, 
And fund has right to govern finfes 

But let your friends in verfe fuppofe, 
What ne’er fhall be allow’d in profe; © 
Anatemifts can make it clear, 

‘The fiver minds his own affair; 

Kindly fupplies our public ufes, . 
And parts and ftrains the vital juices 5 
Still lays fome ufefal bile afide, 

To tinge the chyle’s infipid tide z 

Elfe we fhould want both gibe and fatyr 
And all be burit with pure good-natare. - 
Now gall is bitter with a witnefs, 

‘And Jove is all delight and, fweetnefs, 
My fogic then has lo its aim, 

if fweet and bitter he the fame: 

And he, methinks,. is no ‘great fcholar, 
Who can miftake defire for choler. 

‘The like may of the Beart be faid; 
Courage and terror there are bred. 

All thofe, whofe heart: are loofe and low, 
Start, if they hear but the fatteo= 

And mighty phyfical their fear is; — < 
For, fogn as noife of combat near is, 
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Their heart, defeending to their breeches, 
Mutt give their ftomach cruel twitches. 
But heroes, who o’ercome or die, 
Have their hearts hung extremely high; 
The ftrings of which, in battles heat, 
» Again their very coef tr beat; 
Keep time with their.own trumpet’s meafure, 
And yield them moft exceffive pleafure. 
Now, if ’tis chiefly in the heart 
That courage does itfelf ‘exert, 
“Twill be prodigious:hard to prove 
That this is eke the throne of Love. 
‘Would nature make one place the-feat 
Of fond defire, and fell debate > 
Mutt people only take delight in 
Thofe hours, when they are tir'd of fighting ? 
And has no man, ‘bat who has kill’d 
A father, right to get a child? 
: Thefe notions then T thiok but idle; 
And love thall itif] poffefs the middle, 
This truth more plainly to difcover, 
Suppofe your hero were a lover, 
Though he before had gall and rage, 
Which death or conqneit maft affuage, 
He grows difpirited and lows 
He hates the fight, and-dhins the foe, 
In fcornful floth’ Achilles flept, 
And for his wench, hke Call-hoy, wept + 
’ Nor would return to war and iluughter, 
Till they broughe back the parfon’s daughter, 
Antonius fled from Adium’s coat, 
Angoflus preffing, Afia loft. « 
His fails by Copid’s hands unfurl'd, 
To keep the fair, he gave the wortd, 
Edward our Fourth, rever'd and crown’d, 
Vigorous in youth, in arms renown’d ; 
‘While England’s voice, and Warwick’s care, 
Deigu’d him Gallia’s beauteous heir ; 
Chang’d peace and power, for rage and wars, 
Only to dry one widow's tears.— ‘ 
France's fiurth Henry we may fee 
# fervant to the fair d’EQree; 
- When, quitting Coutras’ profpérous field, 
And fortune taught at length to yield, 
- He from his guards and midnight tent 
Difguis'd o'er hills and vallies vent, 
‘To wanton with the fprightly dame ; 
And in his pieafure loft his fame. 
Bold is the critic wha dares prove 
‘Thefe heroes were no friends to love; 
And bolder he, who dares aver 
That they were enemies to war. 
Yet, whey their thought fhould, now or never, 
+Have rais’d their deart, or fit’d their liver, 
Fond Alma to thofe parts was.gone, 
Which fove more juitiy calis his own. 
* Exam ptes-1‘coald cite you more 5 
But be contented with thele fur: 
For, when one’s proofs are aptly chofen, 
Four ace’ as valid as four dozen. 
One came from Greece, and one from Rome A 
The other two grew nearer h 
For fome in ancient baoks delight ; 
Others prefer what moderns write : 
_ Now I thould be extremely loth, 
Not to be thought expert in both. 











THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


CANTO I, 


Ber thal we take the mufe abroad, 
To drop her idly on the road ? 

And leave our fubject in the middle, 
As Butler did his bear and fiddle ? 
Yet he, confummate matter, knew 
When to recede, and where purfae : 
His noodle negligences teach 

What others toils defpair to reach. 
He, perfect dancer, climbs the rope, 
And balances your fear and hope: 
If, after fome diftinguith’d leap, 
He-rops his. pole, and feems to dip, 


4 Straight gathering, all hina@ive flrength, 


He rifes higher halfdiis length. . 
With wonder you approve bis flight, 
And owe your pleafure to your -fri 
Bur like poor Andrew I advance, ‘ 
Falfe mimic of my mafter’s dance $ 
Around the cord awhile I fprawl, 
And thence, though low, in earncft fall. 
My preface tells you,:I digrefs’d : 
eae jalt abfole’d chy peor 
I like, quoth Dick, ry 3 
And, in return, take oes ems me, 
As mafters in the clare obfeure 
With various light your eyes allure, 
A flaming yellow here they {pread, 
Draw off in blue, or charge in red; 
Yet, from thefe colours pddly mix’d, 
Your fight upon the whoie is fix'’d : 





4 -Or, as, again, your courtly dames 


(Whole clothes returning birth-day claims) 
By arts improve the tufts they-vary, 

And things.are beft as moft.eontrary ; 

The gown, with Mf embroidery fhiniog, 
Looks charming with a flighter lining ; 
The out-, if Indian figure ftain, 

The in-fide muft be sich and plain. 

So you great aathors have thoughe fit 

To make digreffion temper wit : 

When arguments too fiercely glare, 

with a miider air : 

k their points, you turn their foree, 
And furéclow the plain diftourfs. 

Richard, quoth Mat, thefe words of thine 
Speak tomething fly, and fomething fine ; 
Ber I thall e’en refume my theme, 
However thou may’ft praife or blame, 

As people marry now, and fettle, 
Fierce love abates his ufval mettie : 
Werldly defires, and houfehold cares, 
Diflurb the godhead’s foft affairs : 
So now, as health or tentper changes, 
In larger compats Alma rangcs, 
This day below, the next above, 
As light or folid whimfies move, 
So merchant has his houfe in town, 
And country-feat uear Banited-down : 
From one he dates his forrign letters, 
Sends out his goods, and duns his debrors : 
Jn vother, at his hours of ifure, 
| He tmokes his Pipe, and takes his pleafure. 
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And now yaur matrimonial Cupid, 
Lafh’d on by time, grows tir’d and Rupid. ; 
For ftory and-experience tell us 
"That man grows old, and woman jealous. 
Poth would their little ends fecure 5 
He fighs for freedom, the for power : 


« His wifhes tend abroad to roam, 


And hers to domineer at home. 
‘Thus paflion flags by flow degrees, 
And, ruflled mote, delighted lefs, 
The buly mind does feldom go 
"Lo thofe once-charming feats below; 
But, in the breaft incamp'd, prepares 
For well-bred feints andfuture wars. 
‘The man fufpedts his lady’s crying 
{When he fatt autumn lay, a-dying) 
‘Was but to gain-him to appoint her 
By cedicil a larger jointure: 
"Vhe woman finds it all a trick, 
| That he could fweon when the was fick ¢ 
’ And knows that in that grief he reckon’d - 
On black-ey’d Sufan for.his fecond, 
Thus, having (rove fame tedious years 
With feign’d defires, andteal-fears ; 
And, tir’d with anfwers and. replies 
Of John affirms, and Martha lies, 
Leaving this endlefs altercation, 
The mind affeds a higher ftation. 
Poltis, that generous king of Thrace, 
J think, was in this very cafe. 
All Afia now was by the ears, 
And gods beat up for-volunteers ‘ 
To Greece and Troy; while Poltis fat 
In quiet-govarnimg his ftate, 
And whence, faid thewpadifie king, 
Does ull this noife and difeord fpring ? 
Why, Paris took Atrides’ wife— 
With cafe t could compofe this (trife : 
The injur’d hero thould uot Jote, 
Nor the young lover want a fpoufe. 
But Helen chang’d her firt condition, 
‘Withont her hufband’s jut permifhon. 
‘What from the daine can- Paris hope ? 
She may as well from. hitnelope. 
Again, how can her old good maa. 
With honour take her back again B: < 
From hence I logically gather, 
"The woman cannot live with either. 
Now, {have two right honeft wives, 
For whofe poffeflion no man itrives : 
One to Atrides | will fend, 
And vother to my Trojan friend. 
Fach prince fhall thus with honour have 
What both fo warmly feem to crave = 
The wrath of gods and man Shall ceafeg’ 
And Poltis live and die in peace, 
Di if this ftery pleafeth thee, 
nk Dan Pope, who told it me. 
Howe’er {wift Alma’s flight may vary, 
(Take this by way of corollary). 
Some limbs fhe finds the very fame, 
In place, and dignity, and name : 
"Vhele dwell at fuch couvenient difance, 
"Vhat cach may give his friend affiance, 
“Thus he who runs or dances begs 
The equal vigour of two legs; 
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So muchto both does Alma traft, 
She ne’er regards which goes the firlt. 
Teague could make neither of them flay, 
When with himfelf he ran away, 
‘The man who ftrugples in the fight 
Fatigues left arm as-well as right ; 
For, whilft one hand exalts the blow, 
And on the earth extends the foe, 
"f’other would take it wondrous ill, 
If in your pocket he lay fill. 
And, when you fhoot, and faut one eye; 
You cannot think he would deny: : 
To lend the other friendly aidy 
Or wink as coward, and afraid’... 
No, Sir; whilft he withdraws bis:fame, 
His comrade takes the furer aim, Z 
One moment ifhis beams recedej: - 
As foon as e’er the bird is dead, 
Opening again, he lays his claim 
To half the profit, half the fame, ‘ 
Age helps.to.pocket up the game, 
Tis thus one-tnadefiman flips away, 
Yo give his pattner fairer play. 
Some }imbs again, in bulk or flature 
Unlike, and not a-kin by nature, 
In concert adt, like modern friends, 
Becaufe one ferves the other’s ends. - 
The arm thus waits upon the hearty; 2... ©. or 
So quick to take: the. bully’s. bast 
That one, theugh warm, docides more flow 
‘Than Cother executeath¢ blow: 
A ftander-by may chance to have it, 
Ere Mack himfelf perceives he gave it. 
The amorous eyes thus always go 
A-ftroliing for their friends below 5 w 
For, Jong before the 'fquire-and:dame* 
Have téle 2. tte reliev'd their fame; 
Ere vifics yet are brought about, 
The cye by fympathy looks out, 
Knows Florimel, aad longs to meet her, 
And, if he fees, is fare to greet her, 
Though at fafhewindow, on the ftairs, 
At court, nay (authors fay) at prayers— 
‘The funeral of fome valiant knight 
May give this thing its praper light. 
View his two gauntets; thels declare 
That both his hande were us'd to war. = 
And from his two gilt fpars ’tis leatn’d 
His feet were equally concern’d. 
But have you not with thought beheld 
The fword hang dangling o’er the thield? 
Which fhows the breaft, that plate was esd. 
to, 
Had an ally right arm to truft tor 
and, by the peep-holes in his. crefty =, 
{s it not virtually confet : 
‘that there his eyes took diftant aim, 
And glane’d refpect to that bright dame, “+ 
In whofe delight his hope. was center'd, 
And for whofe glove his tife he ventur’d ? 
Objcctions to my gencral /y/lere 
May rife perhaps; and I have mift them = 
But [can call tomy afiftance =~ 
Proximity (mark that!) and diflance; - 
Can prove that ail things, on occafion, 
deve union, and defirs adhefion; 


46k 








sx THE WORKS OF PRIOR: 


That Alma merely tsa feale, 

And motives, like the weights, prevail. 
IE neither fide turn déwn nor up, 

With lofs or gain, with fear or hope, 
‘The balance always would hatig even, 


Like Mah’met’s tomb, ’twixt earth and hea- 


Wen. 
‘This, Richard,:is a curious cafe t 
Suppofe your eyes fent equal rays 
Upon two diftant pots of ale, . 
otknewing which was mild or fale: 
‘Jn this fad fate your doubtful choice 
Would never have the cafting voice ; 
‘Which heft or worft you could not think, 
And dic you muft for want of drink ; 
Unlefs fome chance inclines your fight, 
Setting one pot in fairer light; 
- ‘Then you prefer or A, or B, 
Aslines and angles beft-agree : 
Your fenfe refolv’d impels your will : 
She guides your hand—fo crink your fill. 
Have you not feen a baker’s maid 
Between two equal banniers fway’d? 
Her tallies ufebefs lie, andidle, 
¥ plac'd exadlly-in the middle :: 
But, fore’d from this unsétive ater 
By virtue of fome cafual weight, 
On cither fide you hear them clatter, 
And judge of right and teft hand matter. 
Nuw, Richard, this coercive force, 
Without your choice, mutt take ics courfe; 
Great kings to. wars are pointed forth, 
Like loaded needles to the north. , 
And thon and I, by power unfeen, .- 
Are barely paffive, and fuck’d-in 
‘To Henault’s vaults, or Celia’s chamber, 
As ftraw and paper are by amber, 
H we fit down to play or fet 
(Sappofe at aabre or baffit), 
* Let people call us cheats or fools, 
| Our cards and we are equal tools, 
‘We fure in vain the cards condemn : 
Ourfelves both cur and fhufiied them. 
"4. Yn vain on fortune’s aid rely: 
She only is a Mander by. 
Poor men! poor papers: we and they 
Do fone impuifive foree obey + 
and are but play’d with—do not play. 
But fpace and matter we fhould blame ; 
They palm’d the trick that loft the game. 
‘Thus, to fave further contsadiction 
* Againtt what you may think. but fiction, 
Vfor attraction, Dick, declare : 
Deny it thofe bold men that dare. 
+ As well your motion, as your thought, 
Is all by hidden: hopulfe wrought : 
Ev'n faying that you think or walk, 
‘How like'a country “iquire you talk ! 
fancy, or defire, 





Coile&s the beams + 
tnvo that limb fair Alma f 
Ans oi 
Shr cwells in Nicolini’s to 
Wher Pyrrhus chaunts the h 
Whion Pedro docs the lute ¢ 
She guides the cunning artift’s bh 























Through Macer’s gullet the mins down; 

When the vile glutton dines alone. 

And, void of modefty and thought, 

She follows Bibo's endlefs draught. 

‘Through the fofe fex again the ranges, 

As youth , Caprice, or fafhion, changes. 

Fair Alma, carelefs and ferene, 

In Fanny’s iprightly eyes is feen ; 

While they diffufe their infant beams, : 

‘Themfelves not confcious of their flames 

Again fair Alma fits confeft 

‘On Florimel’s experter breaft ; 

When fhe the rifing figh conftrains, 

And by concealing fpeaks her pains. 

Ya Cynchia’s neck fair Alma glows, 

When the vain thing her jewels fhows ¢ 

When Jenny’s Says are newly Jac’d, 

Fair Alma plays about her -waitt ; 

And when the fwellingtrep:futaina 

The rich brocade, fair Alniadeigns 

Into that lower fpace to enters 

Of the Jarge round herfelf the centre. 
Again: | that ingle limb or feature |, 

(Such is the cogent force of nature), 

Which moft did Alma’s paffion move 

In the firft object.of her Jove, , 





‘For ever wilt he found ctintelt, 


And printed on the amorous eeait. 
O Abclard | ilf-fated youth, 

‘Thy tale will juftify this truth : 

But well I weet, thy cruel wrong 

Adorns a nobler poet’s fong. 

Dan Pope, for thy misfortune griev'd, —« 

With kind concern and iki!! has weav’é 

A filken web; and ne’er fha!l fade 

Its colours; gently has be Jaid 

The mantle o'er thy fad diftrefs, : 

And Venus fhalt the texture blefs, ' 

He o’er the weeping nun has drawn 

Such artful folds-ef facred lawn, 

That love, with equal grief and pride, 

Shall {ce the crime he fkrives to hide, 

And, foftly drawing back the veil, 

The god fhall to his votarics tcll 

Each covfcious tear, cach bluthing grace, 

That deck*d dear Eloiia’s face. 

Happy the post, bleft the lays, 

Which Buckingham has deign'd to praife 
Next, Dick, as:youth and babit {ways, 

Akundred gambols Atma plays. 

Tf, -whilft a boy;"Jack ran from {chool, 

Fond of his hunting-horn and pole; 

Theugh gout and age his {peed detain, 

Old John igllooe his hounds again 

By his fi be ftarts the hare, 

And turns her in his wicker-chair ; 

His feet, however lame, you find 

Have got the better of his mind, 
Tf, while the mind was in her leg, 

The dance affected nimble Pegs 

Olid Madge, bewitch’d at fixty-one, 

Culls for Green Sleeves, and Jumping Je ADs 

Uli midk, or private ball, 
inn to Goldimicth's-hall, 
» trudgesy 














* fn vain her children urge her flay, 
And age or palfey bar the way. 
But, if thofe images prevail 
Which whilom did affect the tail, 
She ‘ill renews the ancient {cene, 
Fergets the forty-years between : 
Aukwardly gay, and oddly merry, 
Her fearf pale pink, her head-knot cherry; 
O'er-heated with ide rage, 

She cheats her fon, to wed her page. 

if Alma, whilt the man was young, 
Slipp’d up too foon into his tongue, 
Pleas'd with bis own fantaftic tkaill, 
He lets that weapon ne’er be fill, 
On ay point if you difpure, 
Depend upon it, he'll confute + 
Change Sides, and you increafe your pain, 
For he'll confute you back again, 
For one may {peak with ‘Tully's tongue, 
Yet all the while he in the wreng. 

5 And ’tis remarkable that they 
Talk moft, who have the leat to fay. 

° Your dainty fpeakers have the curfe, 

To plcad bad caufes duwn to worles 

Asdames, who native beauty wane, 

Still uglier look. the more they paint. 
Again: if in the female fex 

Alma fhould on this member fix 

(A crue] and a defperate cafe, 7 

From which Heaven fhicld my lovely lafs!); 

. For ever mare all care is vain, 

That would bring Alma down again, 
. As, in habitual gout or ftone, 
‘The only thing. thar can he done, 
Isto corre your drink and diet, 
And keep the inward foe in quiet 
So, if fr any fins of ours, 
Or our forefathers, higher powers, 
Severe, though juft, afli@ our life 
With that prime ill, a talking wile ; 
Till death shall bring the kind relief, 
‘We muft be patient, or be deaf, 
* Yu know a certain Jady, Dick, 
Who faw me when { laft was fick : 
She kundly talk’d. at leaft three hours, 
Of plufiic forms, and mental pawers s 
Delsto'd our pre-exifting Ration 
Beforethis vilr terrene creation ; 
And left 1 ihould be weary’d, madam, 
“To cut things fhort, came down to Adam 5 
From whence, as faft as the was abfe, 
She drowns the world, and builds up Babel: 
Through Syria, Perfia, Greece, ihe goes, 
And takes the Romans in the clofe. 
But we'll defcant on genera} natureg# 
This isa fyftem, ovt a fatire. 
Turn we this globe, and Jet us fee 
How different nations difagrce 
In what we wear, or eat and drinks 
‘Nay, Dick, perhaps in what we think, 
In water as you finell and tafe 
‘The foils through which it rofe and pat; 
In-Alma’s manners you may read 
‘The place vu here the was born and bred. 
One peeple from their fwaddling bands 
Releas'd their infants’ feet and hands ; 
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Here Alma to thefe limbs svas broughe, ° 
And Sparta’s offspring kick’d and fought. ©, 

Another taught their babes to talk, 
Ere they could yet in go-carts walk: - 
There Alma tettled in the tongue, 

And orators fcom Athens fprung. 

Obferve bat in thefe neighbouring lands 
The different ufe of mouths and hands; - 
As men repos’d their various hopes, 

In battles thefe, and thafe in tropes. 

In Britain’s ifles, as Heylin notes, 

The ladies trip in petticoats; . 
Which, for the honour of their nation, 
‘They quit but on fome great occafton. 
Mon there in brecches clad you view : 
They claim that garment as their due. 
In Tuckey the reverfe appears 

Long coats the haughty hufband wears, 
And greets his wife with angry fpeeches, 
If the be feen without her breeches, 

In our fantaftic climes the fair 
With cleanly powder dry their hair: 
And round their lovely breaft and head 
Frefh flowers their mingled odours fhed. 
Your niccr Hottentots think meet ' 
With guts and tripe to deck their feet ¢ 
With down-caft looks on Tutta’s legs 
Nhe ogling youth moft humbly begs 
She would not from his hopes remove 
At once his breakfatt and his love : 

And, if the tkittith nymph thould fly, 
He ina double fenfe mult die. 

We fimple toafters take delight ‘ 
To {ee our women’s teeth look white, 
And every faucy ill-bred fellow 
Sheers at a mouth profoundly yellow. 

In China none hold women {weet, 
Except their fnags are black as jett. 
King Chihu put nine queens to death, 
Convict on ftatute, Zvory Teeth. 

At onquin, if 2 prince thould die 
{As Jeluits write, who never lic), 

The wife, and counfelior, and prick 
Who ferv'd him moft, and lov’d 
Prepare and light his funeral fire, . 

And cheerful on the pile expire. 

In Europe ‘twould be hard to find 

In each degree one half fo kind, 

Now turn we to the farthett eaft, 
And there obferve the gentry dreit. 
Prince Giolo, and his royal {ifters, 
Scarr’d wath ten thoufand comely blifterss 
The marks remaining on the fkin, 

To tell the quality within, 
Diftinguifh'd flathes deck the’ great: 
Aseach excels in birrl or Rate, 

His oylet-holes are more and ampler s 
The king’s own budy was a fampier. 
Happy the climate, where the beau 
Wears the fame fuit for ufe and fhow 2 
And at a fmall exrence your wife, 

Jf once well pink’d, is cluch’d for life. 

Weftward again, the {ndian fair 
Is nicely fmear'd with fat of bear: |, 
Before you fee, you {mell your tual + 
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‘The fineft {parks and cleaneft beaux 
Drip frem che fhoulder#to the tees : 
How fleek their fins! their joints.how ealy | 

“There flovens only are not. greafy. 

» Tmgntion’d different ways of breeding : 
Begia we in our children's reading, 

"To mafter Jolm the Englith maid + 
A horp-book gives:of gingerbread ; 

And, that the child may learn the better, 

* As'be can-name, he eats the letter. 

Proceeding thus with vaft delight, 

‘He fpells, and gnaws, froin left to right. 
\ Bat, fhow @ Hebrew’s hopeful fon 
- ‘Where we fuppofe the book begun, 
‘The child would thank you for your kindnefs, 
And read quite-backwatd from our fnis. 
* Devour he léarping:ne’er fo faft, 
. Great A would begeferv'’d the lait. 
An equal in ance of this matter 

Js in the manners of a daughrer, 

In Europe if a hatmilefs maid, 

By nature and by love betray’d, 

ppeuld, ere a wify, become a nurfe, 
et friends: would look on per. the worfe.._ 

Ae China, Dampict'stravels tell yo. °°. « 

(Look in his Index for Pagelfi), . 

Soon as the Britifh hips unmoor, 

And jolly long-boat rows to fhore, 

‘Down come the nobles of the land : 

ach brings his daughter in his hand, 

Befeeching the imperious tar 

‘To make her but one hour his care. 

‘The tender mother Mandy affrighted, 

Left her dear daughter fould be flighted : 

*. And poor mifs Yaya dreads the thame 

. Of going back the maid dhe came. 

> Obferve how cuftom, Dick, compels 
‘The lady that in Europe dwells; 

“After her tea, fhe flips away, 
And what to do, one need not fay. 
Now fee how great Pomonque’s queen 
Behav'd herfeli amongft the men : 
Pleas'd with her punch, the gallant foul 
Firft drank,-then water'd-in the bow!; 
“ And f{prinkled in the captain’s face 
The marks of her peculiar grace— 
‘To clofe this point, we need not roam 

For inflances fo far from home. 

‘What parts gay France from fober Spain ? 
A little rifing rocky chain. 

Of men bora fouth or north o” ch’ hill, 
Thofe feldu:m move, thefe ne’er fland till. 
Dick, you love mapa, and may perceive 
Rome not far diftant from Geneve, 

HE the good Pope remains at home, 

‘He’s the firft prince in Chriftendom. 

* Choofe then, good Pope, at home to ftay, 
Nor weftward curious take thy way : 
Thy way unhappy fhould’ft thou take, 
From Tyber’s bank to Leman lake, 
Thou art an aged prieft no more, 
Burwyoung flaring painted whoie : 
ophy fex is lof thy town is gone 

otonger Rome, but Babylon. 








@ i phat fome few leagues fhould make this chenge, 


spe oren unleara’d feems ailghty range, 





But need we, friend, infift on this? 

Since, in the very Cantons Swifs, 

All your philofophers agree, 

And prove it plain, that one may be 

A heretic, or truc believer, 

On this, or t’other fide a river. : 
Here, with an artful {mile, quoth Dick, 

Your proofs come mighty full and thick—~ 
The bard, on this extenfive chapter 

Wound up into poetic rapture, 

Continued : Richard, cait your. eye 

By night upon a winter-fky : 

Catt it by day-light on the flrand, 

Which compailes fair Albion’s land: 

Af you can count the ftars thar glow. 

Above, or fands that lie below, 

Into thofe common places look, 

Which from great-authors I have took, 

And count the.proafp. Bhave colleéted, 

‘To have my writings wetfproredted. 

"Vhefe Hay by for time of nea," 

Aud thou may’f ac thy leifure reads’ 

For itanding every critic’s rage, 

1 fafely will to future age 

My /jfem, as a gift, bequeath, 


Victorious over fpightgnd death. 
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Ricuarp, who now-was faft afleep, 
Rous’d, nor would longer filence keep; 
And fenfe like this, in vocal breath, 
Broke frors his two-told hedge of teeth, 
Now, if this phrafe too harfh be thought, 
Pope, tell the world, ‘ig agt asyfaults 
Old Homer taught tis thus to fpeak ; 

If "tis nor dente, de leat "tis ‘Greek. 

As folks, quoth Bichard, prone to leafing, 
Say things at firft, becaufe they're pleafing, 
‘Then prove what they have cnec afferted, 
Ner care to have their lie deferted, 

‘Tl their own draun: igth deceive ’em, 
And, oft’ , they believe ’em; 

Or as, again, thofe amorous blades, 

Who trific with their mother's maids, 
Though ut the firft their-wild defire 

Was but to quench a prefent fire; 

Yet if the obje& of their love 

Chance by Lucina’said to prove, 

They feldom let the bantling roar 

In baiket asa neighkpur's door; 

But, by. cowpmattering giafs of nature 
Viewing themfelves in cals bread’s feature, 
With ferious thought and care fupport 
What only was begun in fport: — * 

Jaf fo with you, my friend, it fares, 
Who deai in philofophic wares. 

Atoms you cut, and forms you meafure, 
“To gratify your private pleafure; 

Tiil airy feeds of caiual wit 

Do fome fantaftic birth beget; 

And, pleas’d to find your fyitem mended 
Beyond what you at firft intended, 
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The happy whirley you purfus, 
‘Vill you at length believe it true. 
Caught by your own delufive art, 
You fancy firft, and then affert, 

‘Quoth Matthew: Friend, as far as £ 
‘Through art or nature caft my eye, 
"This axiom clearly I difcern, 
‘That one muft teach, and other learn, 
No fovl Pythagoras was thonght ; 
Whilft he his weighty doctrines taught, 
He made his lifteniag fcholars ftand, 
Their mouth (till cover’d with their hand = 
Elfe, may be, fome.ddd-thinking youth, 
Las friend to dedtrine than to truth, 
Might have refus'd to let his cars 
Atrend the mutic. of the {pheres; 
Peny'd all tranfmigrating {cenes, 
And intraduc’d the ule of beans. 
From great Lucretius take his voi 
And uil the world is quite dekroy 
Deny Des-cart his fabtil matter, 
You leave him neither fire sor wi 
How oddly would Sir Hae look, 
f you, in anfwer to his hook, 
Say in the front Of yoiir difcourfe, 
‘That things have io claftic force ! 
How could our chemic friends go on, 
Lo find the philofephic tone, 

Tf you more powerful reafons bring, 
‘Yo prove that there is no fuch thing ? 
Your chiefs in {ciences and arts 
Have great contempt of Alma’s parts, 

“They find the giddy is, or dull; 
She doubts if things are -votd, or full: 
And who thould be prefum’d to tell 
‘Whar the herfelf thould fee, or feel? 
She doubts if two and two make four, 
Though the has told them ten times o'ers 
tt camt—it may beeand ic mutt : 
To which of thefe muft Alma truft ? 
Nay further yet they make her yo 
in doubting, if fhe doubts, or no. 
Qin login Cet things right ? 
Not majors foon with minors fight § 
fe, both in friendly corfort joth’G;’* 
"Lhe config wence limps falfe behind. 
So to fome cunning man fhe goes, 
And afks of him, how much fhe knows, 
‘With patience grave he hears her fpeak, 
And from his fhort notes gives her back 
‘What from her tale he comprehended : 
‘Thus the difpute is wifely ended. 
From the account the lofer brings, 
The conjuror krows who ftale the types: 
squire (interrupted Dick) fince w 
Were you amongft thefe cunning men? 
Dear wick, qaoth Mat, let not thy force 
OF cloquence fpoil my difcourfe. 
teil chee, this is Alma’s cafe, 
Still atking what fome wife man fays, 
Who docs his miad in words reveal, 














Which al! muft grant, thouh few can fpell. 


You teil your dotor that y’are il: 

Aud whut cocghe, but write 4 bill? 

Of which you need not read one lette 

"he worfe the fcraw!, hz dule the better: 
Vou. Vit. 











For if you knew but what you take, 
“Though you recover, he maft break. 
Ideas, forms, wad intel!sSs, 
Have furnith'd out three different Gs, 
Subflance, oF accident, divides “ 
All Europe into adverfe fides, 
Now, as, engag’d in arms or laws, 
You muft have friends to back your caufe + 
In pbilefophic matters fo 


1 Your judgment maf with others’ go: 


For as in fenates, fo in fchvols, 
Majority of voices rules. ‘ 

Poor Alma, like a lonely deer, . 
O’er hills and dales does douhtfil-ere : 
With panting hafte, and quick Yorprife; 
From every leaf that ftirs, the flies; * 
Till, mingled with the neighbouring herd, 
She flighcs what erft the fingly fear’d: 
And now, exempt from doube and dread, 
She dares purfue, ‘if they dare leads . 
As their example ftill prevails, 

She tempts the ftrean, or leaps the pales. 

He then, quoth Dick, who by yotr rule 
Thinks for himfelf, becomes a fool ; 

As party man, who leaves the reft, 
As call'd but whimsical $ at bet. 

Now, by your favour, matter Mat, 
Like Ralpho, beve 1 {mele ¥ats, 

I mufl be lifted in yourfe@, 
Who, though they teach not, can protect. 
Right, Richard, Mae in triumph cry’d: 
So put off all miftruft and pride. 

And, while my principles I beg, 

Pray anlwer only with your leg 
Believe what friendly 1 adyife : 

Be firit fecuré, and then be wife. 

The man within the cpach that fits, 
And to another’s frill fubmits, 

Is fafer much (what’er arrives), 

And warmer too, than he that drives. 
So Dick Adept, tuck back thy hair, 
And { will pour into thy ear . 

Remarks, which none did e’er difclofe 

tn fmooth:pac’d verle, or hobbling prafe, 
Attend, dear Dick; but don’t reply: 
And thou may’it prove as wife as [. 

When Alma fiow, in different ages, 

Has finith’d her afcending faces, 
Into the head at length fhe gets, 
And there in public grandcur fits, 

To judge of things, and cenfure wits, 

Here, Richard, how could { explain 
The various labyrinths of the Brain! 
Surprife my readers, whilft I tell ‘ent 
Of cerebrum, and cerebellum f - 

How could I play the commentator 
On cura and on fis mater t 

Where hot and cold, asd dry and wet, 
Strive each the other's place to get; 
And, with inceffant coil and ftrife, 
Would keep poffeffion during life. 

ik could demonftrate every pore, 
Where memory lays up ali her flores 
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‘And to an inch compntethe Mation 
*Twixt judgment aod imagination. 
O friend! Tcould difplay much learning, 
At Ieaft to men of {mall difcerning. , © 
‘The braiyy, contaipis ten. thoufand cells: 
In cach {ome active fancy dwells; 
Which always is at work, and framing 
‘The feveral follies I was naming. 
' Asin a hive’s vimineous dome 
. Ten thoufand bees enjoy their home, 
“sRach does her fludious adtinns vary, 
"En-go aridconie, to fetch and carry s 
“Fach ftill renews her litle labour. 
: Nor juftles her 2fliduous neighhour 
Each—whilf this thefis 1 maintain, 
“Mfancy, Dick, I know thy brain, 
©, with the mighty theme alfe@ed, 
Could I but fee thy head difledted ! 
My head! quoth Dick, to ferve your whim ! 
Spare that, and take fome other limb, 
Sir, in your nice dffairs of fy/lem, 
‘Wile men propofe; but fouls afift "em. 
Says' Matthew, Richard, keep thy head, 








_ And hold thy peacos and (i) proceed, i 


roceed ! quoth Dick : Sir; [avery 
You have already gone too far. 
“When people once are in the wrang, 
Each line they add is much too long. 
‘Who faftett walks, but walks aitray, 
Ts only furtheft from his way. 
Blefs your conceits!, mutt I believe, 
Howe’er abfurd,, what pais conceive 5 
And, for your friendthiptviwand die .. 
A papift in philofophy? 
‘May, whatever you maintain 
Of Alma in the heart or brain, 
‘The plaineft man alive may tell ye, . 
Her feat of empire is the helly : 
From hence the fends out thofe fupplies, 
_ Which makes us either ftout or wife; 
. The ftrength of every other member 
3s fouinded.on your belly-cimber ; 
‘The qualms or raptures of your blood 
Rife in proportion to your food; . 
And, if you would improve your thought, 
You muft be fed as well as taught. 
Your ftomach makes your fabric roll, 
Jul as the bias rules the bowl. 
‘The great Achilles might employ 
The ftrength defign'd ro ruin Troy ; 
He din’d on Jion’s marrow, fpread. 
On toafts of ammunition bread : 
But, by his mother fent away, 
Among the Vhracian girls to play, 
Effeminate he fat, and quiet : 
Strange product of a cheefe-cake dict ! 
Now give my argument fair play, 
And take the thing the other way : 
‘The youngtier, who at nine and three 
“Drinks with his fiers milk fea, 
From breakfait reads till weive o'clock, 
Burnet, and Heyli:, Hobbes, and Locke + 
He pays due vilits after noon 
To coufin Alice and uncle John; 
At ten from coffee-houfe oF play 
Returning, finithes the day. 














But, give him port and potent fack, 
From mifkfop be farts up Mdoback ; 
Hoids that the happy know no hours; 
So through the flreet at midnight feowe:s, 
Breaks watchmen’s heads and chajymen’s ghifics, 
And thence proceeds to nicking fathes; 
TH hy ferme tougher hand o’ercome, 
And first ’d down, and then ied home, 
‘cotman, ftrikes the maid, 
reels up to bed. 
ve the various operations 
Of food and drink in feveral nations. 
Was ever Tartar fierce or crucl 
Upon the ftrength of water-grucl ? 
Bur who fhall ftand his rage and force, 
Tf firft he rides, then.cats his horfe ? 
Sallads, and eggs, and lighter fare, 
Tore the Italiansfpark’s guitar. 
and, if f take Dan reve right, 
Pudding and beef make Britons fight. 
‘Vekay and coffee canfe this. work 
Between the German and the Turk; 
And both, as they provifions want, 
Chicane, avcid, retire and faint. 

Hunger and chirft, or guns and fwords, 
Give the faine-death:ingifferent, words. 
















To pufh this arguy + 


To ftarve a man, in law sein . 

As in a watch's fine machine, A 
Though many artful fprings are feen ; 
The added movements, which declare 
How full the moon, how old the year, 
Derive their fecondary power 
From that which fimply points the hour. 
For, though thefe gim-cracks were away, 
(Quare would not fwear, but Quare would fay) 
However more reduc'd and plain, 2 
‘The watch. w ftill a.wateh remain : 
But, ifthe Aérz cgafes, . ° 
The whole fronds fill, ‘or breaks to pieces 
Is naw no longer what it was, 

Avd you may e’en go fell the cafe. 
So, if unprejudic’d you sean 

The goings of this clock-work man, 
Yow fi: undred movements made 
By fine Gevices in his head; 

But ’tis the foniach’s folid ftroke 
‘Phat tells his being what's o’clock. 

If you take off this rbctorie trigger, 

He talks no more in mode and figure ; 
Or, clog his mathematic-whecl, ‘ 
His buildings fal}, his thip flands Qill; 
Or, latily break his folitie-weight, 

His voice go longer ruies the fiate. 
Yet, if thefé finer whims are yore, 
Yeur clock, though plain, weald {till go on, 
But fpoil the engine of digeftion, 
And you entirely change the queftion. 
Alma’s affairs no power can mend; 
‘The jeit, alas! is at an end: 

3 en ceates ali the worlély buftle, 
And ycu confign the corpfe to Ruffel. 

Now make your 4imacome or go 
From leg to hand, from top to toe, 

Your fyfem, withouc my addition, 
Is in a very fad condition, 
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6 Harlequin extoll’d his horfe, 
Fit for the war, or road, or courfe ; 
His niouth was fof-, his eye was good, 
His foot was fure as ever trod’ 
One fault he had (a faut: indeed !) ; 
And wrat was that? the horfe was dead. 
Dick, from thefe inftances and fetches, 
Thou mak'tt of horfes, clocks, and watches, 
Quoth Mat, to me thou feem’ft to meant, 
Chat Alma is a mere mricbine: 
That, telling others what's o'clock, 
She kuows nat what herfelf has ftrack § 
Bot leaves to ftanders-by the trial 
OF what is thark’d upon her dial. 
Here hold a blow, good friend, quoth Dick,’ 
And rais’d his woice exceeding quick. 
Fight fair, Sir: ‘what [never meant 
Don't you infer. tn argument 
Similies are like f+ gs in ove: 
‘Lhey mutt deferibe ; they nothing prove. 
Mat, who was here a little graveil’d, 
‘Toit up his mofe, and ‘would have cavill’d ; 
bur, calijn esta his aid, 
Halt pleas’ ; balf angry, ‘this he f fai id: 
(Where niind ("cis for the author’s fame) 
That Matthew call’d, and flermes cante. 
In danger heroes, and in doubt 
Poets find gods to belp then: oug. ) 
‘end Richard, I begin to fee, 
‘That you and Ufa {carce agree. 
Obierve how oddly you behave : 
The more { grant, the more you crave. 
But, comr ade, as i faid jut now, 
1 fhould affirm, and you allow. 
We fypenr makers con fQtain 
The their, which you grant wes plain; 
And with cemarks and comments teaze ye,’ 
Tu cate the thing before was eafy. 
But, it a point obf{cure and dark, 
We fight as Leibnitz did with Clarke; 
And, when no reafon we'can fhow, 
Why matters this or that way go, 
‘The fhorteft way the thing we try, 
And what we know not, we deny ; 
‘Truc to our. own 6 Perbearing pride, 
And falle to all the world befide. ” 
That old philofopher grew crofs, © 
Who could aot tell what motion was ¢ 
Becaufe: he walk’d agaioft bis will, 
He fac'd men down, that he ftood still, 
And he, who, reading on the heart 
(When alt his guodlibets of art 
Could not expound its pulfe and heat), 
Swore he had never fele it beat. 
Chryfippus, foit’d by 
Makes boid (Jove blets him .) to affure us,” 
‘That all things, which our mind can view, 
May be at once both falfe and true. 
And Malebranche has an odd conceit, 
As ever enter’d Frenchman’s pate : 
Says he, fo little 
Of matter or of 
"That we by guels at leat may gather 
jomething, which may be both, or neither. 
Faith, Dick, } muft confefs, ’tis tree 
But this is only cutre nas), 
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| That many knotty points there ate,, : 
Which all difeufs but few caselesr 3 
As nature flily had thought fit, 

For fome byez ends, to crofe-bite wits | 
Circles to fquare, and cubes to doubley 
Would give a taan exceffive trouble 
The longitud« uncertain roams, 

In {pie of Whifton and. his bombs. 
What fyfem, Dick, has right averr’d 

The caufe why woman has no‘beard ? 
Or why, as years our ftame attack,’ / 

Oar hairs grow white, our teeth prow blade: 
In points like thefe we muft agree, 

Our barbers know as much a6 we. ~ 

Yet fill, unable to explain, — 

We matt perlitt the deft we can; 

With care our frffem fill renew, 

And prove things likely, though not true. 

I could, thou feeft, in quaint difpute, 
By dint of logic, Rrike thee mute 5 
With learned fkill, now puth, now partys, 
From Darii to Bocardo vary, 

And never yield; or, what is worlt, 
Never conclude the point diftours’d. - 
Yet, that you bic et aune may know 
How much you te my candour owe, 

VU from the difputant defcend, : 
To thow thee, I afiumie the ftiend.:. 
Vil take thy notion for toy owns. « 
(So thoft phitofophets have-done) 

It makes my fyfem more complete ¢ ? 
Dick, can it have a nobler fate? 

Take what thou wilt, faid Dick, dear tricia 
But bring thy matters to'an end, 

1 find, qioth Mar, reproof is vain: re 
Who firft offend will firft complain, ‘ 
Thou wtheft I fhould make to fhore; 

Yet ftill putt’it in thy thwarting oar, 
What I have told thee fity times 

In profe, receive for once in rhymes: 
A huge fat man in couintry=fair, 

Or city-church (no.matter where), 
Lakour’d and pufh’d amidft the crowl,’ 
Still bawling out extremely lohd, 

Lord fave ue! why do people peefel 
Another, marking his diftrefs,’ 
Friendly seply’d, , plump gentlemen, 
Get our as fatt as e’er you can; 

Or ceafe to pufh, or to exclaim: ~ 
You make the very crowd youblame. 

Says. Dick, your moral does not need 
The leaft retucn; fo e’en 
Your tale, howe’er soph wand was thort ¢ 
So far, at leaft, I thank you for'é, 

Mat rook his thanks ands in a tone 
More magifterial, thes wet on, 

Now, Alma. fectleé liv the head, 

As has before been | fog, or faid : 

And here begins this farce of life; 

Enter revenge, ambition, frife : 

Behold on both fides men advance, 

‘To form in carnéf Bays’s dances 

L' Avare, not ufing half his ftore, 

Still gtumbles that he has no more 3” 

Strikes not the prefent tun, for feat 

' The vintage thould be bad next ye 
Ggij 














nes 
“And eats to-day with inward forrow, 
nd dread of fancy’d want to-morrgw. 
broad if the furtout you wear 
Repels the. xigour of the air; 
Would you, be wartner, if at-home 
‘ou had the fabric and the loom? 
‘nd; if two bopts keep out the weather, 
hat need you have two, hides of leather ? 
Gould Pedro, think you, make no trial 
fa fonata on his viol, 
‘Waiefa he bad the total gut 
"Whence every ftring at firft was,cut ? 
‘When Rarus fhows you his cartone, 
He always tells you, with a groan, 
“Where two of that fame hand were torn 
Long before you or he were born, 
Poor Vento’s mind fo much is croft, 
.For part of his Petronius loft, 
"Phat he can never take the pains 
"Fo underftand what yet remains, 
© What toil did honef% Curio take, 7 
“What ftri@ inquixies did he make, 
'o get one medal wanting yet, 
‘And perfect, all his Rotrian: fer! 
Tis tound : and, O his happy Toe! 
Tis bought, lock’d up, and fies forgot : A 
“MOF thefe no more you hear him fpeak ; 
. He now begins upon the Greek. 
{Whefe, rang’d and fhow'd, thail in their turns 
"Remain obfcure asin their urns. 
“My copper-lampe at any rate, 
Kor being true antique, | Bought; 
Yet! wifely melted down my plate, 
“On modern models to be wrought ¢ 
sid trifles 1 alike purfuc, 
‘Becauvfe they’re “le, becaufe they’re new, 
Dick, 1 have feen you with delight 
MFor Georgy * make a paper kite. 
“And fimple odes too many fhow ye 
‘My fervile complaifance to Chloe. 
Parents and lovers are decreed 
By nature fools—That's bray indeed : 
th Dick : fuclrtruchs are 
et Mill Dick look’d as not believing.*” : | 
Now, Alma, to divines and profe 4 
A leave thy frands, and crimes, and woes; | 
“Nor chink to-night ‘of thy ill-nature, 
‘Bot of thy follies, idle creature! 
‘The turns of thy uncertain wing, 
And not the malice of thy fling : 
“Thy pride of being great and wife 
Tdo but mention, to defpite ; 
‘Dview with anger and difdain 
“How little gives thee joy or pain; 
A print, a dronze, a flower, a rout, 
A ‘Shell, a butterfly, can do’e; 
‘Ev’n a romance, a tune, a rhyme, 
_ Help thee to pats the tedious time, 
Which ¢lfe would on thy hand remain; 
Though, flown, it ne’er looks back agains 
“And cards are dealt, and chefs-boards brought, 
‘To cafe the pain of coward thought; 
Happy refult of human wit! 
‘That Alma may herfelf forget, 
* My, Skeivon’s fon, 

























































worth receiving. — 





THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


Dick, thus we act ; and thus we are, 
Or tofs’d by hope, © er funk by care. 
With endlefs pain this mao purfues 
| What, if he gain'd, he could nor ufes 
And t’ other fondly hopes to fee 
What never as, for e’er fhall be. 

We err hy nfe, go wrong by rules, 

In ge cfture grave, in a@ion fools: 
We join hypocrify to pride, 
Doubling the faults we ftrive t6 hide. 
Or grant that, with extreme furprife, 
We find ourfelves at fixty wife, 

And twenty pretty things are known, 
Of which we can’t acconiglifh one; 
Whilft, as my fiflem fays, the mind 

Is to thefe upper ropms confin’d. 
Should 1, my friend, at Jarge repeat 
Her borrow’d fenfe, her fond conceit, 
The bead-rall of her vicious tricks, 
My poem would be too prolix. 

For, could { my remarks faftain, 

Like Soctates, or Miles Montaigne, 
Who in thefe times would read my books, 
But Tom o’Stiles; or Jolin o’ Nokes? 

As Brentford kings, dij rect and wife, 
After long thought ss Sah 
Into Lardella’s coffin 
Saw nought to caufe their mith’ ‘or weeping : 
So Aima, now to joy or grief 
Superior, finds her late relief : 

Weary’d of being high or great, 

And nodding i in her chair of fates 

Stunn’d and'worn out with endlefs chat 

Of Will did this, and Nan faid that; 

She finds, poor thing, fine little crack, 
Which nature, fore’d. by time, muft make, 
‘Through which fhe wings her deftin’d way 
Upward the foata, and-down deops clay: 

Ww. Irile foni¢ furviving friend fupplies 

Hic jacet, anda hundred lies. 

O Richard, till that day appears, 

Which muft decide our hopes aud fears, 
Would fortune calm her prefent rage, 
And give us play-things for our age + 
Would Clothoewsfh her hands in milk, 
And twiit our thread with gold and tlk ; 











4 Would the, in friendihip, peace and plenty, 


Spin.out aur years to four times twenty; 

And fhoulé we bath in this condition 

Have conquer‘d love, and worfe ambition 

(Elfe thofe two paflions, by the way, 

May chance to thow us {curvy play) 5 

Then, Richagd, then thould we fit dowa, 

Far from the tumult of this town ; 

\ ford of my well-chofen feat, 

My pictures, medals, books complctc. 

Or, fhould we mix our friendly-taik, 

O’erfhaded in that favourite walk, 

Which thy own hand had whilom planted, 

Both pleas'd with all we thought we wast- 
ed: 

Yet then, ev’n then, one crofs refiletion 

Would {poil thy grove, and my colle@tion : 

Thy fon, and his, ere that, may die, 

And time fome uncouth beir fupply, 
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Who thall for nothing elie be known 

But fpoiling all that thou haft done. 

Who fet the twigs fhall he remeniber 

That is in hafte to fell the timber ? 

And what thall of thy woods remain, 

Except the box that threw the main ? 
Nay, may not time and death remove 

The near relations whom I Jove? 

And my coz Tom, or his coz Mary, _ 

(Who hold the plough, or fkim the dairy) 

My favourite books and pictures fell 

To Smart, or Doiley, by the ell ? 

Kindly throw in a little figure, 

And fet the price upon the bigger? 

‘Thofe who could never read the grammar, 

When my dear volumes touch the hantmer, 

May think books beft, as richeft bound ; 

My copper medals by the pound 

May be with learned juftice weigh’d ; 

‘To turn the balance, Otho’s head 

May be thrown in; and, for the metal, 

‘The coin may mend a tinker's kettle 
Tir'd with thefe thoughte—d.els tir’d than I, 

Quoth Dick, with your philofophy— 

‘That people live and die, [ knew 

An hour ago, as well as you. 

And, if fate fpins us longer years, 

Or is in hatte to take the thears, 

J know we muft both fortunes try, 

and bear our evils wet or-dry. 


Yet, let the goddefs fmile or frown, 
Bread we shall eat, or white or brown; 
And in a cottage, or a court, 
Drink fine campaign or muddled port. 
What need of books thefe truths to telly 
Which folks perceive who cannot fpell ? 
And muft we f{peactea apply, | 
‘To view what hurts our naked eye? 
Sir, if it be your wifdom's aim 
To make me merrier than I am, 
Vil be all night at your devotion— 
€ome on, friend; broach the pleafing notigns.’ 
Bue, if you would deprefs my thought, 
Your /yfem is not worth a groat— 
For Plato’s fancies what care I? 
T hope you would not have mé die,! 
Like fimple Cato in'the play, 
For any thing that he can‘fay 2 - 
Even let him of ideas fpeak ~~ 
To heathens in his native Greek, 
If to be fad is to be wife, 
Udo moft ‘heartily defpife 
Whatever Socrates has faid, 
Or Tully writ, or Wanley read> 
Dear Drift *, to {et our matters right, 
Remove thefe papers-from my fight ; 
Burn Mat’s Des-cart, and Ariftotle : 
Here! Jonathan, your mafter’s bottle. 


® Priot's fecretary and executor, 
Gg ij: 
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® Siquis Deus mihi largiatur, ut ex hat mtate repuera{cam,.¢t ja.cm 
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Yocis hardfor 4 tnth to fpeak of himfelf with any 
kolerable fatisfadtioh or fuécefa: he‘can be more 
Pleaied in blaming himfelf, than in ‘reading a fatire 
wade on Him by another: and though he may 
juitly defire that a friend fhould praife him; yet, 
i€ he makes his own panegyric, he will get very 
few to read it. It'ia Farder for him to {peak of 
his own writings. An author is in the condition 
ef a culprit: the public are hie judges: by allow- 
ng too much, and’ conde(cenditig too far, he may 
injure his own cavfe, and become.a kindof felo de 
fi; ana, by pleading and afferting too boldly, he 
sainy difpleafe the court that fits apon ‘him : his 
apology way only heighten his accufation. 1 would 
avoid thele oxrremes: and though, | grant, it 
would not be very civil to trouble the reader with 
@ long preface, befre he enters upon an indifferent 
poem ; TL would fay f mething te perfoade him to 
take it as it is, or to excufe it for nor being better. 

The noble images and refleQions, the profound 
yeafonings upon human ations, and excellent pre- 
gepts for the government of Jif, which are found 
inthe Proverbs, Ecclefiaftes, avd cthe books com- 
wotly attributed to’ Sélomon, afford fubjects for 
er pocmeé in every kind, ‘than have, I think, as 


M The bewailing of man's miferies hath been elegantly and copioully fet font by ; 
Poy © ae well of philofophers as divines; and is both a pleafant and a profitable contemplation,”” 
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#.¥agiom, valde recufem.”” 
Gee de Senedt. 
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yet, appeared in the Greek, Latin, or any nodern 
language: how far they were verfe iu their éri 
ginal is a differtation not to be entered-into at 
prefent, ‘ 

Out of this great treafure, which lies heaped 
up together in @ confofed mragnificenice, above all 
order, I hada mind to collect and digeft fuch ob- 
fervations and apophehegins, as mott particularly 
tend to the proof of that great afferrion, laid down 
in the beginning of the Ecclefiaftes, ALL 1s va- 
NITY. . 

Upon the fubje@ thus chofen, fuch various 
images ptefent thenifelves to a writer's mind, that 
be mouft find it eafier to judge what fhould be re~ 
jected, than what ought to be-received. The dif. - 
ficulty lies in drawing and difpofing; or (as the 
painters term it) in grouping fuch a multitude of 
differetit objedte, preferving ftill the juftice and 
conformity of ftyle and colouring, the  fimplex 
“ duntaxat et unum,” which Horace prefcribes, as 
requifite to make the whele picture beautiful and 
perfed. = 

As precept, however true in theory, or ufeful 
iv praice, would be but dry and tedious in verfe, 
efpecially if the recital be long, I fornd it neceflu- 
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ry to form fome flory, and give a kind of body to} 
the poem. Under what fpecies it may, be com- 
prehended, whether Didaftalic or Heroic, (leave } 
to the judgment of the critics, defiring them to be | 
favourable in their cenfure; and not felicitous 
what the poem is called, provided it may be ac- 
cepted, : Sia 

The chief perfonage, or character, in the epic is 
always proportioned to the defign of the we 
‘carry on the narration and the moral, Homer in- 
tended to fhow us, in his Miad, that ditentions 
amongft great_men obftruct the execution of the 
hoblett enterprifes, and teud to the ruin ef a ftate 
or kingdom. His Achilles, therefore, is haughty 





and paflionate, impatient of any reftraint by laws, } 


and arrogant in arms. In his Odyffes, the fame 
poet endeavours to explain, that the harde.t difii- 
éultics may be overcome by labour, and our for- 
tune reftored after the feverett afllitions, Unyfles 
therefore is valiant, virtuous, and patient. Virgil's 
defign ‘was to tell us how, from a {mall colony 
eftablithed by the ‘Frojans in Italy, the Roman 
empire rofe; and from what ancient femilirs Au- 
guitas (who was his prince and patron) delcended 
His hero therefore: was to fight his way to the 
throne, ftill diftinguifhed and proteéted by the fa- 
vour of the gods. The peet to this end takes off 
fram the vices of Achilles, and adds to the virtues 
of Ulyffes; from both perfedting a character pro- 
per for his work inthe perfon of /Bincas, 

As Virgil copied after Homer, other epic poets 
thave copied after them both. ‘affo's Gierufulea- 
ame Liberata is directly Tray cowi facked; with 
this difference only, that the two chief characters 
jn Homer, which the Latin poet had joined: in 
one, the Italian has feparated in his Godfrey and 
Rinaldo: but he makes them both carry on his 
work with very great furcels. Ronfard’s Franciade 
{incumparably good,gs far as it gous) is again Vir- 
gil’s AGneis. Hix herd comes from a foreign coun- 
try, fettles a colony, and lays the foundation of a 
future eupire. Linitance in thefe, as the greateft | 
Italian and French poets in the ¢; Yn our lan- 
guage, Spenfer has nor contented bimlelf with ¢ 
fubmillive manver of imitation: he faunches ou 
into very flowery paths, which Qill feem to cun- 
dud him ito one great road. His Faery Quecu 
(had it been finifhed) mutt have ended in the ac- 
tount which every knight.was to give of his ad- 
Ventures, and in che accumulated praifes of his he- 
yoine Gloriana, ‘(he whole would have been aa 
cheroic poem, but in another caft and figure chan 
any that ever had been written before. Yee it is 
pbfervable, that every hero, (as dar as we can judge 
by the hooks itill remaining) bears hie diftinguith- 
ed charaéter, and reprefents fume particular virtue 
conducive to the whole defign, 

‘Lo bring this to our prefent fubject. The plea- 
fores of Ife do not compeniate the miferies: age 

* fteals upon us unawarce; and death, as the only 
- eure of onr ills, ought to be expected, but nor 
feared. This initruction is to be illuftrated by the 
action of-fome great perfon. Who, therefore, more 
-proper for the bofinefs, than Solomon himfelf? 
. And why may he not be fuppofed now to repeat 














“to death without re 







" aye 
what, we take it for granted, he aéted almoft three 
thoufand years fince ? If, in the fair ficxation where 
this prince was placed, he was acquainced with 
forrow ; if, endowed with the greateit perfetions 
of nature, and ‘poffcffed of all the advantages of 
external condition, he could not find happinefs 5 
the reft of mankind may tafely take the monarchs 
word for the truzh of wha: he afferts. And the 
author who would perfuade that we should bear 
the jils of life patiently, merely becayfe Solomon 
felt the fame, has a better argument than Lucre- 
tius had, when, in his imperious way, he at once 
convinces and commands, that we ought to fubmir 
ng, becaufe Epicurus died. 

“Phe whole poem is a foliloquy : Solomon is the 
perfon that {peaks: he is at once the hero and the 
author, but he tells us very often what others fay 
tohim. ‘Thofe chiefly introduced are his rabbics 
and philofophers in the fieft book; and his women 
and their attendants in the fecond: with thefe the 
facred hiftory mentions him to have converfed; 2s 
Vikewife with the ange! brought down in the third 
book, to help him out of his difficulties, or at Jealk 
to teach him hew ce overcome them. ; 





“ Nec Deus interfit nifi dignus vindice nodas—” 


I prefame this. poetical liberty may be very jaflly 
allowed me ae fulemn an accafions: 

In iny defeription, | have endeavoured to keep 
to the notions and manners of the Jewish nation at 
the time whe» Solomon lived : and, where I allude 
to the cuftoms of the Greeks, I believe I may be 
jnfiified by the iri@ef chronology; though a poet 
is not obliged to the rules that confine an hiftoriam: 
Virgil. has anticipated two hundred years; or the 
Trojan hero and Carthaginian qucen could not 
have been brought together ; and without the fame 
avachronitn: several of the fineft parts of bis Aneis 
mutt have been omitted. Our countryman Milton 
goes yet furcher. fe takes up many of bis ‘mate~ 
rial images fome thoufands of years after the fall 
of man: nor could he otherwife have written, or 
we read, onc of the fublimeft pieces of invention 
shat was ever yet produced. This likewife takes 
off the obiegtion, that fome names of countries, 
terms uf art, and notions in natural philofophy, 
arc otherwife exprefied than can be warranted by 
the geography or aftronomy of Solomoni’s time. 
Poets are allowed the fame liberty invtheir de-, 
feriptions and comparifone, as painters ii~thelr 
draperies and ornaments : their perfonages may be - 
drelfed, not exadtly in the fame habits which they 
wore, but in fuch us make them appear moi 
graceful. In this cafe probability muft atone for 
the want of traths This libesty has indeed been 
abufed by eminence mafters in either fcience Ra 











“phael and Tailo have thown their difcretion, where 


Paul Veronefe and Arivito are to anfwer for theig 
extravazances, It is the excefs, not the thing it~ 
felt, that is blameable. 

I would fay one word of the meafure in which 
this and mott p: ems of the age are writren. Heroic 
with continued rhyme, as Denne and his cbntem- 
Forarics wed. it, carrying fenfe of one verfe 

Gg iy. : 7 
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moft cémmontly Into arfother; was found too diffo- 
cute and wild, and came very often too near profe. 
As Davenant and Waller corrected, and Dryden 
perfected it, it is too confined: it cuts off the fenfe 
at the end of every firtt line, which muft always 
thyme to the next following; and confequently 
produces too frequent an identity in the found, and 
brings every couplet to the point of an epigram. 
Yt is indeed too broken and weak, to convey the 
fentiments and reprefent the images proper for 
‘epic. And, as it tires the writer while he com. 
poles, it muft do the fame to the reader while he 
repeats; ¢fpecially ina poem of any cpnfiderable 
length. 
if Qriking ont into blonk verfe, as Milton did 
(and in this kind Mr. Philips, had he lived, would 
have excelled); or running the thought into alter- 
nate aud flanza, which allows a grearer variety, 
and fill preferves the dignity of the verfe, as Spen- 
fer and Vairfax have done; if either of thefe, t fay, 
be a proper remedy for my poctical complaint, or 
if any other may be found, { dare not determine: 
Lam only inquiring in order to be better inform- 
ed, without prefaming to direct the judgment of 
others. And, while ( am fpecking of the verfe 
ilelf, I give all juft praife to many of my friends 
’ now living, who have in epic carried the harmony 
of their numbers as far as the nature cf this mea 
‘ure will permit, But, once more: he, that writes 
in rhymes, dances in fetters; and, as his chain is 
more extended, he may certainly take larger fteps. 
T need make no apology for the fhort digreflive 
panegyric upon Great Britain in the firft book. 1 
am glad to: have: it obferved, that there appears 
throughont all my verfes a zeal for the honour of 
my country: and Thad rather be thought a good 
Englifhman, than the beft poct, or che greateft 
Icholar that ever wrote. ; ; 
“And now a8 to the publithing of this piece, 
though (have an a literal fenfe obferved Horace’s 
#* Nonum prematur in annum;” yet have $ by no 
means obeyed our poetical lawgiver, according to 
the fpirit of the precept. The pocm has indeed 
+ been written and taid afide much longer than the 
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term preferibed; but in the meantime ¥ had lttle 
leiiure, and lefs inclination, to revife or print it. 
The frequent interruptions I have met with in my 
private ftudies, and great variety of public fife in 
which I have been employed, my thoughts (fuch 
as they are) having generally been expreffed in 
foreign language, and even formed by a habitude 
very different from what the beauty and elegance 
of Englith poetry requires: all thele, and fome o- 
ther circumftances which we had as good pafs by at 
prefent, do juftly contribute to make my excufe in 
this behalf very plaufible. Far, indeed, from de~ 
figning to print, [had Jocked up thefe papers in 
my ferutoire, there ro lie in peace till my execu- 
tors might have taken them out, What altered 
this defign, or how my ferutoire came to be un- 
locked before my cr fn was nailed, is the queftion, 
The true reafon | take to bé the beft: many of my 
friends of the firft quality, fineft learniag, and 
greateft underftanding, have wrefted the key from 
my hands by a very kind and irrefiftible violence + 
and the poem is publifhed, not without my confent 
indeed, but a little againft my, opinion; and with 
an implicit fubmiffion to the partiality of their 
judgment. As I gave up here the fruits of many 
of my vacant hours to their amufement and plea- 
fure, I fhalt always think myfelf happy; if | may 
dedicate my mott ferious endeavours to their inte. 
reft and fervice. And I am proud to finifh this 
preface by faying, that the violence of many ene- 
mics, whom | never juftly offended, ie abundantly 
recompenied by the goodnefs of more friends, 
whom { can never fufficiently oblige. And if { 
here affume the liberty of mentioning my Lord 
Harley and Lord Bathurft as the authors of this 
amicabic cenfederacy, among all thofe whofe names 
do me great honour at the beginning of my book ;* 
thefe two only ought to be angry with me: for I 
difobey their pofitive order, whilft 1 make even 
this inall acknowledgment of their particular kind- 
nef _ . 7 
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TEXTS CHIEFLY ALLUDED TO IN BOOK 3. 


# The words of the Preacher the Son of David 
“ King of Jerufalem.” Ecclefiaftes, echap. i. 
er. Xe 
Vanity of vanities, fays the Preacher, vanity of 
“ vanities, all is vanity.” Ver. 2. 
I communed with mine own heart, faying, Lo, 
“Tam come to great eftate, and have gotcen 
© more wifdom than all they that have heen 
-* ‘before mein Jerufalem; yea, my heart had 
“ great experience of wildom and knowledge.”” 
Ver. 16. . 
He fpake of trees, from the cedar-tree that is in 
. * Lebanon, even unto the -hyffop that fpringeth 
ont of the wall: he fpake alfe of beafis, and 
* of fowl, and of creeping things, and of fifhes.”” 
¥ Kings, chap. iv. ver, 33. 
‘I know, that whatfoever God doeth, it fhall be 
* for ever : nothing can be put to it, nor any 
thing taken from it; and God doeth it, that 
“ men fhould fear before him.’ Ecclesiattes, 
» chap iii, ver. 14. : 
He hath made every thing beautiful in his time: 
 alfo be hath fet the werld in their heart, to 
“that no man can find our the work that Ged 
“* maketh from the beginning to the end.” Ver, 
Ir. 
¥ For in’ much wifdom is much grief: and he 
“ that increafeth knowledge, increafeth forrow.”” 
Chap. i. ver. 18, 
And further, by thefe, my fon, be admonifhed : 
“ of making many books there is no end: and 
“ much ftudy is a wearinefs of the fefh.” 
Chap, sii, ver, 1a. 
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The Argument. ?. 


| Solamon, feeking harpinefs from knowledge, cons 


venes the learned men of his kingdom; requires 
them to explain to him the various operations 
and effegts of nature; cifcourfes of vegetables, 
animals, and man; propofes fome qucitions core 
cerning the origin and fituation of the habitable 
earth; proceeds to examine the fyftem of the 
vilible heaven; doubts if there may not be a 
plurality of worlds; inquires into the nature of 
Spirits and Angels; and wifhes to be more fully 
informed as to the a:cributcs of the Supreme 
Being. He is imperfectly anfwered by the 
rabbins and doctors ; blames his own curiofity ; 
and concludes, that, as to human fcience, all is 
vanity. 





Ye fons of men, with juft regard attend, 
Obferve the Preacher, and believe the friend, 
Whole ferious mufe infpires him to explain, 
That ali we ad, and ali we think, is vain; 
That, in this pilgrimage of feventy years, 
O’er rocks of perils, and through vales of tears, 
Deftin’d to march, our doubtful fteps we tend, 
Tie’d with the toil, yet fearful of its end : 
‘Thar from the womb we take our fatal thares 
Of follies, paflions, labours, tumults, cares; 
And, at approach of death, thall only know 
The truth, which from thefe penfive numbers 
flow, 
That we purfye falfe joy, and fuffer-real woe, 
Happinefs, object of that waking dream, 
Which we call life, miftaking : fugitive theme 
OF my purfuing verfe, ideal thade, 
Notional good, by fancy only made, 
And by tradition nurs’d, fallacious fire, 
Whofe dancing beams miilead our fond defire, 
Canfe of our care, and error of our mind; , 
Oh! hadit thou ever been by Heaven defign’d 
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‘To Adam, and his mortal. race; the boon 
Entire had. been refery'd fur Solomon: 
Or. me the partial let had ‘been bc how'd, 

And in my cup the:golden draught had flow'd. 

ButQd ere yet original man was made, 

page foundations of this earch were laid, 

‘It, 328, opponent: te our fearch, ordain’d 
‘That joy, till fought, fhould never be attain’d, 
‘This fad experience cites me to reveal, 

And what I didtate is from what I fgel. : 

Born, as I was, great David's favourite fon, 
‘Dear to my people, on the Hebrew throne, 
Sublime my court, with Opbirygreafutes bleft, 
‘My name eatended to the-farthef caf, 

My body cloth'd with every outward grace, 

Strength in my limbs, and beauty in my face, 
My thining thought with fenitful notions crown’d, 

+Quick my invention, pnd my judgment found : 

Asife. (( commun’d with. myfelf), arife; 
‘Think, to be happy ; to be great, be wife : 
Contentof fpirit.mut from fcience flew, 

For ’cis'a godlike attribute to know. 

1 Said; and {ent my edi through the land: 
Around my chrone the letter’d rabbins fiiand ; 
Hiftoric teaves revolve, Jong volumes {pread, 

“The old difcourfing as thé younger read: 

Adtend | heard, propes'd my doubes, and faid : 

“Fhe vegetable world, each plant and trees 

Mtsifeud, ite name, its naturc, its degree, 

Lam allow'd) as fame reports, to hnow, 

From the-faincedar.on the craggy brow 
Of Lebavon: nodding faprempely sali 
Yo creeping mots and hyflop on the walls 
Wet, jut and cuntcinus to myfelf, I find 
vA thoufanc doubts oppofe the fearching raind. 

J kenow not why the beach delights the glade 

With bovghs extended, and a rounder thade; 
Whilft towering fire in comic forms arife, 

And witha pointed {pear divide the tkies: 

Mor whyagain-the changing oak fhould thed 

‘The yearly. honour of his ftacely head ; i 
Whilft the diftinguith’d yew isever feen, 
Unchang'd his branch, and permanent his green, 
‘Wanting the (yn, why does the caltha fade ? 
Why does the cyprefe flourifh ir: the thade ? 

. The fig-and date, why love they to renuain 
Ta middle ftation, and an:even plain; 
Whuie-in the lower marfh the gourd is found, 
And while the hill with olive-thade ig crown’d ? 
Why dogs one climate and one foil endae ‘ 














‘The bluthiag poppy with a crimfin hie, 
* Yet leave the lily pale, and tinge the violet blu 

‘Why. does the fond carnation love to fhegt 

A-various colour from one parent roet; 

While the fantaftic tulip frives to break 

Yq twofold beaury, and a parted ftreak ? 

‘The twining jaimine and the blufhing rofe 

With lavith grace their morning fcents difclofe : 

‘The fmelling tuberote and jonquil declare 

‘The ftronger impulfe of an evening air. 

Whence has the tree (refolve me) or the flower 

A various initind:, or a different power? 

‘Why theuld one earth, one clime, one fiream, one 

breath, 
Raife this to ftrength, and ficken that te 





hh? 





.A fairer red ftands blufhing in the rofe 





THE. WORKS OF PRIOR. 


Whence does it happen, that the plant, which 
well 
We name the fenfitive, fhould move and fez}? 
Whence know her leaves to anfiwer her command. 
And with quick horror fly the acighbouring Lana? 
Along the fuany bank, or watery mead, 
Ten thoufard falks'the various bloffoms {pread + 
Peaceful and lawly in their native foil, 
They neither know to {pin, nor care to toil ; 
Yet with confefs'd magnificence deride 
Our vile attire, and impotence of pride. 
The cawftip fmites, in brighter yellow drefs'd 
Than that-which veils the nubile virgin’s bre2tt : 
[ilows. 
That that which on the bridegroom's ‘ttivent 
Take but the humbleft lily of the field ; 
Ana, if our pride will ta our redfon yieid, 
ft muft by fure comparifon be fhown 
That on the regal feat- great David's fon, 
Array'd in al! his robes and types of power, 
Shires with lefs giory than that fimple flower. 
Of fihes next, my friends, [would ingdire + 
How the mute race engenier, or refpire, 
From the fiail fry that glide on Jordan’s flream 
‘Usnark’d, a multitude wi 2 
Yo that tevinthan,. who o'arthe sas 
Inimenfe roils-onward: hie ous Ways, 
And mocks the wind, and in the fempeft plays? 
How they in warlike bands march greatly forth 
From freezing waters and the culder north, 
‘Vo foathern clinws direéting their carcer, 
Uhei. fation charging with th’ inverted year? 
Elow all with careful knowledge are endued, 
Lo ghoote their proper bed. and wave, wits food ; 
To guard their fpawn, and educate their hrood ? 
Ot birds, how each according to her kind» ~ 
Proper macerials for her nett gan find, 
And build a'frame, which deepeft thought in man 
Would or amend or imitate in vain ? 
How in fmall flights they know to try their young, 
And teach the callow child her perent’s lon ? 
Why thefe frequent the plain, and thofe the wood? 
Why every land has hier {peerfic broad ? 
Where the tll crane, or winding fwallow, goes, 
Fearful) of gath 2 winds and falling fhows; « 
If into rocks, or hollow trees, they creep, 
tn temporary death confin'd.to Meeps 
Or, confcious of the coming evil, fly’ 
fu milder regions, and a fouthern fy ? 
Of beafts and creeping inffcts fhall we trace 
‘The wondrous nature, and the various race ; 
Or wild or tame, or fricnd to man or foe, 
Of us what they, or what of them we know? 
4 Fell me, ye itudious, who pretend to fee 
Far into Natu-e’s bofom; whence the lee 
Was firft inform’d her venturovs flight co fteer 
Uhrough tracklefs paths, and an abyis of air? 
Whence fhe avoids the fiimy marth, and knows 
‘The fertile hills where wecter herbage grows, 7 
And honcy-making flowers their opening buds 
difciole ? 
How from the thuken’d mift, and fetting fun, 
Finds the the labour of her day is done ? 
Who taught fier againft winds and rains to Qsive,” 























Te bring her hurdes to the certain hive; * 
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And through the liquid fields again to pals 
Duteous, and hearkening to the founding brafs?_ 
And, O thou fluggard, tell me why the ant, 
’Mid& fummer’s plepty, thinks of winter’s want, 
By conftant journies careful to prepare 
Her ftores; and, bringing home the corny ear, 
By what inftruction does the bite the grain, 
Left, hid in earth, and taking root again, 
Xt might elude the forefight of her care ? 
Difting in cither infect’s deed appear te 
‘The marks of thought, contrivance, hope, and 
Vix thy corporeal and internal eye 
On the young guat, or new-engender’d fly ; 
On the vile worm that yefterday began 
‘Vo crawl; thy fellow-creatures, abje@ man : 
ke thee they breathe, they move, they tafte, they 
fee, 
They show their paflions by their ats, like thee: - 
Darting their ftings, they previonfly declare 
Delign'd revenge, aud fierce intent of was: 
Laying thcir eggs, they evidently prove ~ 
The enial power, and folt effe Piove. 
Bach then has’ organs to digef his food, 
One to beget, and orle receive the brood ; 
Has limba and finews, blood and heart, and brain, 
Life and her proper (nn@ious to iuftain, 
‘Yhough the whole fabric fmaller thana grain, 
What more can our penyrious reafon grant 
"Yo the large whale, or caftled elephant ; 
‘Lv thote cnormous terrors of the Nile, 
‘he crefted {nake, and long-tail’d crocodile ; 
‘Vhan that all differ but in fhape ¢nd name, 
Bach deftin’é ‘row lef ox latyer frarie ? ie 
For potent tiatuse B varidus act, 
Prone to enlarge, or ftadious to coutrad;. 
Now forms her work too Imall, now tho immenfe, 
And feorns the meaiures of our feeble; fenfe. 
‘The objedt fpread tvo far, or rais’d too high, 
Denies its real image to the cye ; 
‘Loo little, it eludes the dazzled fight, 
Becomes mixt blacknefs, or unparted light. 
Water and air the varied furm confound; [round, 
‘Lhe ftraight looks crooked, and the fquare grows 
Thus, while with fruitlefs hepe and weary pain, 
We feck great nature’s power, but feek in vain, 
Safe fits the goddefs in her dark resreat 5 
Around her myriads of ideas wait, 
And endlefs thapes, which the myfterious queen 
Can take or quit, can alter or retain, 
as from our tuft purfuit fhe wills, to hide 
Her clofe decrees, and chaften human pride. 
Untam’d and fierce the tigers fill remains; 
He tires his life in biting on his chains + 
Yor the kind gifts of water and of food 
Unyrateful, and returning ill for good, i 
Fe reeks his keeper’s flefh. and thirfts his blond : 
While the fireng camel, and the gencrous horfe, 
Reltrain’d and aw’d by man’s it-ferior force, 
Do to the rider’s will their rage fubmit, 
And enfwer to the {pur, and oven the dit ; 

Stretch their glad mouths to meet the feeder’s hand. 
Pleas’d with his weight, and proud of his com- 
mana. : 

Again . the lonely fox roams far abroad, 
On fecret rapine bent, and midnight fraud; 
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Now haurts the cliff, now traverfes the lawn,.- 
And flies the hated neighbourhood of man : 
While che kind Ipanicl, and the faithful hound; 
Likeft thar fox in shape and fpecies found, 
Refufes through thefe cliffs and Jawns to roam, 
Purfues the noted path, and covets home, 
Does with kind joy domeftic faces meet, 
“Fakes what the glutted child denies to eat, . 
And, dying, licks his long-lov’d mafter’s feet, 
By what immediate caufe they are inclin’d, 
In many-aéts, ‘tis hard, I own, to find, 
1 {ee in others, or i think I fee, 
That tiriét their principles and ours agree. 
Evil like us they fhun, and covet good ;. 
Abhor the poifon, and receive the food. 
Like us they love or hate; like us they ktiow 
To joy the friend, or grapple with thé foe. 
With feeming thought their ation they intend, 
And ufe the means proportion’d to the end, 
Then vainly the philofopher avers, 
That reafon guides our deed, and inftin& théirs, * 
How can we juftly different caufes frame,. 
When the effects entirely are the fame? 
Inilingt and reafon how can we divide? 
*Tis the fool’s ignorance, and the pedant’s pride. . 
With the fame folly, fure, man vaunts hiefway, 
If the brute beaft-refufes to obcy. st 
For tell me, when the empty boafter!s word: 
Proclaims himfelf the univerfal lord, : 
Does he not tremble, left the lion’s paw 
Should join his plea againft the fancy’d law? 
Would not the-learned coward icave the chair, 
| If i the fchools or porches thould appear 
The fierce hyena, or the foaming bear ?* 
‘The combatant too late the field declines, 
When new the twerd is girded co bis loins, 
When the fwift velfel flies before the wind, 
Tow late the failor views the land betind. 
And 'tis too latenow back again to being 
Inquiry, rais'doad thwering on the wings 
Forward the ftrives, averfe to be withhel: 
Form tobler objeéts, and a larger field, 
Confider with me this xthereal fpace, 
Yielding to eacth and tca the middle.pl 
Anxious I ally you, huw the penile 
Should neves frive to rife, nor tear to fal’ 
When I reflect hew the revolving-fi 
Does round cur globe'his ¢ooked j 
I doubt of many iands, if they ‘comfaixg . ‘> 
Or herd of veatt, or colony of many <1": 
If ar, uation pel their detin’d-d 
Beneati the neighbouritig tun’ 
Hf any fuffer on the polar coaft 
‘The rage of Arctos and eternal . 
May not the picafere of Otnnipotémce 
To each of thedé fome Teese gon du enfe F 
Thote who amid. the tortidsrogions live, 
May they not yales-eiiienewa to us receive 
See daily thowers rejaice the thirfly earth, 
And bicis the flowéry bads' fuccecding birth? 
May they net pity as, condemn d to bear} 
The variousbeaven of an obliquer (phere; 
While by fix’d laws, and with a juft retern, 
They feel twelve hours that fhade, for twelve that 
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And praife the neighbouring fun, whofe conttant 

* Enlightens them with feafons ftill the fame ? [flame 
And may not thofe, wHofe diftant lot is caft 
North beyond Tartaty’s extended wafte ; 
‘Where through the plains of one continual day 
Six thining months purfue their even way, 
And fix fucceeding urge their dutky flight, 
Obfeur’d with vapours, and o’erwhelm’din night: 
‘May not, I afk, the natives of thefe climes 

. (As annals may inform fucceeding times) 

To our quotidian change of heaven prefer : 
Their own vicjflitude, and equa! fhare 
Of day and night, difperted through the year? 
May they not fcorn our fin'é repeated race, 
‘To narrow bounds preferib’d, and little fpace, 
Haftening from morn, ahd headlong driven from 


noon, 
Hilf of out daily toil yet fearcely done ? 
May they not juflly to our climes upbraid 
Shortnefs of night, and penury of fhade; 
‘That, ere our wearied limbs are juftly bleft 
‘With wholefome fleep, and neceflary ret, 
Another fun demands retarn of gare; 
. ‘The remnant toil of yefterday to bear? > 
 Whiltt, when the folar beams falute thei fight, 
Bold and fecure in half a year of light, 
. Uninterrupted voyages they take ~ 
To the remoteft wood, and fartheft lake ; 
Manage the filhing, and purfue the courfe [force ? 
With more extended nerves, and more continued 
And, when deglining day foriakes their fky, 
‘When gathering cleuds Speak gloomy winter nigh; 
‘With phenty for the corbing feafon bleft, 
Six felt spent (an age) they live, releas’d 
From all the labour; procefs, amour, woe, 
Which our fad feenes of daily adtion know : 
They light the thining tamp, prepare the featt, 
And with full mirth receive the welcorhe gueft ; 
Or tell their tender loves (the only care 
Which now'they fuffer) to the liftening fair; 
And, raie’d-in pleafure, or repos’d in eafe 
(Grateful-alterbate of fabfantiat peace), 
They bdlefs the long nocturnal influence fhed 
On the trown’d goblet, and the genial bed. 
~ In foreign, ifles which our difcoverers find, 
Far from this length of continent disjoin’d, 
‘The rugged bear's, or {potted lynx's brood, 
Frighten the vallies, and infeft the wood ; 
‘The hangty crocodile, and hifling toake, 
Lurk in the troubled ftream and fenny brake ; 
And man, untaught’and ravenous as the healt, 
Does valley; wood, and brake, and ftream, inf ; 
Deriv'd thefe men apd animais their birth 
Front trunk of oak, or pregnant womb of earth? 
‘Whence then the old beliet, that all began 
In Eden's fhade, and one created man? 
Or, grant this progeny was wafted o'er 
By coattitig boats from next adjacent thore ; 
Would thofe, from whom we will fuppofe they 
fpring, 
Slaughter to harmlefs lands and poifon bring ? 
Would they ou board or bears or lynxes take, 
Feed the fhe adder, and the brooding cP 
Or could they think the new diftover’d ifle 
Pleas’d to xeceive a pregnant crocodile? 
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And, fince the favage lireage we muft trace 
From Noah fav’d, and his ditinguith’d race; 
How fhou'd their fathers happen to forget 
The arts which Noah taught, the rules he fet, 

To fow the glebe, to plant the generous vinc, 
And load with grateful flames the holy fhriue ; 
While the great fire’s unhappy fons arc found, 
Unprefs'd their vintage, and untill’d their ground, 


 Straggling o’er dale and hill is queft of fcod, 


And rude of arts, of virtue, avd of God? 

How shall we nest o’er earth and feas purfue 
‘The varied fornis of every thing we view; 
That all is chang’d, though all is ftill the fame, 
Fluid the parts, yet durable the frame? 

-Of thofe materials, which have been confefs'd - 

The priftiie {prings and parents of the refit, 

Fach becomes other. Water ftopp’d gives birth 

Vo grafs and plants, and thickens into carth : 

Diffus’d, it rifes in a higher fphere, 

Dilates its drops, and foftens into air : 

‘Thofe finer parts of air again infpire, 

Move into warmth, and brighten into fire: 

That fixe, once more by thicker air o’ercome, 

And dowaward forc’d, in earth’s capacious wom, 
ters ity-particles ; is fire no more, 

me ties fefpleadent du, and shining ores 

Qs, running‘throligh the triighty mother’s veins, 

Changes its fhape, puts off its old remains ; 

With watery parts its leffan’d force divides, 

Flows into waves, and rilcs into tides, 

Difparted ftreams fhall from their channels fly, 
And deep furcharg’d by fandy mountains lie, 
Obfeurely fepulcher'd. By eating rain, 

And furiofis wind, dows to the diftant plain 
The hill, that hides his head above the fkies, 
Shall fall; the plain by flow degrees hall rife 
Higher than erft had ftood the fummit-hill; 
For time mutt nature’s great beheft fulfil. 

Thus, by a length of years and change of fate, 
All things arc light or heavy, {mall or great : 
Thus Jordan’s waves fhall future,clouds appear, 
And Aiyypt’s pyramids refine to air: - 

Thus later age thall afk for Pifon’s fiood, 

And travellers inquire where Babel ftood. 

Now where we iec thefe changes often fall, 
Sedate we pafs them by as natural’; 

Where to our eye more rarely they appear, 
‘The pompous name of prodigy they bear. 

Let active thought thefe clofe meanders trace ; 
Let human wit their, dibious boundaries place z 
Are all things miracle; or nothing fuch ? 

And prove we not too little, or too much? 

For that a branch cut off, a wither’d rod 
Should at a word pronounc’d revive and bud; 

Is this “more ftrange, than that the mouutain’s 


brow, 
Stripp’d by December's froft, and white with fnow’ 
Should puth in fpring ten thoufand thouland buds, 
And boaft returning ieaves, aud blooming woods? 
That each fucceffive night from opening heaven 
‘Vhe food of angels fhould to man be given; 
Is this more ftrange than that with common bread 
Our fainting bodies every day are fed? 
‘Than that cach grain and deed, confem’d in earths 









} Raifes its fore, and multiplies iss buth, 
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And from the handful, which the tiller fows, 
The labour'd fields réjuice, and future harvelt 
tlows? 
"Then, from whate’er we can te fenfe produce, 


” Common and plain, or wondrous and abjtrufe, 


trom nature’s cunftant or eccentric laws, 


That an cffcct muft pre-fuppofe a caufe : 


* Reafon, our guide, what can fhe more reply, 


‘Vhe thoughtful foul this general inference draws, 
And, while fhe does her upward fight fufain, 
Touching cach link ef the continued chain, 
At length the is oblig'd and fore’d to fee 
A firfh, a fource, a iife, a Deity ; 
What has for ever been, and muft for ever be. 
This great exiftence thus by reafon found, 
Bleft by all power, witb all perfection crown'd ; 
How can we bind or lim: his decree, 
By what our car has heard, or eye may fee? 
Say then, is all in heaps of water loft, 
Beyond the iflands, and the mid-land coaft ? 
Or has that Gid, who gave our world its birth, 
Sever'd thofe waters by fome other earth, 
Countries by future plough-fhares to be torn, 
And citics rais’d by nations yet unborn ! 
Ere the progreflive courfe of reftlefs age 
Performs three thoufand times its annual ftage, 
May not dur power and learning he fuppreft, 
And arts and empire learn to travel weft? 
Where, by the ftrength of this idea charm’d, 
Lighton'd with glory, and with rapture warm’d, 
Afcends my foul? what {ces the white and great 
Amidft fubjected feas? Aa ifle, the feat 
Of power and plenty ; her imperial throne, 
For juftice and for mercy fought and known ; 
Virtues fublime, great-attribures of heaven, 
From thence to this diftinguifh’d nation given. 
Yet farcher weit the weftern ife extends 
Her happy fame; her armed fleet the'fends ~~ 
‘To climates folded yet from human eye, 
And lands, which we imagine wave and fky. 
From pole to pole fhe hears her aéts refound, 
And reles an empire by no ocean bound ; 
Knows her fhips anchor’d, and her fails unfuct"d, 
Yn other Indies, anda fecond world, 
Long shall Britannia (that muft be her name) 
Be firit in conquelt, und pretide in fame : 
Long fhall her favour’d monarchy engage 
‘The teeth of envy, and the force of age : 
Rever'd and happy fhe thall long remain, 
Of human things leat changeable, leait vain. 
Yet all mutt with the general doom comply, [die. 
And this great glorious power, though lat, muft 
"Now let us leave this earth, and lift our eye 
To the large convex of yon azure fky: 
Bebold it like an ample curtain fpread, ; 
Now ftreak'd and glowing with che morning-red 5 
Anon at neon in flaming yeilow bright, 
And choofing fable for the peacelal night. 
fon now, whence light and fhade were 
ce this great gariety of heaven, [given, 





‘Phan that the fun diuminates the fky ; 
rifes trom his abient ray, 
Aud his returning huftre kindles day ? 

Lat we expect the morning-red in vain s 
sid in vapours, or obfcur’d by rain, 
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The noon-tide yellow we in vain require: 
Tis black in ftorm, or red in lightning fire, 
Pitchy and dark the night fometimes appears, 
Friend to our woe, and parent of our fears: 
Our joy and wonder fometimes fhe excites, 
With ftars unnumber’d, and eternal lights. 
Send forth, ye wife, fend forth your labouring 
thoughr ; Pe 

Let it return with empty notions frayghr, 
Of airy columns every moment broke, 
Of circling whirlpools, and of fpheres of fmoke : 
Yet this folution but once more affords 
New change of ternis, and fcaffolding of words: 
In other garb my queftion I receive, 
And take the doubt the very fame I gave. 

Lo! asa giant ftrong, the lufty fun 
Muoltiply’d rounds in one great round toes mun ; 
Twofold his courfe, yet conftant his career, 
Changing the day, and finifhing the year. 
Again; when his defcending orb retires, 
And earth perceives the abfence of his fires ; 
‘The moon affords us her alternate ray, 
And with kind beams diftributes fainter day, 
Yet keeps the ftages of her monthly race ; 
Various her beams, and changeable her face. 
Each planct, fhining in his proper {phere, 
Does with juft {peed his radiant voyage tteer ; 
Each fees his lamp with different luftre crawn'd ¢. 
Each, knows. his Gowrie with” different period 


And, i his ‘paifage through the liquid fpace, 
Nor haftens, nor retards, his neighbour's race, 
Now, thine thefe planets with fubftantial rays ? 
Does innate luftre gild their meafur'd days” 
Or do they (as.your fchemes, I think, have’ 
Shown) ae : 
Dart furtive beams and glory nat their own, 
All fervants to that fource of light, the fun ? 
Agzuin Efe ten thoufand thoufand ftars, 
Nor cait in lines, im circles, nor in fquares 
(Poor ave with which our bounded mind is 
When we would plant, or cultivate, or build) ; 
Bat fhining with (uch va‘t, fuch various light, 
As fpeaks the hand, that formi'd them, infiuite, 
How mean the order and perfection fought, 
{n the bet product of the human thought, _ 
Compar’d to the great harmony that reigns <. 
in what the Spirit of the world ordaing! . 
Now if che fun to earth tranfmits his ray, 
¥ct doesnot fcorch us with too fierce’s day 5 
How fmall a portion of his power ie givém’. 
To orbs more diitant, and remoter hegven-? 
And of thofe ftars, which our impetheet eye 
Has doon:’d and fix'd to one eternal tky, — 
Each, by a native ftock of honour great, 
May dart ftrong influence, @xté diffufe kind heat, 
(iefelf a fun) and with erandmiffive light 
Enliven worlds deny'd to-haman fight. 
Around the circles of their ambient ikies 
New moons may grow or wane, may fet or rife, 
And other ftare.-may to thofe {uns be earths, 
Give their own elements their proper births, 
Divide their climes, or elevate their pole, 
See their lands flourith, sud their oceans roll: 
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Yet thefe great orbs, thas radically bright, 
Primitive founts, and origins of light, 

‘May each to other (as their different {phere 
Makes or their dittance or their light appear) 
Be feen‘a nobler or inferior ftar,. 


And, in that fpace which we call air and fky, 
‘Myriads of earths, arid moons, and funs, may wg 
‘Unmeafur’d and unknown by human cye. 
‘In vain we meafure this amazing fphere, 

And find and fix its centre here or there ; 

Whillt its circumference, feorning to be brought 

Ev'n into fancy’d fpace, ifludes cur vangquith’d 

thought. ne 
Where then are all thé radiant monfers driven, 

With which your gueffes fill'd the frighten’d hea- 

‘Where will their fiGtious images remain? [ven ? 

In papet-fchemes, and the Chaldean’s brain ? 

‘This problem yct, this offspring of a guefs, 

Let'us for once a child of truth cotfefs ; 

‘That thefe fair ftars, thefe objedts cf delight 

And terror to our fearching dazzled fight, i 

Are worlds immenfe, unnumber’d, infinite. 

But do thefe worlds difplay their beams, or guide 

‘Their orbs, to ferve thy ule, to pleafe thy pride? 

‘Thyfelf bat duit; thy ftature but a fpan, 

Amoment thy guration, foolish man? 

As well may the minuteft emmec fay, 

"Yhat Caneatus was rais'd to pave his way; 

"The (nail, that Lebanon's extended wood 

‘Was deftin’d only for his walk and food ; 

‘The vileR co¢kle, gaping os the coalt 

‘That rounds the ampte Seas, as well may boait, 

The craggy rock projed above the fky, 

‘That he in fafety at its foot may lie ; 

And the whole ocean's confluent waters fwell, 

Only to quench his thir, or move and blanch his 

fhell. 
, _ Ahigher flight the venturons goddefs tries, 
Leaving material worlds and local fies; 

Inquires what are the beings, where the space, 

‘That form’d and held the angels’ ancient race. 

For rebel Lucifer with Michael fought 

(V offer only what tradition taught) ; = 

E.nbattled cherub againft cherub rofe, 

Did fhield to fhield, and power to power oppofe; 

Heaven rung with triumph, hell was fiii’d with 

woes, ” 

What were thefe farms of which your volumes tell, 

How fome fought great, auel others recreant feil ? 

"Thefe bound to bear ao everlahing load, 

Durance of chain, and banifhment of God ; 

By fatal turns their wretched t.rength to tire, 

‘To {wim in fulphurous lakes, or Jand on folid fire: 

While thofe exalted to primaval light, 

Excefs of bleffing, and fupreme delight, 

Only perceive fome little pavie of joys 

In thofe great moments when their (od employs 

"Their minitiry, :o pour his threaten’¢ hats 

On the proud king, or the rebellious itate ; 

Or to reverfe Jehovah's kigh command, 

Acd Speak the thunder falling from his hand, 
When to his duty the proud king returns, 
Aud the rebellious + ate in afhes mourns? 
How can good angels be in heaven confin’d, 
Qr yiew that prefence, which no fpace can bind? 
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Js God above, beneath, or yon”, or he“e ? 
He who made all, is he not every where? 
Oh, how can wicked angels find a night % 
So dark, to hide them from that piercing light, 
Which form’d the cye, and gave the power of {- 
fight ? d 

What man I now of angel, when I hear 

Firm body, {pirit pure,-or fluid air? 

Spirits to action fpiritual confin’d, 

Friends to our thought, and kindred to our mind, 
Should only aét and prompt us from within, 

Nor by external eye be ever feen. - 

Was it not therefore to pur fathers known, 

That thefe had appetite, and fimb, and bone ? 
Elfe how could Abraliam wath their weary'd fees! 
Or Sarah pleafe their taite with avoury meat? 
Whence Should they fear? or why did Lot engage 
‘To fave their bodies from abufive rage ? 

And how could Jacob, in a real fight, 

Feel or refift che wreftling angel’s might ? 

How could a form in ftrength with matter try ? 
Or how a fpirit touch a mortal’s thigh ? 

Now are they air condens'd, or gather'd rays! 
How guide they then our prayer, or keep our ways 
By ftronger blafta till fubject to be toft, 

By tempetts feattee’d, and in whirlwinds loft ? 

Have they again'{as, fang preclaims) 
Subftances real, and exifting frames ? 

How comes it, fince with them we jointly fhare 
The ‘great effec of one Creator's care, 

That, whilt out bodies ficken and decay, 
Theirs are-for-ever healthy, young, and gay? 
Why, whilft we ftrugyle in this vale beneath 
With want and forrow, with difeafe and death, 
Do they, more blefe’d, perpetual life employ 
On fongs of pleafure, and in fcenes of jy? 

Now when my mind hag-all this world furvey’ 
And found, that nothing by itfelf was made; 
When thanght has rais’d itfelf, by juft degrees, 
From valli¢s crpwa'd with flowers, and hilis with 

trees ;” ; 
From fmotiog mineral, and from rifing ftreams ;° 
From fattening Nilus, or viorivas hames 5 
From all the living, that four-focted move 
Along the fhore, the meadow, or the grove; 
From all that with fins or feathers fly 
Through the atrial or the watery iky;,- 
From the poor reptile with a reafening foul, 
That miferable mafter of the whdle; 
From this great objeét of the body's cyc, 
Vhis fair half,round, this ample azure fky,’ 
Terribly large, and wenderfally bright, 
With ftars uanumber’d, and unwueafar'’d light ; 
From effences unfeen, celeftial names, 
Enlightening fpirits, and minifterial lames, 
Angels, dominions, potentates, and thrones, 
Ali that in each degree the rame of creature owns 
Lift we our reafon to chat fovercign caufe, 
Who bleit tbe whole with life, and bounded i 
with laws; 
Who forth frum nothing call’d this comely frame, 
His will and a@, his word and work the fame; + 
Vo whom a thoufand year. are but a day; 4 
Who bad the light her genial beams difplay,’” 
And fet the moon, and taught the fun its way"? J 
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Who, waking time, his creature, frem the feurce 
Primeval, order'd his predeftin’d courte ; 
¢Himfelf, avin the hollow of his hand, 
Holding, obedient to his high command, ._ 
“The deep abyfs, the long-continued flore, 
! Where months, aud days, and hours, and mi- 
nutes pour c : 
"heir floating parts, and thenceforth are no 
more. 
,, This Alpha and Omega, firft and Taft, 
“Who like the potter.in a mould has caft 
“Fhe world’s great frame, commanding it to be 
Such as the eyes of fenfe and reafon fee; 
Yet if he wills may change or fpoilthe whole ; 
May take you’ beautcous, myttic, Rarry rail, ‘ 
And burn it like ao ufclefs parchment fcroll ; 
“May from its bafis in one moment pour 
‘This melted carth— ~~ 
Like liquid metal, and like hurting ore: 
Who, fale in power, at the beginning faid, 
Let fea, and ai, and earth, and heaven be made ; 
Andit was fo !—aud, when he fhall ordain 
In other fort, has but to fpeak again, 
And they fhall be no more: Of this great theme, 
This glorious, hallow’d, everlafting name, $ 
This Ged, t weld difcourle.— i 
“Che learned elders fat appal’d, amaz’d, 
And cach with yuutual look on other gaz'd; 
Nor fpecch they meditate, nor anfwer frame 
- (Too plain, dlas | their filence fpake their thame); 
"Fill one, in whom an outward mien appear'd, 
And turn fuperior co the'vulgar herd, 
Began: That human learning’s furtheft reach 
Was but to note the dodtrine I could teach; 
That mine to fpeak, and theirs was to obey ; 
For | in knowledge more than yower did fway ¢ 
And the aftonifh’d world in me beheld 
Mofes eclips’d, and Jeffe’s fon excell’d. 
Humble.a fecond bow’d, and took the word; 
Forefaw,my name by futere age ador’d; 
O live, faid he, thou wifeft of the wife ; 
“As none has equail'd, none fhali ever rife 
Excelling thee. ; 
Parent of wicked, bane of honeft deeds, 
Pernicious flattery! thy matignant feeds, | 
“In An ill hour, and by a fatal hand, 
Badly diffus'd o'er virtue’s gicby land,” 
With tiling pride amidft the corn appear, 
And choke the hopes and harveft of the year. 
And now the whole perplex’d ignoble crowd, 
Mute to my queftions, in my praifes Joud, - 
Echo'd the word: whence things arofe, or how” ~ 
“They thus exift, the apteft nothing know 2. | 
‘What yet is not, but is ordain’d to be, 
All veil of doubt apart, the dullett feet 
* My prophete and my fophitts finith’d here 
‘The civil efforts of the verbal war: 
Not fo my rabbins and logicians yield; » 


Retiring, {till they combat; from the field 





Of open arms unwillitzg they depart, 
And fculk behind the fabterfuge of art. ~ 
To fpeak one thing, mix’d dialegts they join, 
Divide the fimple, andthe plain define; 
Bix fancy'd laws, and form imagin’d rules, 

, Torms of their art, and jargon of their {chools, 





J Offspring of Adam! was thy fource of woe. . 
|}. Why wilt thou then renew the vain purfuit, - 





hd 
{ll-grounded maxims, by falfe glofs enlarg’d, 
‘And captious feience agMaft reafon charg’d. 

Soon their crude notions with each other foughas 
The adverfe fect deny’d what this had raught 5, 
And he at length the amplef triumph gain’d,” 
Who contradiéted what the laft maintain’d, 

© wretched impotence of human mind! 
We erring ftill excufe for error find, 





' And darkling grope, not knowing we are on 


Vain man! fince Srft thy blufhing fire effay’d 
His folly with conneéted leaves to'thade, 
How does the crime of thy refembling race ~ 
With Jike attempt that priftine error trace! “> 
Too plain thy nakednefs of foul efpy’d, - 
Why doft thou ftrive the confcious fhame to wae? 
By thaiks of eloquence and veils of pride? 

With outward fimiles their flattery | receiv’d 5 
Own’d my fick mind by their difcourfe reliev’d ; 
Bur bent, and inward to myfelf, again 
Perplez’d, thefe matters 1 sevolv’d in vain. 
My fearch ftill tir'd, my labour ftill renew’ 
At length I ignorance and kadwledge view'd, 
Impartial; both ia equal balance laid, [weigh’d. 
Light flew the knowing feale, the doubtful heavy 

Fore'd by refleCtive reafon, { confefs,  . |, 
‘That-human fcience ig uncertain guefs.: °° 
Alas! we grafp at clouds, and beat the aig, 5) 
Vexing that {pirit we intend to clear, jee 
Can thought beyond the bounds of matter climb ? 
Or who fhall tell me what is {pace or time? 
In vain we lift up our prefumptuous eyes 
To what our Maker to their ken denies : 








The fedrcher fullows fat; the object fatter at 
The litele which imperfectly we find, 
Seduces only the bewilder’d mind 
To fruitlefs fearch of fomething yet behind, |, 
Various difcuflions tear our beated brain ; 
Opinions often turn; fill doubts remain, _ 
And who induiges thought, increafes pain. 

How narrow limits were to wifdom giver ! 
Earth fhe furveys; fhe thence would’ meafure | 

heaven : . Le 

‘Through mitts obfcure now wings her tedious way; 
Now wanders dazzled with too bright a day; 
And from the fummit of a pathlefs coal . 
Secs infinite, and in that fight is loft, i 
Remember, that the curs’d defire to know, 





And rafhly catch at the forbidden fruic ; 
With empty labour and cluded firife 
Seeking, by knowledge, to attain to life 3: 

For ever from that fatal’ tree debarr’d, 

Which flaming {words and angiy cherubs guard? 
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PLEASURE. 
. BOOK H,: 





“JFEXTS CHIEFLY ALLUDED TO IN BOOK Ity 


-| & I faid in my own heart, Go te now, F will prove 


“ thee with mirth; therefore enjoy pleafure,’® 
Eccl, ii. 1. Ba ey Se mee 
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* planted me vineyards.” Ver, 4. 


I made me gardens and orchards; and I planted 


“ trees in them of all kind of fruits.” Ver. 5. 


 T made me pools of water, to water therewith 


~ * the wood that bringeth forth trees.” Ver. 6. 


Then I looked on all the works that my hands 
** had wrought, and on the labour that f had 
* Jaboured to do: And behold all was vanity 
* and vexation of fpirit; and there was no profit 


onder the fun.” Ver. 11. 


 Jgat me men-fingers and women-fingers, and 


« the delights of the fons of men, as mufical in- 
 ftruments, and that of all forts.” Ver. 8. 


 T fought in mine heart to give myfelf unto wine 


(yet acquainting mine heart with wifdom) 
« and to lay hold on folly, till I might fee what 
“ was that good for the fons of men, which 


“ they fhould do under heaven, all the days of 


their Jife.” Ver. 3. 
"Then I faid in my heart, A’ it happeneth unto 
- the fool, fo it happeneth even unto me; and 
“why was’! then more wile? Then 1 faid in 
“ my heart, that this alfo is vanity.” Ver. 15. 


© Therefore 1 hated life, becaufe the work that is 


“ wrought onder the fun is grievous unto me,”* 
Chap. ii. ver. 27. 
& Dead flies caufe the ointment to fend forth a 
 flinking favour: fo doth a little folly him 
‘“ «© that is in reputation for wildom and honour.” 
Chap. x. ver. x. 
“ The memory of the jaft is bleffed, but the me- 
:.  mory of the wicked fhall rot.” Proverbs, 
Chap. x. ver. 7. 





The Argument, 


’ 


Solomon, again feeking happinefé, inquires if 


wealth and greatnefs can produce it: begins 


‘with the magnificence of gardens and buildings, 
the luxury of mufic and feaiting ; and proceeds 
to the hopes and delires of love, In two epifodes 


are fhown the fullies and troubles of that paflion. 
Solomon, {till difappointed, falls under the temp- 
tations of libertinilim and idoiatry ; recovers his 
thought ; reafons aright ; and concludes that, as 
to the parfuit of pleafere and fenfual delight, 
All is vanity and vexation of fpirit. 


Tar then, O man, the moments to deceive, - 
‘That from the womb attend thee to the grave: 
For weary’d nature find fome apter fcheme + 
Health be thy hope, and plealure be thy theme. 
From the perplexing and unequal ways, 
Where ftudy brings thee ; from the endlefs maze, 
Which doubt perfuades to run, forewarn’d, recede 
> ‘To the gay field and flowery path, that lead 
‘To jocund mirth, foft joy, and carelefs eafe : 
Forlake what may inftruct, for what may pleafe ; 
. Effay amufiag art, and proud expence, . 
And make thy réafon fubject to thy fenfe. 
~< Ycommun’d thus; the power of wei 
And all the various luxe of coftly pride ; 
Py 
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I made me great works, 1 builded me houfes, 1 














th ltry’d, 





Artifts and plans:reliew’d my folemn hours} 
1 founded palaces, and planted bowers; 
Birds, fifhes, beafts, of each exotic kind, < 
I to the limits of my ceurt confin’d ; 
To trees transferr’d 1 gave a fecond birth, 
And bad a foreign thade grace Judah's earth ; 
Fith-ponds were made, where former forefts grew, 
And hills were levell’d to extend the view; 
Rivers diverted from their native courfe, 
And bound with chains of artificial force, * 
From large cafcades in pleafing tumu't-roll'd, _¢ 
Or rofe through figur’d ftone, or breathing gold*s+ 
From furtheft Africa’s tormented womb ; 
The marble brought, creéts the fpacious dome, 
Or forms the pillars long-extended rows, [grows; 
On which the planted grove, the penfile garde#: 
The workmen here obey the matter’s cail, 
To gild the turret, and to paint the wall, 
To mark the pavemer:t there with various ftone, ~ 
And on the jafper fteps to rear the throne : 
The fpreading cedar, that an age had ftood, 
Supreme of trees, and miftrefs cf the wood, 
Cut down and carv'd, my fhining roof adorns; 
And Lebanon his ruin’d honour mourns, 
A thoufand artifts fhow their cunning power, 
To raife the wonders of the ivory tower. 
A thoufand maidens ply the porple loom, 
To weave the bed, and deck the regal room ; 
Till Tyre confeffes her exhaufted ftore, 
‘That on her coaft the murex * is no more; 
Till from the Parian ifle, and Liby’s coat, ‘ 
The mountains grieve their hopzs of marble loft 
And India’s woods return their juft conyplaint, - 
Their brood decay’d, and want of elephant. 
My fall defiyn with waft expence atchiev'd, 
{ came, beheld, admir’d, reflected; griev'd; * 
I chid the folly of my thoughtlefs hefte, 
For, the work perfedted, the joy was patt. . 
To my new courts fad thought did ftill repairg 
And round my gilded roofs hung hovering carer 
in vain on filken beds I fought repofe, 
And reftiefs oft’ from purple couches rofe; . | 
Vexatious thought ftili found my flying mind)” 
Nor bound by limits, nor to place confin'd 5 
Haunted my nights, and terrify’d my days; 
Stalk'd through my gardens, and purfued my 
ways, {maze. 
Nor fhut from artful bower, nor loft in winding 
Yet take thy bent, my foul ; another fenfe 
Indulge; add mufic to magnificence + 
Effay if harmony may grief control, 
Or power of fourtd prevail upon the fotls 
Often our feers and peets have confeft 
‘That mufc’s force can tame the furious beaft ¢ 
Can make the wolf, or foaming boar, reftrain 
His rage; the lion drop his crefted main, 
Attentive to the fong; the lynx forget 
His wrath to man, and lick the minitrel’s feet. 
Are we; alas! lefs favage yet than thefe ?~ 
Elfe mufic fure may heman cares appeafe- 
I fpake my purpofe; and the cheerful choir 
Parted their fhares of barnany: the lyre 
* ‘ K 


i 





# The murek is a thellsfift, of ghe liquor whereal’4 
purple colour is mades x 
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‘Soften’d the timbrel’s noife ; the trumpet’s found 

Provok’d the Dorian flute (both fweerer found 
‘Avhen mix'd) ; the fife the viel’s notes refin’d, , 
And every ftrength with every grace was join'd. 

/ Bach morn they wak'd me witha {prighily lay ; 
Of opening heaven they fang and gladfome day. 
Each evening their repeated fill expreis’d 

. Scenes of repofe, and images of ref: 

“Yet Mill in vain ; for mufic gather’d thought : 
But how unequal the effeéts it brought + 

| The foft ideas of cheerful note, 

Lightly receiv'd, were cafily forgot 5 
"The folemn violence of the graver found 
Knew to ftrike deep, and leave a Jafting wound,” 

And now reflecting, { with grief defery 

+ The fickly lu of the fantaitic eye ; 

Fow thé weak orvan is with fecing cloy’ 
Flying ere nighe what it at noon enjoy 

And now (unhappy fearch of thought !) I found 
The fickle ear fovn glutted with the found, 
Condemn’d eternal changes to purfue, 

‘Tir'’d with the laft, and eager of the new. 

1 bade the virgins and the youth advance, 

‘To temper mufic with the {prightly dance. 

. In vain | too low the mimic motions feenr; 
What tukes our heart mut merit our eftecm. 
Nature, thought, perform’d tao mean a part, 
Forming her movements to the rules of art; 
And, vex'd, [found that the mufician’s hand 
Had o’cr the dancer’s mind too great command. 

Idrank; [lik’d it not: ’twas rage, ‘twas noife, 

Anairy fcene of tranfitory joys. | 
In vain I trufted that the flowing bowl. 

“Would banith forrow, and enlarge the foul. 

'To the late, revel, and protracted featt, 

Wild dreams fucceeded, and diforder’d reft ; 

And, as at dawn of morn fair reafon’s light {night, 

Broke through the fumes and phantoms of the | 

‘What had been faid, I afk’d my foul, what done? 
How flow’ our mirth, and whence the fource be- 

gun 

Perhaps the jeft that charm’d the fprightly crowd, 
And made the jovial table laugh fo loud, 

"I'd fome falfe notion ow’d its poor pretence, , 

‘To an ambiguous word's perverted fenfe, 

To a wild fonnet, or a wanton air, 

Offence and torture to the fober ear : 

Perhaps, alas! the peal brea wae brought 
From this nvan’s error, from another's fault; 

-From topics, which good-nature would forget, 
And prudence mention with the laf regret. 

Add yet unnumber’d ills, that He uafeen 

In the pernicious draught; the word obdfcene, 

@r harth, which once elaue’d muft ever Ay 

Trrevocable; the too prompt reply, 

Seed of fevere dita and fierce debate ; 

‘What we fhould fhun, and what we ought to hate. 
_ Add too the blood impoverifh’s, and the courfe 

OF health fupprefs'd, by wine's continued force. 

Unhappy man! whom forrow thus and rage 

To sifferent ills alternately engage; 

Who drinks, alas! bur to forzet; nor fees 

That melancholy floth, fevere difeafe, 

Men:ory confus’d, and interrupted thought, 

"Death's harbingers, lig Javant in the droughts A 

Vou, VII. 








And fulea ! 
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And, in the flowers that wreath the fpaklng 


bowl, . 
Fell adders hifs, and poifonous ferpents roll. 
Remains there aught untry’d that may remove 
Sicknefs of mind, and heal the bofom ?-— Lave. 
Love yet remains: indulge his genial fre, —, 
Cherifh fair hope, folicit young defire, a 
And boldly bid thy anxious foul explore 
This lat great remedy’s myfterious power. 
Why therefore hefitatcs my doubrful breaft? 
Why ceafes it one moment to be bleft? 
Fly fwift, my friends 5 my fervants, fly;- employ” 
Your inftant pains to bring & your mafter joy. 
Let ali my wives and concubines be drefs’ 
Let them to-night attend the royal feat ; 
Ail Ifrael’s beavty, all the foreign fair; 
The gifts of princes, or the fpoi!s of war: 
Bafore their monarch they fhall fingly pafs, 
And the moft worthy thail obtain ie grace. 
J faid: the featt was ferv’d, the bow! was 
crown'd ; 
To the king’s pleafure went the mirthful road. 
The women came: as cuftom wills, they pat: 
Ou one (0 that diftinguith’d one") T calt 
The favourite glance! O! yet my mind retaine 
That fond beginning of my infant pains. 
Mature the virgin was, of ? a 
Grace fhap'd her limbs, and beauty deck’d her face; 
Eafy her motion feem’d, ferene her air; 
Full, though unzon'd, her bofom rofe; her fair, 
Unty’d, and ignorant of artful aid, 
Acown her floulders loofely lay difplay'd, 
And in the jetty curls ten theufaad cupids play’ ‘a. 
Fix'don her charms, and pleas’d that ( could love, 
Aid me, my friends, contribute to improve 
Your monarch’s blifs, | faid ; freth rofes bring 
To ftrew my bed, till the impoverith'a {pring 
Conleia her want; around my amorous head 
Be dropping mytrh and liquid amber fhed, 
Till Arab hasno more, From the foft lyre, 
Sweet flute, and ten-ftring'’d inftrament, require 
Sounds of delight; aud thou, fair nymph! draw 
nigh, ~ . 
Thou, in whofe graceful form and potent eye, 
Thy mafter’s joy long-fought at length is found 5 
And,.as thy brow, tet my defires be crown’ds 
O favourite virgin! that baft warm’d the bréatt, 
Whote fovcreign dictates fubjugate the ealt ! 
{ faid; and fudden from the golden throuey 
With a fubmiffive ftep, I hatted down, 
The glowing garland from my hair I tool, 
Love ia my heart, obedience in my look ; 
Prepar’d to place it on het comely head: 
O favourite virgin! (yet again } faid) 
Receive the honours deftin’d to thy brow; | = 
And OQ, above thy fellows, happy thou! 
Their duty mutt thy fovereign word obey: 
Rife up, my love, my fair-one, come away. 
What pangs, alas! what ecftafy of Imart, 
Tore up my fenfes, and transfix’d my heart, 
When fhe with modeft {corn the wreath return’d, 








j Reclin’d her beaureous neck, and inward mourn ‘at 


* Fore'd by my pride, { my concern qupprelt'd, 
Pretended drowinels, and with of reft: " 
forfguk th’ imperfedt feat, - 
Hh fie og 


sh * 
Ordering the ewnnchs, to whote proper care 
Our eaftern geandeur gives th’ imprifon'd fai 
To lead her ferth to a di inguith’d bower, 
And bid her'drefs the bed, and wait the hour. > 
Reftlefs I follow'd this obdurate maid “ 
(Swift are the Reps that love and anger tread); 
Approach’d her per fon; courted her embrace, 
Renew'd my fame, repeated my diferace ; 
By turns put on the fuppliaue and the lord; 
"Threaten’d this moment, and the next implor'd ;, 
Offer'd again the unacecpted wreath, ats 
And choice of happy lowe, or inftant death." 
Averfe to all her amerous king defir’d, ~ 
Far as the might fhe decently retir'd ; 

And, darting fcorn and (orrew from her eyes, 
‘What means, {aid the, King Solomot the Wife?” 
This wretched body trembles at your power : 

"Thus far coyld fortune, but fhe can no more. 

Free to herfelf my potent mind remains, . 

Nor fears the victor’s rage, nor feels his chains, 
*Tis faid, that thou canft plantihty difpute, 

Supreme of feers' of angel. man, and brute: 

Canft plead, with fubcle wit and fair difcourfe, 

Of paffion’s folly, and of reafon’s force; 

That, to the tribes attentive, thou canit thow 

‘Whence their misfarthnes or their bleffings flow } 

That thou in feience as itf power art great, 

And truth and henour on thy cdiéts wait: 

‘Where is that knowledge now, that regal thought, 

With jut advice and timely counfel fraught?” 

‘Where naw, O Jodge of Nracl! does it rove 2% 

What in one moment doft thou offer? Love— 

Love :. why Ztie joy or forrow, peace or ftrife; 

*Fis alf the colour of remaining life : 

And hupian mifery muft begin or end, 

As he becomes a tyrant or a friend, 

Would David's fon, religious, juft, and grave, - 

‘To the fir bride-bed of the world receive 

A foreigner, a heathen, and 4 flave? 

Or, grant thy paffion has thefe ‘names deftroy'd, 

That love, like death, makes all difti.@ion voids 

‘Yet in his empire o'er thy abje& beeait / 

His flames and torments only are exprett; 

His rage can in my fmiles alone relent, 

And all his joys falicit my crnfent. > 
Soft love, fpontancous tree, its parted root 
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Mut from two hearts with equet vigour thoot; 
- Whilft each, delighted and delighting, gives 
“The pleating ecftaiy which each receives: 
Cherith’d with hope, and fed with joy, it Brows: 
Its cheerful buds their opening bloom difelet 
And round the happy foil diffufive odour 
* flows. . 
Wangry fate that mutual care denies, = 
‘The fading plat bewails its due fupplies; 4 
‘Wild with defpair. or fick with grief, it dies. 
. By force beafts adt, and: are by force re 
ftrain’d: ¥ 
The human mind by gentle means is gain’d, 
Thy ufelefs ftrength, miftaken king, employ ¢ 
Sared with rage, and jgnorant ef joy, ee 
Theu halt not gain what | deny'to yield, 
Nor reap the harveft, though chou fp. i'd the field. 
Know, Solomon, thy poor extent of fway; 


Goutract thy brow, and Irae] Mali obey > ~~ a4 


| 
A 


|| But wilful love thou mnff with frafles appeate,, 


‘| And thofe are punifh'd ntoft who moft obe 
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Approach his awful throne by juft degrees, 

Ang, if thou would’ be happy, learn to pleafe. 
Not that thofe arts con here fuccefsful prove, 

For 1 am deftin’d ro ancther’s love. 

Beyond the crucl bounds of thy command, ~ 


‘To my dear equal in my native land, 


My plighred vow I yaves I his recetw’d: 
bach twore with eruth, with pleafure each belic 
‘The mutual coutract was to heaven convey’d ; 
In equal feales the bufy angels weigh'd 
3ts folemn force, and clapp’d their wings, and 
fpread 2 
The latting rolt, recording what we faid, Fa 
Now in my heart behold thy poniard Main'd ; 
Take the fad life which T have long difdain’d , 
End, in a dying virgin's wretched fate, 
Thy ill-ftarr’d paffion and my ftediaft hate : 
For, Tong as blood informs thefe circling veins, 
Or flecting breath its Iateft power retains, 
Hear me to Egypt’s véngeful gods declare, 
Hate is my part, be thine, O king, defpair. 
Now ftrcke, fhe faid, and open’d bare her breaft; . 
Stand it im Judah’s chronicles confeft, . 
That David’s fon, by impious paffion mov'd, . 
Smote a fhe-flave, and murder’d what he Ipv'd! 
Afhum'd, confus’d, | ftarced from the bed, 
And to my foul, yet uncotleGted. faid, 
Into thyfelf, fond Solomon, return ; 4, 
Reflect again, and thou again fhalt mourn, 
When t through number’d years have pleafure 
fought, : 
And in vain hope the wanton phantom caught; 
To mock my fenfe, and mortify my pride, 
"Lis in another’s power, and is deny’d. i 
Am La king, great Heaven! does life or death 
Hang on the wrath or mercy of my breath ; 
While Kneeling U nry fervant’s {miles implore, 
And one mad damfel dares difpute my power ? 
Yo ravifh her! that thought was foon deprefe’d 
Which muf debafe the monarch tn the beafts 
To fend her back: O whither, and ro whom ?, 
To fands where Salomon muft never come? _ 
To that-tnfulting rival's happy arms, ce: 
For whom, difdsining me, the Kecps her chats? 
Fantaftic tyrant of the umorous heart, 





de 


_ | How hard thy yoke! how erpel is thy dart!” 


Thofe feape thy anger, who refule thy fway, 





Sec Jadah’s king revere thy greater power : 
What canft thou covet, or how triumph more? 


‘| Why then, O Iove, with an obdurate car, 


Does this proud nymph rejeé a monarch’s prayer? 
Why to fome fimple thypherd docs the ron 
From the fond armas of Wavid’s favourite fon ?', 
Why flies fhe from the glories of a court, : 
Where wealth and pleafure may thy reign fuppott, 
‘Vo fome poor cottage on the mountain's brow, | 
Now bleak with winds,and cover’d now with fnew, 
Where pinclting want muft curb her warm defiics, 
And houfehold cares fupprefs thy genial fires? 

Too aptly the affliGted Heathens prove: 
Thy force, while they ercé the thrines of loves 
His myftic form the artizans of Greece 


In wounded ftone, or muhen gold, enprefs; 


And Cyprus to his godhead pays her vow, 

Faft in his hand the ido! holds his bow; 

‘A quiver by his fide fultdins his ftore 

Of pointed darts ; fed emblems of his power 

A pair of wings he bas, which heextends ~ 

Now to be gone; whicly now again he bends, 

Prone to return, as belt may ferve his wanton 
ends. : 

Entirely rhus T find the fend pourtray 

Since firft, alas! 1 faw the dea teous maid: 

Lfelt him Rrike, and now Tfee him fy: ” 

Curs’d denin. O! for ever broken lie 

"Thofe fatal fhafts, by which | inward bleed! 

QO! can my withes yet o’ertake thy {peed} 

. Tir'd may’ft thou pant, and hang thy flagging 








Except thew tirn't thy courfe, refolv'd to bring 
"Ghe damfel back, and Iave the love-fick king! , 
My foul thus frnggling io the fatal nef, 
Unable to enjoy, or to forget; 
“Jreafon’d much, alas! but more E lov’d: 
Sent and recall’d, ordain’d and dilapprow'd 3 
‘Till, hopelefs, plang’d in an aby{s of grief, 
A from yeceBity receiv’d relief: 2 
"fime gently aided to affuage my pain, . 
And wildom tok oftce more the facken’d tein, - 
But O, how flv rf my interval of woe! 
Our griefs how fwift : our remedies how flow ! 
"Another nymph (for fo did Ticaven ordain, 
To change the mannér, but renew the poit)s., . 
Another nymph, amongft the many fair, 











"Phat made my lofter heurs their f-lemn care, 





Before the reft affecked Mill to fland, 

And watch'd my aye preventing my command, 
Albra, the fo was cali'd, did fuoneft hafe 

To grace my prefence ; Abra wene the lait: 
Abra was ready ere T call’d her name; 

And, though I cal’d another, Abra came. 
Her equals firtt obferv'd her growing zeal, 
And laughing glofs'd, that Abra fery'd fo well 

"Vo me her acti ns did unheeded die, 

‘Or were remark'd but with a comition eye ; 
Till, more apptiz’d of what the romour faid, 
More | obferv’d peculiar in the maid. 

. The fun dectin’d had fhot his weftern ray, 
“When, tir’d with buiinefs of the folemn day, 

“ Tpurpos'd tounhend thé evening hours, > 
And banquet privaté in the wamen’s bowers, 
I call'd before {fat to wath my hands 
(For fo the precept of the law commands): 
Love had ordain’d, that it was Abra’s turn 
To mix the fweets, and niinitter the urn. |, 

» With awful homage, aud fubmiflive dread, 
‘The maid approach’d, on my declining head 
To pour the oils: fhe trembled as fhe pour’d’; 
‘With-an unguarded look the now devour’d 
My nearer face : and now recail’d her eye, 
And heav'd, and ftrove to hide, a fudden figh. 
Ana whence, faid I, canft thou have dread of 
pain? : 
‘What can thy imagery of forrow mean? 
Secluded from the.world and ail ifs care, 
Haft thou to grieve of joy, to hope or fear? 
For fure, } added, fure thy little heart we 
Ne’er {elt love's anger, nor receiv’d his dart,’ 
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ok a83 
Abath'd the bluih'd, and-with.diforder (pokes 


“Her rifing thame adorn’d the words it beeke. 


If the great mutter will defend te hear 
The humble feries of his handmaid’s care; 


: QO! while the cells it, let him not put on 
{The took that awes the nations from the throne f - 


QO! let not death fevere in glory lie 
In the king's frown, and terror of his eye! 
Mie to obcy, thy part is to ordain ; 








And, thopgh to mention be to fuffer pain, 
If the king {rile whiikk I my woe recite, y 
“Mf weeping PF find in his fight, ¢ 
Flow fall, my tears, fall rifing hie delight. . 





O! witnels earth betteath, and: heaven above! | 
For can Eide it? Tam fick of love; : 
If madnefs may the nome of paflion bear, 

Or love be cali’d what is itdeed defpair. o 


Thou Sovercipn Power whofe fecrct will controle 


The inward bent and motion of our fonts! 


Why hai thou plac’d fuch infinite degrees 
Between the caufe and cure of my difeale? 
Lhe mighty object of that razing firt, 1 
In which uopity’d Abra inult expire, . 
Had he been born fome fimple fhe pherd’s heir, , 
‘Yhe lowing herd or ffeecy (heep his care, -..- * 
At morn with him Lo’er Mie hills had run, 
seornful of winter's froft and fumumer’s fun, + 
Suli aiking where he made his flock to reit at(. 
nona. . 
For him at night, the dear expected gueft, 





| Lhad with hafty joy prepar’d the featt; 


And from the cottage, o'er the diltane plain, 

Sent forth my longing eye to meet the fwain, 
Wavering, impatient, tofs'd by: hope and fear, 
‘ill he and joy together should appear, - ¢ 
And the lov'd dog declare his mefter near.’ 

Un my declining neck and open brealt 

I thodld’ have Huil’d the-lovely youth to reft, 

And from beneath his head, at dawning day, 
With tofteit eare have ftol’n my arm away, 

To rifesand from the fold releafe the theep, 

Fond of his flock, indulgent to his fleep. 

. Or if kind heaven, propitivus to my flame 

(For fare from heaven the faithful ardor came}, 
Had blelt my life, and deck’d thy natal hous; 
With height of title, and extent of pows 
Without a crisve my pation had afpir’d, 





|. Found the lov'd prince, and told what I defir'd. 


Then Ehad come, preventing Sheba’s queeny’ 
To fee the cometielt of the fons of men, 
To hear the charming poet's amorous fong, 
And gaiher honey falling from his tongue,’ 
Yo take the fragrant kiffes of his mouth, 
Sweerer than breezes of her native fouth, 
Likening his grace, his perfon, and his mien, 
Te ali that great ox beauteous I had feen, 
Serene and bright his eyes, as folar beams 
Refleing temper’d light from cryftal ftreamsy 
Ruddy as gold his cheek; his bofom fair 2 
As filver; the curl’d ringlets of bishair -  -  , 
Black as the raven’s wing; his lip more red. 
Than eaftern cora}, or the fearlet thread; .. 
Even his teeth, and white like a young flock 
Coeval, newly thorn, from the clear bro-k. . ; 
Recent, and branching on the funny rock, 
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484 
Ivory, with fapphires interfpers’d, explains 
How white his hands, how blag the manly veins, 
Columns of poliff'd marble, firmly fet 
On golden bafes, are his legs and feet 5 
Bis ftature ail majetic, all divine, 
Straight as the palm-tree, ftrong as is the pine. 
Saffron and myrrh are on his garments fhed, 
Ani everlatting fweets blocm round his head, 
What utter 1! where am 1! wretched maid! 
Die, Abra, die + too plainly haft thou fhid 
Thy Toul’s defire to mect his high embrace, 
And blefing ftamp’d upon. thy future race ; 
To bid attentive nations Elefs thy womb, [come. 
‘With unborn monarchs charg’d, and Solomons to 
Here o'er her fpeech her flowing eyes prevail. 
QO foolifh maid! and O unhappy tale! 5 
‘My faffering heart for ever fhall defy 
New wounds and danger from a future eye. 
©! yet my tortur'd fenfes deep retain 
"The wretched memory of my former pain, 
"The dire affront, and my Egyptian chain. 
‘As time, | faid, may happily efface 
That cruel image of the hing’s difgrace, 
Imperial reafon fhall refume her feat, 
And Solomon, once fall’n, again be great. 
Betray’d by paffion, as febdued in war, 
We wilely fhould exere a double care, 
Nor ever ought a fecond time to err. jf 
This Abra then- 
Tfaw her; "twas humanity; it gave 
Some refpite to the forcows of my flave. 
Her fond excefs prockaim’d her paifion trae, 
* And generous pity to that trath was duc. 
Well Tentreated her, who well deferv'd 5 
Icail’d her often, for the always ferv'd. 
‘Ule made her perfon eafy to my fight, 
And eafe infenfibly produc'd delight. ° 
Whene’er I revell’d in. the women’s howers 
(For firtt I fought her but at joofer hours), 
"Che apples the had gather’d fmeit moft fweet, 
‘rhe cake fhe kneaded was the favorry meat: 
Bat fruits their odour loft, and meats their talte, 
If gentle Abra had not deck’d the feaft. 
Difhcnour'd did the fparkling goblet itand, 
Unlefy receiv’d from gentle Abra’s hand ; 
And, when the virgins form’d the evening choir, 
Raifing their voices to the matter lyre, 
Too flac I thought chis voice, and that too thrill; : 
One fhow’d too mach, and one too little fill; 
Nor could nxy foul approve the mufic’s tone, 
"fill all was buth'd, and-Abra fung alone. 
Fairer fhe feem'd diftinguith’d from the ref, 
And better mien difclos’d, as better dreft. 
A bright tiara, round her forehead ty’d, 
To juiter bounds confin’d its rifing pride; 
‘The blufhing ruby on her fnowy brea 
Render’d its panting whiteness more confefs'd 5 
Bracelets-of pearl save roundnels to her arm, 
And every gem sugmented every charm. 
~ Her fenfes pleas’d, her beauty Mill improv'd, - 
And fhe more lovely grew, as more belov'd. 
_ And now [ could behold, avow, and blame, 
‘The feveral follies of my former flame; 
‘Willing my heart.for recompenfe to prove 
~ "The eestain joys thas lie in profperous loye, 
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For what, faid 1, from Abra can 1 fear, 
Toa humble to infult, too foft to be fevere ? 
The damfel’s fole ambition is to pleafe: 
With freedom { may like, and quit with eafe ¢ 
She fooths, but never can enthral my mind 
Why may not peace and love for once be joiu’d? 
Great heaven: how frail thy creature man is 
made! om *% 
How by himfelf infenfibly betrayd! 
In our own ftrength unhappily fecure, 
Too little cautious of the adverfe power, 
And by the biaft of felf-opinion mov'd, 
We with to’ char: :d feek tu be belov'd. 
On. pleafure’s flowing brink we idly fray, 
Matters as yet of our returning way ; 
Seeing no danger, we difarm our mind, 
And give our conduG to the waves and wind: - 
"Then in the flowery mead, or verdant fhade, ~ 
To wanton dalliance negligently Inid, 
We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl, 
And fmiling fee the nearer waters roll, 
‘Till the trong gufts of raging paffion rife, 
Till the dire tempeft mingles earth and fkiess 
And, fwift inte the boundless ocean borne, 
Our foolifh-ccnfidence too Jate we mourn 3° 
Round our devoted heads the billows beat, 
And from our troubled view the leffen'd lands re. 
treat. ‘ 
© mighty love! from thy unbounded power. 
How fhall che human bofom reft fecure ? ag 
How fhal! our thought avoid the various fnare’? 
Or wifdom to our caution’d foul declare» 
The different fhapes thou pleafeft to employ, 
When bent to hurt, and certain to deflroy ? 
‘Yke haughty nymph, in open beauty dretft, 
To-day encounters our unguarded breaft :” ' 
She looks with majefty, and moves with {tate ; 2 
















Unbent her foul, and in misfortune great, 

She {corns the world, and dares the rage of fate, 
Herewhilft we take ftern manhood for our guide 

And guard our coadué with becoming pride ; 

Charm’d with the courage in her adtion fhown, 

We praife her mind, the image of our own.” +. 


"| She that can pleafe is certain to perfuade, 


‘To-day belov'd, to-morrow is obey’d. 4 

We think we fee through reafon’s optics righty 

Nor find how beauty’s rays elude our fight: 

Struck with her eyé, whilft we applaad her mind, 

And when we fpeak her great, we with her kind, 
"To-morrow, cruel power! thou arm’fl the fair: 

With fowing forrow, and dithevell’d hair; 

Sad her complaint, and humble is-her tale, 

Her fighs explaining where her accents fil, 

Here generous fofinefs warms the honett breaft 5 

We raife the fad, and fuccour the diftrefs’d. » 

And, whilft our with prepares the kind relief, 

Whilft pity mitigates her rifing grief, 

We ficken foon from her contagious care, 

Grieve for her forrows, groan for her defpair 5 

And againft love too late thofe bofoms arm, 

Which tears can foften, and which fighs can warny 
Againtt this neareft, cruelleft of foes, 

Whar fhail wit meditate, or force oppofe ?. 

Whence, feeble ritare, thall we fummon aid, 

JE by our pity and our pride betray’d ? : 
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External remedy fhall we hope to find, 
“When the clofe fiexd has gain'd our treacherous 
mind; 
Infulting there does reafen’s power deride, 
And, blind himfclf, condudls the dazzled guide? 
My conqueror now, my lovely Abra, heid 
My freedom ‘in her chains; my heart was fill’d 
With her, with her alone; in her elone . 
Tt fought its peace and joy +. while the was gone, 
Te fig''d and griev'd, impatient of her fay: 
Retnrn’d, the chas'd thofe fighs, that grief, away: 
Her abfence made the night,her prefeuce brought 
the day. . P 
he ball, the play, the maf, by turns fnere 
For her i make the fong, the dance with her 1 lead. 
A court her various in each fhape and dre: 
/That Iuxucy my f ht exe 
Vosday, benvacdy the palmer 
saris and habir Abra vy 
denoting conqneft guide 
And low, like Barat, at her feet | bow. 
The mimic chorus Gings her profperous hand, 
As the had flain the foe, and fav'd the land. 
To-morrow the spproves a fofter air, 
Forfakes the pomp and pageantry of war, 
She form of peaceful Abig umes, 
And from the village with the prefeat comes; 
. The youthful band depofe their glittering arms, 
Receive her-bounties, and recite ber charms; 
- Whilft I affume my father’s ftep and mien, 
Yo mect with due regard my future queen. 
If haply Abra's will be now inclia’d 
‘To range the woods, or chafe the flying hind, 
Soon as the fun awakes, the fprightly court 
Leave their repofe, and haften to the fport. 
In leffen'd royalty, and humble ftate, 
Thy king, Jerufalem, defeéuds to wait, 
Till Abra comes: fhe comes; a milk-white fteed, 
Mixture of Perfia’s and Arabia’s breed, 
Sultains the nymph: her garments flying loofe 
(As the Sidonian maids or Thracian ule), 
And half her knee and half her breaft appear, 
_ By art, like negligence, difclos’d and bare. 
Her leit-hand guides the hunting courfer's Bight, 
A filver bow fhe carries in her right, 
_ And from the golden quiver at her fide 
" Ruftles the ebon arrow’s feather'd pride. 
Sapphites and diamonds on her front dilplay 
An artificial moon’s increafing ray. 
Diana, huntrefs, miftrefs of the groves, 
"the favourite Abra {pcaks, and looks, and moves, 
. Her, as the prefent goddefs, I obey : 



































! Beneath her feet the captive game I fay. 


"Khe mingled chorus fings Diana’s fame + 
Clations and horns in louder peals proclaim 
raife ; the vocal triumphs hound 
the hills reflect the found. 
vening with the hunted woods, 












Af, tir’d thi 





| To the large fith-pools, or the glafly floods, 
:: Fler mind to-morrow points; a thoafand hands, 


'To-night employ’d, obey the king’s commands. 
Upon the watery beach an artful pile 

Of planka is join’d,and forms 2 moving ifle: 

A golden chariot in the midi is fet, 

And filver cygnets fecm to tcel its weight. - 





a) 
Abra, bright queen, afcends her gaudy throne, 
In fembiance of the Grecian Venus kiiown : 
"Lricons and fen-green ds round her move, 
And fing in moving firains the force of love; 
‘Whiift, as th’ approaching pageant does appear, 
And echoing crinwds Speak hty Venus near, 
I, her avorer, teo de 
Fat on the u: 
With arms and ho: 
The fancy'd goddels rifing from the waves 
© lebdjed reaton' O imrerious love! 
Whither yet further would my folly rove ? 
Is it enough, that Abra fhould be great 
In the wall’ palace, or the rural feat ? 
hat maiking habits, and a borrow’d. name, + 
Contrive to hide my pientitude of fame? 
No, no: d mult tee 
My open f: 
Solemn a mouth is defin’d for the 
Abra invites; the nation is the greft. t 
each day fuftain'd, 
She woods arc travers'd, avd the lakes are drain’d 
Arabia's wilds, and Egypt’s, are explor’d: 
The edible creation decks the board + 
Gardly the phoenix *{capes— : 
‘Phe'men their lyres, the maids their voices raifey 
Yo fing my happinefs, and Abra’s praifes 
And davith bards our mutual loves rehearfe 
In lying ftrains and ignominious verfe + 
While, from the banguct leading forth the bride, 
Whom prudent love from pabdlic eyes fhoud hidey 
I how her to the world, confefs’d and known 
Queen of my beart, and partner of my throne, 
‘And now her friends and flatterers fill the 
court; a fe 





























From Dan and from Beerfheba they refort : 


‘They barter places, ard difpofe of grants, 
Whole provinces unequal to their wants; 
sich her to recede, or to debate, 
ys of love to mix affairs of fate 5 
By pradtis’d ruics her empire to fecure, 
And in my plesfure make my roin Sure, 
They gave, and fhe transferr'd the curs’d'ad- 
i {guife, 
archs fhould their inward foul dif- 













nious arte, for fervile ends, . 
compliment their foss, and fhun their 
fricnds. 
And now I leave the true and jut fapports 
OF legal princes, and of honeft courts, 
Barzilla’’s and the fierce Bevatah’s heirs, 
Whofe fires, great partaers in my father’s cares, 
ir yo ing, at crown'd, 
eir wound. 




















Old Corah’s bloud, and caun 
Mifereaats who ow’'d their fi 3 
Though they had fputn’d bis rule, and- 

hin his face. 

~ Sul Ahra’s power, my feandal Mill increas’dy 
Juttice fabraitted to what Abra pleas’d: 

Her will al.ne 
And liw was 
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Wrael negledtcd, Abra was my care 
Z only a@ed, thought, and liv’d, for her. 
1 durft not.reafon with my wounded heart; 
Abra poffefs'd ; the was its better part, 
©! had ¥ now review'd the fanzous canfe, 


Which gave my righteous youth fo juft appilanfe, 


Tn vain on the diffembled mother's tongue 

Had cunning art and fy perfaafion hung, 

And real care in vain, and native love, 

In the true parent's panting breaft had frove: 

While bath deceiv'd had feen the detin’d child 

‘Or flain or fav’'d, as Abra frown'd or imil'd, 
Unknowing to command, proud to obey, 

A lifelefs king, a royal thade, I lay 

‘Unheard, che injur’d orphans now complain; 

‘Yhe widow's cries addrefs the throne in vain, 

Caufes unjudg’d difgrace the loaded file, 

And flecping laws the king's negled revile, 

No more the elders throng'd around my throne, 

To hear my maxims, and reform their own. 

No mere the young nobility were taught 

Tow Mofes povern'd, and how David fought, 

Loofe and undifciptin’d the foldrer Tay, 

Or loft in driuk and yame the fotid day, 

Porches and fchools, defign’d for public good, 

Pncover'd, and with feaffolds cumber’d itood, 

Or nodcded, threatening ruin.— 

Half pillars wanted their expected height, 

And roofs imperfe@ prejudic'd the fight. 

The arsifts grieve; che labouring people droop: 

My father's legacy, my country’s hope, ° 

God’s temple, lies unfinift'd,~ 





‘The wile and great deplor’d their monarch’s 


vo fate, A : 
And fature mifchiefs of a finking fate. 
3s this, the fevious faid, is this the man, 
Whofe active foul through every feicnce ran? 
‘Wha, by juft rule and elevated #iil, 
Prefcrib'd the dubious hotinds of gaod and ill? 
Whofe golien fayings, and immortal wit, 
On large phyladteries expreflive writ, 
‘Were to the forehead of the rabbins ty'd, 
Our youth’s inttrugion, and our age’s pride ? 
Could not the wife his wild defires reftrain ? 
‘Then was our hearing; and his preaching vain! 
What from his life and letters were we taught, 
Bur that his knowledge aggravates his fault ? 

tn lighter mood the-humorous and the gay 
(As crown’d with rofes at their feafts they Tay) 
Sent the full goblet, charg’d with Abra’s name, 
And charms fuperior to their mafter’s fame. 








Laughing, fome prffife the king, who let them fee 


fuxe and empire might agrees 





How apt 
Some gto: 
And brought my proverbs to contront my life. 
Elowever, friend, here’s to the king, ong cries: 
‘To him who was the king, the friend replies, * 
‘The king, for Judah’s and for wildom’s curfe, 
‘Eo Abra yields: could I or thou do worfe?- 
Our looter lives let chance or ioliy fteer, - 

Tf thus the prudent and determin'd err, 

Yet Dinah bind with flowers her flowing hair; 
And touch the lute, and found the watiron air $ 
Let us the blilé with.ur the fing receive, 
Free, as we will, or to enjoy, or icave, 


ates 7 


d, how love and wifdom were at ftrife, 


Pleafuces on levity’s fmooth furface flow ¢ {vepe. 
Thoaghte brings the weight that finks the foul to 
Now be this maxim to the king convey’d,. 
And added to the thoufand he has made. 
Sadly,  reafon, is thy power exprefs’d, ° 
Thou gloomy tyrant of the frighted breaft! 
And harfh the rules which we from thee receive, 
Lf for our wifdom we our pleafure give; i 
And more to think be only mare to grieye; 
If Judah's king, at thy tribunal try'd, 
Forfakes his joy, to vindicate his pride, 
And, changing forrows, [am only found 
Loos'd from the chains of love, in thine more 
Stridtiy bound ! 
But do t call thee tyrant, or complain 
How hard thy laws, how abfolute thy reign? 
While thou, alas! art but an empty name, 
To no two men, whoe'er difcours’d, the fami 
The idle produdt of a troubled thought, 3 
In borrow'd fhapes and airy colours wrought ; 
A fancy'd line, and a refiedted thade ; 
A civain which man to fetrer man has made; 
By artifice impos'd, by fear obey’d! lia) 
Yet, wretched name, or arbitrary thing, ; : 





Whence-ever t thy cruel effence bring, 
| own thy influence, for I feel thy fling, 
Relugtant } perceive thee in my foul, 
Form’d to command, and deftin'd to control... 
Yes; thy infutting didates thali be heard" 
Virtue for once fhail be her own reward : 
Yes; rebel (fraet! this unhappy maid 
Shall be diftnils'd: the crowd thall be ohey’d: 
The king ‘his psffion and his rule thail leave, 
No longer Abra’s, but the people's flave, 
My coward foul fhall bear its wayward fates. 
1 will, alas! be wretched to be great, 
And figh in royalty, and grieve in ftare, 
I Laid : refulv'd to plunge into my grief 
At once fo far, as to expedd relief 
From my defpair alone— > 
I chofg to write the thjog Tdurft not Speaks | 
Ts her T loy'd, to her [ mutt forfake. ; 
The harh epiftle ldbour’d much to prove” 
How inconiiflent majefty and love. 
always theuld, it faid, cleem her well, 
But never {ce her more : it bid her feel” 
No future pain for me; but inftant wed, 
A lover more proportion’d to her bed, _ 
And quiet dedicate her, remnant life Abst 
To the juft duties af an humble wife.“ 
She read, and forth to me the wildly ran, 
To me, the eafe of ail her former pain. 
She kneei'd, entreated, ftruggled, threaten’d, cry"d, 
sand with alternate paifion liv'd and dy'd: 0° 
‘Till, now, deny'd the liberty to mourn, 
And by rude fury from my prefence torn, 
This only object of my real care, 
Cut off from bepe, abandon’d to defpair, 
In fome few petting fatal hours is huri'd. . [world, * 
From wealth, from power, from love, and from the * 
Here tell me, if thou dar'ft, my confcious foul, “5 





What different forrows did within thee roll? | 
What pangs, what fires, what racks, didit thew a 
‘ fuilain ? * aaa. 


What fad viciffitudes of Gnarting pain? 
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How oft’ from pomp and fate did I remove, 
To feed defpair, and chetith ropelefs love? 
How olt’, ail day, reeall'3 1 Abra’s charms, 
Fler beauties prefs’d, ena panting in my arms 2 
How oft, wich fils view'd ev'ry female face, 
Where mimic faney night her tikenefs trace ? 

SHow oft’ defir'd te fly trom firael’s throne, 

“And live in thades with her and love alone? 

How oft’ all night purfued ner in my dreams, 
O'er flowery vailics, and through oryfal ftreams, 
And, waking view'd with grief the rifing fun, 
‘And fondly mourn'd the dear delufion gone, 

_ ‘When thnsthe gather’d ftorms of wretched love, 
fn my fwolu bofom, with long war had ftrove 5 
At length they broke their bounds; at length 

their force 
Bore down. whatever met its ftronger courfe, 

Laid all the civil bonds of manhuad waile,. 

“and fcatter'd ruin as the torrent paft. 

~ So from the hill, whofe hollow caves contain i 





‘The congregated {now and {welling rain, 
"Vill the full ores their ancient bounds difdain, 
Precipitate the furious torrent Hows + 
= An vain would {peed avoid, or ftrength oppofe s 
‘Towns, forefts, herds, and men, promiicuous’ 
drown'd, : 
With one great death deform the dreary ground : 
The echoed woes from diftant rocks rcfound, 
And now, what impious ways my withes took, 
How they the monarch and the man forfook; 
And how I follow’d an abandon’d will, 
Through crooked paris, and fad retreats of ill; 
© How Judah's daughters now, now foreign Gaves, 
By turns my proftituted bed receives 5 
“Through tribes of women how | loofely rang"d 
Impatient 5 lik'd to-night, to-morrow ciang’d 5 
And, by the infind et capricious laa, 
Enjoy’, dildain’d, was grateful, or unjuft : 
* OQ, he thete feenes from hunvan eyes coaceal’d, 
In clouds of decent filence juitiy veil’d! 
_ ©, be the wanton inuges convey’d 
‘To black oblivicn and eterna, thade L 
Apr let their fad epitome alone, 
And outward lines, to future age be known, 
_ Enough to propagate the fure belief, 
“Phat vice engendirs fhame, and folly broads o’er 
rief | 
Bury'd in Poth, and loft in eafe, I lay 5 
The sight frevell’d, snd 1 depr the day. 
. New heaps of fuel damp’d my kindlin: 
‘And daily change extinguith’d young defires. 
By its own force deQroy’d, fruition ceas'ds 
And, always weary’d, 1 was never pleas’ 
No longer now does my neglected min 
Ins wonited ftores and old ideas find. 
. Fix’d judgment there wo longer does abide, 
"Fo take the trae, or fet the falfe afide. 
No longer does fwift memory trace the cells, 
Where iprining wit, or young invention, dwells. 
Frequent debatch to habitude prevails ; 
. » Patience of toil, and love of virtue, fails, 
By fad degrees impair’d, my vigour dics, 
"Yill £ command no longer ev’n in vice. 
» ' The women on my dotage build their fay; 
‘They afk, I grant; they threaten, lobey. 





















In regal garm nts ow FT gravely flride, 
Aw’'d by the Perfian danlet’s haughty pride + 


|. Now wich the loofer Syrian dance and fing, 


in rebes tack’d up, opprobrious to the king. 

Charm'd by their eyes, their manrers I acquires 
And thape my foolifivefs to their defiie; 
Sedue'd and aw’d by the Philiftine dame, ‘ 
At Dagon’s fhrine T kindle impious flame. . 
Wit! the Chaldean’s charms her rites prevail, 
And curling frinkincesfe afcends to Baal. 

To each new harlot Unew altars dref, 
And ferve her god, whofe perfon 1 carefs. 

Where, my deladed fenfe, was reaion flown? 
Where the high majetty of David’s throne ? 
Where ali the maxims of eternal truth, 

With which the living God inform’d my youth, 
When with the jewd Egyptian T adore 

deities that ne’er before 

had fix’d their dire abodes, 

es, and droves of gods ; 

Ofiiis, Apis, powers that chew the cud, 

And dog Anubis, flatterer for his for d?-. 
When in the woody hills forbidden fhade 
Lcarv'd the marble, and invok'd its aid 5 
When in the fens te firakes and flies, with zeal 
Unwerthy human thought, prottrate fells 
To thrubs and plans my vile devotion paid, 
And fet the bearded leek, to which I pray'd; 
When to-all beings facred rites were given, 
Forgot the Arbiter of earth and heaven ? 

Throwzh thefe fad fhades, this chaos iv my foul, 
Some feeds ef light at length began to roll. 

Vhe sifing motion of an infant ray [day. 
Shot glimmering through the cloud, and promis’d 
And new, one moment able to reflect, g 













Braftly divin 











1 found the kirg sabandoo'd to neglect, 

Seen without awe, and ferv’d without refpect. 
Tfoand my fubj.&s amicably jon 

To leffen their defects by citing mine. 

The pricit with pity pray’d for David's race, 





| And left his text, to dwell on my difgrace. 





J 





The fad exaraples which he ought to fhua, 
Defcrib’d. and only nam’d not, Solumon, 
Kach bard, each fire, did to his pupil fing, 
A wile child better than a foolifh king. 

Into myfelf my reafon’s eye | turn’d, 
And as 1 much reficdted, much I mourn’d. - 
bty king Tam, sn earthly god; 
Nativns obey my word, and wait my nod: 
I raife or Gok, imprifon or fet free, 
And fife or death depends on my decree, 
Fond the idea, and the thought is-vain ; 
king ten thovfand tyrants reigns, 
Legions of luft, and various powers of ill, 
Infult the mafter’s tributary will: 
‘And he, from whom the nations fhould receive 
Jultice and freedom, lies himfcif a flave, 
Tortur'd by cruel change of wild defires, : 
Laih’d by mad rage, and fcorch’d by brutal fires. 

O reafon! once again to thee I call; g 
Accept my forrow, and retrieve my fall. 


Yhe father, whit he warn’d his erring fon . 











O'er Judah's 





‘| Wifdom, thou fay’ft, from heaven receiv’d her. 


birth, i 
Her beants tranfmisted to the fubject earth: 
; HA iii] 
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Yet this great emprefs of the human fouk 
Does only with imagin’d power control, 
Urettlefs paffion by rebellious fway 
Compels the weak ufurper to obey. 

O troubled, weak, and coward, as thou art, 
Without thy poor advice, the lubouring heart 
To wurle extremes with {witter fteps would run, 
Not fav'd by virtue, yet by vice undone. 

Oft’ have 1 iaid, the praile of deing well 
Is to the ear as ointment to the fmeil. 

Now, if fome flies perchance, however fmall, 

Into the alabatter urn thould fail, sc 
‘The odours of the fweets inclow’d would die, 

And ftench corrupe (fad change !) their place fip~ 


“So the leaft faults, if mix'd with faireft deed, {ply. 


‘Of future ill become the fatal feed; 
Into the balm of pureft virtue cait, 


. Annoy all fife with ope contagious blaft. 


* © Now when Solomon had made an ‘end of praj- 


Loft’ Solomon! purfue this thought no more: 





OF thy paft errors recollect the ftore: 

And filent weep, that, while the death'efs mnfe 
Shall fing the jult, thall o'er their heads diffule > 
Perfunies with lavifh hand, fhe fhall proclaim 
‘Thy crimes alone. and, to thy evil fame i 
Impartial, fcatter damps and poifons on thyname. 
Awaking, therefore, as who long bad dream'd, 
Mach of my women'and their gods afham’d; * 
From this abyfs of exemplary vice 

Refolv’d, as time might aid my thought, to rife; 
Again [ bid the mournful goddefs write ! 
“Ihe fond purfvit of fugitive delight, 

Bid her exalt her-melancholy wing, 

A\nd, rais’d from carth, and fav'd from paffion, fing 
Of human hope by ¢rofs event deftroy’d, * 
OF welefs wealth and greatnels unenjey’d, * 
OF lutt and love, with their fanraftic train, [vain. 
‘Their withes, fmiles, and looks, deccitfu! ail, and 





POWER, 


BooK 11. 


—_—_— 


TEXTS CHIEFLY ALLUDED TO IN BOOK iIl. 


Or. ever the filver cord be lcofed, or the golden 
* bowl be broken, or the pitcher he broken at 
the fountain, or the wheel broke at the cif 
“ tern? Eccl, xii! 6. 
‘The fun arifeth, and the fun goeth down, and 
“ hafteth to his place where he refe.” Ch. i. 5. 
The wind goeth toward: the fouth, and turneth 
* abont unto the north. [t whi:leth about con- 
“tinuully : and the wind returneth again, ac- 
 cosdng ty his cireuit” Ver, 6. 
vers run into the fea: yet the fca is 
Re Full. Unto the place from whence t 
v.recome,thither they return again ” Ver. 
* "Tien dhall che daft reurn to the earth, as 
was: ane the {pirit fhall returi unto God whe 
“ gave it? Ch xii 7. : 


« 














© ing, the fire cazhe down from heaven, and | 





“THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 





« confumed the burnt-offering, and the fh 
“ces; and the glory o&ghe Lord filled 
“ houfe.”” 2 Chron. vii. r : 

By. the rivers of Babylon, there we fat down;” 
* yea we wept, when we remembered Sion,” 

&c. Plalm exxxvii. £. : 

J faid of-lacghter, it is mad; and of mirth, what 

doth ic?” Ecclef. ii. a, 

No man can find out the work that God ma. 

“ ‘kketh, from the, beginning to the end.” Ch. 
a. Tr. 

Whatfoever God doeth, it fhall be for ever ; no- 

“ thing can be put to it, nor any thing taken 

“ from it: and God doeth it, that men fhould 

“ fear before him.” Ver. 14 

Let us hear the conclufion of the whole matter; 
fear God, and keep his commandments; for 

 thisis the whole duty of man.” Ch, xii. 13. 


« 








Lhe Argument, 


Sclemon confiders man through the feveral tages 
and conditions of life, and concludes in genera}, 
that we areall miferable. He refled’s more 
particularly upots the troublé and uncertainty of 
greatnefs and power; gives fome inftances there. 
of from Adam down to himfelf; and fill con. 
cludes that all is vanicy, He reafons again up. 
on life, death, and a future being ; finds human® 
wifdom too imperfedt to refolve his doubts; his, 
recourfe to religion; is informed by an angel, 
what thal happen to himfelf, his family, aad 
his kingdom, till the redemption of Ifrael;_ and 
vpon the while, refoives to fubmit his inquiries 
and anxieties tu the will of his Creator. 





Come then, my foul; f call thee by that name, 

Vou bufy thing. from whence { know I ar 

For, knowing what Lam, I know thou art; 

Since that muft needs exift, which can inipare. 

But how cam’ft thou to be, or whence thy fpring? 

For various of thee pricfts and poets fing. 
Hear’ft thou fubmiflive, but a lowly birth, 

Some feparate particles of finer earth, 

A plain effeét which nature muft beget, 

As motion orders, and as atoms meet; 

Companion +f the body's good or ill, 

From force of inftinét, mere than choice of will; 

Confcious of fear or valour, joy or pain, | *- 

As the wild courfes of the bleod ordain; 

Who, as degrees cf heat and old prevail, 





‘In youth doft foxrifh, and with age thalt fail; _ 


Till, mingled with thy partver’s lateft breath, 

‘Thou fiy"t diffely’d in air, and loft in death ? 
Or, if thy great exiftence would afpire 

‘To caufes more fublimc, ef heavenly fire 

Wert thou a Ipark ftruck off, a feparate tay, 


; Ordain’d to mingle with terreftrial clay 5 


With it condemn’d for certain years to dwell, _ 


| To gricve its frailties, and its pains to feely. 


To teach it gond and ill, difgrace or fame, 

Pale it with rage, or redden it with fhame;- 
lo guide its actions with informing care, 

In peace to judge, te conquer in thy waz; * 
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When the qnick fpirits their warm march forbear, 
And numbing coldnefs has unbrac'd the car.” 
The verdant rifing of the flowery hill,” 
The vale enamell’d, and the eryfal rill, 
‘The ocean rolling and the fhell: dhore 
Beautitul objedts, fhall delight no mord, 
ax'd finews of che weaken’d eye 
In watery damis or dim fuffufion lie, ; 
Day fi lows night; the clouds return agaio 
After the failing of the fatter rein ; - 
But to the agec-blind fhall ne’ee return 
» Grateful viciflitude : he fit nm? moura | 
The tin, and moor, and every ttarry light, 
Eclips’d to him, and loft in everlafting night. 
Behold where age’ wretched victim hes, 
Sce ins head trembling, and his half-clos'd eyess 


























Frequent for breath his panting bufom heaves; 
To broken fleep his remnant fenf& he gives, 
And only by his pains, awaking, finds he lives, 





L.vos'd by devouring time, the filver cord 
Dithever'd lies, unhonour'd from the board 





“ 
“ 
“ 
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"The cry@al nen, when broken, is thrown by, 
Aud apter utenfils their place fuppy 
"Phefe things and thou muit thare one equal fot, 
Die and be loft, corrupt and be forgot; 
While fill Snother and another race 
Sha'tnow fuj-ply, and now give up the place; 
From earth all came,.to earth mutt all return, 
Frail as the cord, and brittle as the ura, x 

But. be the terror of thefe ills fupprefi'd, 

And view we maa with health and vigour bleft, 
Flome he returna with the decliniog fan, ~ 
His deftin’d taf of labour hardiy done; 

- Goes forth again with the afcendirg ray, 
Ayain his travel for his bread to pay, 
Avid find the ill fufficient to the day. me 
Haply at night he docs with horror fhun i 
A widow’d daughter ora dying fon; , 
Mis neighbour's offspring he to. morrow fees, 
And conbly feels his want in thelr increafe 
The next day, andthe next, he muft attend 
Hie foe wiumphant, or his buried friend, |” 
In every act and turn’ of life he feels 

' Poblic calamitics,or houtehold iis ; 
"the due reward to juft defert refud, 
"The uuft betray’d, the nuptial bed abus'’d; 
‘The jedge corrupt, the long-depending caufe, 
Aad doubtful itfte of mifeonktcued laws ; 
"The cratty turis ef a dithonet fiate, 
And vivleor will of the wrong-doing great 5 
The venom’d tongue, injucious to his fume, 

honor can wifdem fhun, nor fair advice re~ 
claims . 

Eftecm we thefe, my friends, event and chance, 
Produc'd as atoms from their fluttering dance ? 
Or higher yee their effence may we draw 
From deftin’d order and eterna: aw ? 

Again, ny mufe, the creel deubt repeat: 
Spring they, fay, from accident or fate : 
Yer fuch we find they are as can control 
‘Phe fervile aétions cf our wavering ful : 

n frigit, can alcer, or can chain, the: will; 
‘Their iily sl built on life, that fundamental ill. 

O fatal farch > itv which the labouring mind, 

iwith weight of woe, fill hopes to find 





Has through « 
Who to his veftin'd Qage has carry’d on 
The tedious load, and laid his burden downs ‘ 
Whom the cot brafs, ar wounded marble, thows * 
Victor o'er life, and all her train of woess, 
He, happier yet, who, privileg'd by face 

To therter labour end a lighter weight, 
Receiv’d 
Order’d :o-morrow to return to death. 
Bet O. beyond defeription happielt he, 
Who ne'er muft roll on Jife’s tumultuous fea; © 
Who, with blefs'd freedom, from the general 


And man was born to fuffer, and to fear.“ 


OF PRIOR, 


j A fhadow of delight,a dream of peaee, 
From years of pein one moment of releafe $ 
Hoping at leatt the maytherfelf deceive, 
Againit ezperience willing to believe, 
Defirous tv rejoice, condemn’d to grieve. 


$ 


Happy the mortal n-an, who now at laft 
+ doleful vale of mifery pait, 











t yelterday the yift of breath, 


doom 


Exempt, muft never force the teeming womb, 
Nor fee the fun, nor fink into the tomb! 


Who breathes, muft fuffer; and who thinks, 
muf mourn 


And he alone is bicfs'dj who ne’er was born. , 


“* Yet in thy turn, thou frowning Preacher, hears 

Are not thefe general maxims too fevere ? : 

Say : cannot power fecure ita cwner’s blifs? 

And isnot wealth the potent fire of peace ? ? 

Are viGors blefs’d with fame, or kings with f 
cafe 2” oa , 

T teil thee, life is but ore cammon care, 


© But isno rank, no Ration, no degree, 
Frow this conragions taint of forrow free?” * 
None, mortal! none. Yee in a bolder frain’ 


Let nie chis melancholy truth raaiotain. 

But hence, ye worldly and profane, retire; * 
For 1 adapt my.voice, and raife my lyre, 

fo notions net by vulgar car receiv'd : 
Ye rill mut covet life, and be ceceiv'd; 
Your very fear of death hall make you wy 
To catch the thade of immortality ; es 
Withing on earth ro linger, and to fave 
Part of its prey from rhe devou 
Fo thofe who may furvive you to bequeath 
Something entire, iu | 

A fancy’a kind of being to r 
And in a baok, of from a'b : 
Faife hope! vain labour let fune ages fly, 

Vhe dome fhail moulder, and the volame die: 
Wretches, Mill taughr, ftiil will ye think it firange, 
That ali the parts of this great fabric change, 
Quit their old ftation, aid primaval frame, 
Aad lofe their dhape, their eflunce, and their name?, 









graves 





fpite of tive and deaths 





Reduce the fong: our hopes, our joys, are vain; 
ig i é 


Our lot 1s forrow and ons portion pain. 


What paufe from woe, what hopes of comfors, 
bring * 


The name of wife or great, of judge or king? 
What is a king ?-—-a man condemn'’d to bear | 
The public burden of the nation’s cares 

Now crown’d fome angry faction to appeafe; 
Now falls a victim to the people’s exfe; ; 
From the firft blooming of his ill taught youth, 
Nouwvifh’d in flattery, and eftrang’d trom truths 


: ‘ ee ee 
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‘At home furrounded by a fervile crowd, 

Prompt to abufe, and in, detraction loud ; 
‘Abroad begirt with men, and fwords, and fpears, 
His very fiste acknowledging his fears; 
Marching amidit a thoufand guards, he fhows 
His fecret terror of a thoufand foes : 

Tnewar, however prudent, great, or brave, 

"Yo blind events and fickle chance flave; 
Seeking to fettle what for ever flies, 

Sure of the tol, uncertain of the prize. 

But bé returns with congue on his brow, 
Brings up the triumph, and abfolve: the vow : 
"The captive gericrals to his car were ty'ds 
Vhe joyful citizens tumu'tuous tide, 

Echoing his glory, gratify his pride. 
What is this triumph? madnefs, fhouts, and noife, 
One great colledtion of the people’s voice. 
he wretches he brings back in chains relate 
What may to. morrow be the victor's fate} 
The {poils and trophies, borne before him me 
National lofs, and epidemic woe, i 
Various diftrefs, which he and his may know. 
Does he not mourn the valiant thoufands flan, 
"The herves, once the glory of the plai 
Left in the conflict of the fatal day, 
Or the wolf's portion, or the vulture’s prey 2 
Does he not weep the laurel which he wears, 
‘Wer with the foldiers blood, and widows tears? 
See, where he comes, the darling of the war! 
See millions crowding round the gilded car! 
In the vatt joys of this ccftatic hour, 
And full fruition of fuccefsful power, 
One moment and one thought might let him fcsn 
"The various turns of lifé, and fickle ftate of man, 
Are the dire images of fad dittrutt, 
‘And popular. change, obfcur'd amid the du 

. That rifes from the viétor’s rapid wheel? 
Can the lond clarion or frill fife repel 

* ‘The inward cries of care? can nature’s voice 
Piaintive be drown'd or Jeffen'd in the noife 3 
Though fhouts of thunder loud affli& the air, 
Ston the birds now releas’d, and hake the 

ivory chair? . [erowd, 

Yon’ crowd (he might rele), yon’ joyful 
Peas'd with my honours, ii my praifes loud, 
(Should fleeting victory to the vanquifh'd go, 
Should fhe deprefs my arms, and raile the fue) 
Would for that foe with equal ardour wait ,. 
At the high pulace, or the crowded gates” 
‘With re(lefs rage would pull my fatves down, . 
And caft the brafs anew to his renown, 

O impotent defire of worldly fway - 

That t, who make the triumph of to-day, 
May of to-morrow’s pomp one part appesr, 
Ghaftly with wounds, and lifelefs on the bier? 
Then (vilenefs of mavkind !) then of all thefe, ~ 
Whom my dilated eye with labour fees, 
Would one, alas. repeat mc good, or greaty 

- Wath’ my pale body, or bewail my fate ? 
Or, match'd I chain’a behind the hoftile car, 

_ ‘Phe vidtor’s paftime, and the fpert of war, 
‘Would one, would ane his pity:ng forrow lend, 
Qr be fv poor, to «wn he was my friend? © 

Avails it then, O reafun, to be wife? 

To fee this cruel {cone with quicker eyes? 
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To know with more diftinGion to complain, 
‘And have {uperior fenfe in feeling pain? 

Let us revolve that roll with ftricteft eye, 
Where fafe from time diftinguith’d actions lies 
And judge if greatnefs be exempt from pain, 

Or pleature ever may with power remain. 
Adam, great type, for whom the world was 
made, 
The faire: bleffing to his arms convey'd, 
A charming wife; and air, and fea, and land, 
And all that move therein to his command 
Render'd obedient : fay, my penfive mule, 
What did thefe golden promiles produce? 
Scarce tafting life, he was of joy bereav'd : 
One day, { think, in Paradife he liv’d; 
Deftin'd-the next his journey to purfue, : 
Where wounding thorns and curled thiftles grew. 
Ere yet he earns his bread, a-down his brow, 
lnclin’a to earth, his fabouring fweat mult flow 3 
Bis limbs muft ake, with daily toils opprefs'd, 
Ere long-with'd night brings neceffary ref. 
Still viewing wich regret his darling Eve, i 
He for her follies and his own muft griev 
Bewailing ftill afrcfh their haplefs choice 5 
His ear oft’ frighted with the imag’d voice 
Of heaven, when firlt it'thunder'd ; oft’ his view 
Aghaft, as when the infant lightning flew, 
And the ftern cherub ftopp’d the fatal road, 
Aim’d with the flames of an avenging God. , 
His younger fon on the pulluted ground, 
Firfl-fruit of death, lies plaintive of a wound 
Given by a brother's hand + his eldeft birth 
Flies, mark'd by Heaven, a fugitive o'er earth. _ 
Yet why thefe forrows heap’d upon the fire, 
Becomes nor man, nor angel, to inquire. iy 
Each age finn’d op; and guilt advane’d with 
time: = 
The fon fill added to the father’s crime; 
‘Till God arcfe, and, great in anger, faid, 
Lo. it repenteth me, that man was madet — 
Withdraw thy light, thou fun! be dark, ye tkiest 
And from your deep aby!s, ye waters, rife! 
The afivighted angels heard th’ Almighty 
Lord, . 7 
And o’er the earth from wrathful vials pour’d _ 
‘Tempelts and torms, obedient to his word. 
Mean time} his providence to Noah gave 
“Phe guard of afl that ‘he defign’d to fave. : 
Exempt from general doom the patriarch ftaod, 
Contemn’d the waves, and triumph’d o'er the 
flood. © a 

The winds fall filent, and the waves decreafe, 
The dove brings quiet, ahd the olive peace; : 
Yet fill his heart dues inward forrow feel, 

Which faith alone forbids him to reveal. ° 

If on the backward world his views are calt, 

*Tis death diffus'd, and univerfal walte. 

Prefent (fad profpeét !) can he aught defcry, 

But (what affects his melancholy eye) 

The beauties of the ancient fabric lott, hoe 

In chains of craggy hill, or lengths of dreary 
coat? . 

While, to high heaven ‘his pions breathings 
turn’d, 

Weeping he hop’d, and facrificing mourn’d; 
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‘Wheh of God's imagé énly eight he found 
Snatch’d from the watery grave, aud fav'd from 
nations drown’d; 
And of three fons, the futere hopes of earth, 
The fecd whence empires muik receive their 
birth, 
One he forefees excluded heavenly grace, 
And mark’d with curfes, faral to his race! 
Abraham, potent prince, the friend of God, 
_Of human ills muft bear the deftin’d load; 
By blood and battles muft his power maintain, 
And flay thé monarchs ere he rules the plain ; 
Mutt deal juft portions of a fervile life 
To a proud handmaid and a peevith wife; 
Mott with the tender mocher leave the weeping fon, 
Yn want to wander, and in wilds to geean; 
Mott take his other child, his age’s hope, 
"To trembling Moriam’s melancholy top, 
Order’dto drench his knife in filial blood, 
Deftroy hisheir, or difubey his God. 
Moles heheld that Ged; but how beheld ? 
The Deity in radiant beams conceal” d, 
And clouded in a deep abyfs of light} 
‘While prefent, too fevere for human fight, ‘ 
Nor flaying longer than one fwift-wing'd night. 
‘The following days, and months, and years, de- 
creed 
To fierce encounter, and to toilfome deed” 
His youth, with wants and hardfhips muft en- 
gage; 
Plots and ‘rebellions muft difturb his age: 
Some Corah ftill arofe, fome rebel flave, 
Promptet to fink the flate, than he co fave ¢* 
And Ifrael did his rage fo far provoke, 
That what the Godhead wrote, the prophet broke, 
is voice fearce heard, his dictates fcarce beliew’d. 
Jo camps, in arms, in pilgrimage, he liv’d; 
And dy’d obedient to fevereft law, 
Forbid to tread the promtis’d land he faw. 
"My father’s life was one long line of care, 
A Icene of danger, and a {tate of war. 
Alarm’d, expos’, his childhood muft engage 
‘The bear’s rough gripe, and foaming lion’s rage, 
By various turns his threaten’d youth nmft fear 
Goliah's lifted fword, and Saul’s emitted fpear. 
Forlorn he muft and perfecuted fly, : 
Climb the ftcep mountain, in the cavern hie, ; 
And often afk, and be refus'd, to die. 
For ever, from his huanly toil, are known 
‘The weight of power, and anguith of a crown. 
‘What tongue can fpeak the reftlefs monarch’s 
woes, 
‘When God and Nathan were declar’d his foes? 
When every object his offence revil'd, 
The hufband murder’d, and the wife defil'd, 
The parent’s fins imprefs’d upon the dying 
child? 
‘What heart can think the grief which he fuftain'd, 
When the king’s crime brought vengeance on 
the land; 
And the inexorable prophet’s voice 
' Gave famine, plague, or war, and bid him fix 
his choice? 
He dy’d ; and, oh! may no refleétion fhed” 
ls poifonous venom on the royal dead! 
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Yet the uawilling truth may be exprefs'd, 
Which jong has labour'd in this penfive breaft 
Dying, he added ro my weight of care; 

He made me to his crimes undoubted heir ; 
Left his unfinifh’d mu to his fon, ‘ 
And Joab’s biood entail’d on Judah’s crown. 

Young as I was, I hafted to fulfil . 

The cruel ditates of my parent's will. 

Of his fair deeds a diftant view I took, 

But turn’d the tube, u; upon his faults to Igok, 

Forgot his youth, {pent in his country’s caufe, 

Hi. care of right, his reverence to the laws; 

But could-with joy his years of folly trace, 

Broken and old in Bathfheba’s embrace; { 

Could follow him, where-e’er he ftray’d from 
good, ey 

And cite his fad example, whilft I trod 

Paths open to deceit, and track'd with blood. 

Soon docile to the fecret aéts of ily 

With {miles I could betray, with temper kill; 

Soon in a brother could a rival view, 

Watch all his séts, and all Lis ways purfae, » ¥ 

In vain for life he to the altur fled : x 

Ambition and revenge have'certaiv fpeed. y 

Ev’n ‘Gn my foul, ev’n there he fhould have 
fell 

But that my intereft did my rage conceal. 

Doubiing my crime, I promife, and deccive, 

Purpefe to flay, whil (wearing to forgive. * 

Treaties, perfuafions, fighs, and tears, are vain s" 

With a mean fie curs’d vengeance I tuftain, 

Join fraud to force, amd policy to power, 

‘Lill, of the deftin'd fugitive fecure, 

In folemn flate to parricide I rife, 

And, as God fives, this day my brother dies 

Be witnefs to my tears, celeftial mofe; 

In vain I would forget, in vain excufe, 
Fraternal blood by my direGion fpilt; 

In vain on Joab's bead transfer the guilt? 

The deed was acted by the fubje@'s hand; 

The fword was pointed by the king’s command, 
Mine was the murder; it was miuc alone 3° 
Years of contrition muft the crime atone 3 

Nor can my guilty fond expe relief, 

But from a lony fincerity of grief. 

With an impeifedt hand, and trembling heart, 

Her love of truth fepericr to her are, 

Already the reflecting mufe has trac’d 

The mournful figures of my actions pat. 

The penfive goddefs has already taught 

How vainis hope, and how vixatious thought ; Fy 
From growing childhood to declining age, , 
How tedious every ftep, how gloomy every. Rage. 
This courfs of vanity almef complete, 

Tir'd in the field of life, | hope retreat : 
In the fliil fhades of death: for dread and pain,” 
And griefs, will find their thafts dlane’d in vain, 
And their points broke, retorted from the head, 
Safe in the grave, and free among the dead. 

Vet tell me, frighted reafon ! what is death? 
Blood only fopp’d, and interrupted breath ; 
The utmott Hmit of a narrow fpan, + 
And end of m n which wah life began. 

-As {moke that.rifes from the kindling fires 
Is feen this moment, and the next expires; 
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Asempty clouds by rifing winds are toft, 

"Their fleeting forms fcarce fooner found than loft ; 
So vanithes our ftate, fo pafs our days; 

So life but opens uow, and now decays? 

The cradle and the tomb, alas! fo nigh, 

‘Yo live, is Scarce diftinguith’d from t» die. 

Cure of the mifer’s with, and coward’s fear, | 
Death only fhows us what we knew was near. 
With courage therefore view the pointed hur, 
Dread not death’s anger, but expect his power 3 
Nor nature’s law with fruitleis forrow mourn, 
But die, O mortal man! for thou waft born. 

Cautious through doubt, by wantof courage wife, 
"To fuch advice the reafoner fill replies. ‘ 

Yet meafuring a!l the long-continued fpace, 
Every fucecBive day’s repeated race, 

Since time fir Qarted from his priftine goal, 
‘Till he had reach’d that hour wherein my foul 
Join'd to my body {well'd the womb ; E was 
{Ac leaft I think fo} nothing : muft ¥ pats 
Again to nothing, when this vital breath, 
Ceafing, configns me o’er to rett and death? 

. Muft the whole man, amazing thought ! return: 
Yo the cold marble, or contradted urn ? 
And never fhall thafe pa agree, 
"That were in life this individual he ? 

* But, fever’a, muft they join the general mafs, 
Through other forms and fhapes ordain’d to 

als, 

Nor thaughe nor image kept of what he was? 
Does the great word, that gave him fenfe, ordain 
That life hall never wake that fenfe again ? 
And will no power his finking fpirits fave 





From the dark caves of death, and chambers of 


the grave? 
Bach evening Lbehold che fecting fun 
‘With downward fpeed into the ocean run: 
Yet the fame light (pafs but fnine fleeting hours) 
Exerts his vigour, and renews his powers; 
Starts the bright race again : his conftant ame 
Rifes and fets, returning (till the fame. 
Tmark the various fury of the witds; 
"Theft neither feafons yuide, nor order binds; 
They now dilate, and now contract their force 5 
Various their {peed, but endlels is their courte, 
From his firft fountain and beginning ouze, 
Down to the fea each brook and torrent flows + 
“Though fundry drops or leave or fwell the tiream, 
"The whole {till runs, with equal pace, the fame; 
Still other waves fupply the rifing urns, 
And the eternal flood no want of water mourns. 
Why then mult man obey che fad decree, 
Which fubjects neither jun, nor v nd, nor fea? 
A flower, that does with opening, morn arife, 
~ And, flourithing he day, at evening dies; 
‘A winged caftern blatt jut fkimming o'er 
‘The ocean's brow, and finking on the fhore; 
A firc, whofe flames through crackling ftnbble fly 5 
A meteor fhooting from the fummer fky 5 
A bowl adown the bending monntain roll’d; - 
‘A bubble breaking, and a faule told; 
‘A noon-tide fhadow, and a midnight dream; 
Ase emblems, which with femblance apt proclaim 
Our carthly courfe: but, O my foui! fo faft 
. Muf life run off, and death for ever lait? 
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‘This dark opirion, fure, is too confin’d ; 

Elfe whence this hope, and terror of the mind? 

Does fomething ftill, and-fomewhere yet remainy 

Reward or punikment, delight or pain? 

Say: fhall our relicks fecond birth receive ? 

Sleep we to wake, and only dic to five? “ 

When the fad wife has clos'd her hufband’s eyes, } 

And pierc’d the echoing vault with doleful cries, ” 

Lies the pale corpfe not yet entirely dead, 

‘The fpirit only from the body fled; 

The groffer part of heat and motion void, 

To be by firs, or worm, or time, deftroy'd ; 

The faul, immortal fubftance, to remain, 

Contcious of joy, and capable of pain? 

‘And, if her adis have been directed well, 

While with her friendly clay the deign’d to dwell, 

Shall the with fafety reach her priftine feat ? 

Find her reft endlefs, and her blifs complete 2 

And, while the bury’d man we idly mourn, 

Do angels joy to fee his better half return? 

But, if the has deform’d this earthly life 

With murderous rapine, and feditious ftrife, 

‘Amaz'd, repuls'd, and by thofe angels driven 

From the athereal feat, and blifsfui heaven, 

In everlafting darknefs mutt the lic, 

Still more unhappy, that fhe cannot die? “ 
Amid two feas, on one {mall point of Jand, : 

Weary'd, uncertain, and amaz’d, we ftand ; 

Oncither fide our thoughts inceffant turn; 

Forward we dread, and looking back we mourn; 

Luofing the prefent in this dubious hatte, 

And lof ourfelves betwixt the future and the 


pat. + 
"Thefe crucl doubts contending in my breaft, 
My reafon ftaggering, and my hopes opprefs'd, 
Once more, { faid, once more I will inquire, 
What is this litele, agile, pervious fire, . 
This fluttering motion, which we call the mind? 
How does fhe a@t? and where is the confin’d ? 
Have we the power to guide her as we pleafe? 
Whence then thofe evils, that obftrudt our eafe? 
We happinefs purfue ; we fly from pain; 
Yet the purfuit, and yet the flight, is vain : 
And, while poor nature labours to be bleft, 
By day with pleafure, aud by night with reft, 
Some ftronger power eludes our fickly will, 
Dathing our rifing hope with certain ill; 
And makes us with reile@ive trouble fee, 
That all is deftin’d, which we fancy free. 
That power fuperior then, which rules our 
mind, . 
Is his decree by human prayer inclin’d ? 
Will he for facrifice our forrows eafe ? 
And can our tears reverfe his firm decrees? 
‘Then Ict religion aid, where reafon fails; 
"Throw loads of incenfe in, to turn the {cales} 
And Jet che filent fandtuary thow, : 
What from the babbling fchools we may not 
know, ‘woe. 
How man may fhun or bear his deftin’d part of, 
What fhall amend, or what abfolve, our fate? 
Anxious we hover in a mediate flate, 
Betwixt infinity and nothing, bounds, 





| Or boundlefs terms, whole doubtful fenfe com 


founds. 
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Unequal thought ! whilft all we apprehend 

3s, that our hopes mutt rife, our forrows end, 
As our Creator deigns to be our friend. 

Laid ;—and icftant bad the pricfts prepare 
‘The ritual facrifice and folemn prayer. 

Sele& from vulgar herds, with garlands gay, 
A hundred bulls afcend the facred way. 
"The artful youth procced to form the choir; 
They breathe the flute, or ftrike the vocal wire. 
The maids in comely order next advance ; 
‘They beat the timbre], and inftru@ the dance. 
Follows the chofen tribe from Levi {prung, 
Chaunting, by juft return, the holy fong. 
Along the choir in folcmm ftate they patt : 
—-The anxious king came jaft. 
‘The facred hymn pertorm’d, my promis’¢ vow 
-Ipaid; and, bowing at the altar low, . 

Father of heaven! (I fuid) and Judge of earth! 

Whofe word call’d out this univerie to birth ; 

By whofe kind power aud influencing care 

‘The yarious creatures move, and live, and are; 
But, ceafing once that care, withdrawn that power, 
‘They move (alas!) and-live, and sre mo more; 
Omnifcient Matter, omniprefent Kine, 

‘Fo thee, to thee, my lait dittrefs I bring, 

"Thou, that canft {till the raging of the feas, 
Chain up the winds, and bids the tempefts ceafe | 
Redeem my fhipwreck’d foul from raging guits 
Of cruel pallien and deceitful lutts ; 
From ftormas of rage, and danyerous rocks of 

ride, 

Let thy trong hand this little weffel guide 
(it was thy hand thac made it) through the tide 
Impetuous of this life: lee thy command 
Dire& my cours, and bring me fafe to land! 

if, while this weary’d flefh draws fleeting 

breath, 
Not fatisfy’d with life, afraid of death, 
It haply be thy will, that | fhould know * 
Glimpfe of delight, or paufe from anxious woe ; 
From sow, from inftant new, great Sire! difpel 
The clouds that prefs my feut ; from now reveal 
A gracious beam of light; from now infpire 
My tongue to fing, my hand to touch the lyre; 
My open thought to joyous profpedis raife, 
And for thy mercy let me fing thy praife, 
Or, if thy will ordains I Mill hall wait 
Some new hercafter, and a future fate, 
Permit me firength, ray weight of woe to bea, 
And raife my mind fuperior to my cape. 
‘Let me, howe’es unable to explain 
‘The fectet labyrinths of thy ways to man, 
With humble zeal contefs thy awful power; 
Scill weeping hope, and wondering ftiit adore, 
So in my conqueft be thy might declar’d, 
And for thy juitice be thy name rever’d. 

My prayer fearce ended, a {tupendous gloom 
Darkens the air; loud thunder fhakesthe dome, 
Yo the beginning miracle fucceed 
An awful fileace and religious dread. 

Sudden breaks forth a more than common day ; 
The facred wood; which on the altar jay, 
Untouch’d, unlighted, glows— 

Ambrofial oduur, fuch as never flows 

From Arab’s gum, or the Saban refe, 


j 
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Does round the air evolving fCents diffufe: 

The holy ground is wet with heavenly dews ¢ 
Celeftial mufic (fuch Jetfides’ lyre, ; 
Such Miriam's timbrel, would in-vain require) ~ 
Strikes to my thought through my adniiring ear; 
With ecftacy too fine, and pleafure hard to bear. 
And Jo! what fees my ravith’d eye? what feels 
My wend’ring fonl? An opening cloud reveals 
Aa hesvrnly frm, embedy'd, and array’d 

With robes of tight. I heard. The angel faid: 

Ceafe, man of woman born. to hope relief 
From daily trouble and continued grief ; 

Thy hope of joy deliver to the wind, s 
Supprefs thy paflions, and prepare thy mind; 
Free dnd familiar with misfortune grow, 

Be us’d to farrow, and inur’d to woe; 

By weakening toil and hoary age o'ercome, 
See thy decreafe, and haften to thy tomb; 
Leave to thy children tumult, ftrife, and war, 
Portions of toil, and Jegacies of care; 

Send the fucceffive ills through ages down, 
And let each weeping father tell his fon, 

That decper ftruck, and more diftinclly griev'’d, 
He muft augment the forrows he recciv'd, 

The chiid, to whofe fuccefs thy hepe is bound,’ 
Ere thou are fearce interr'd, or h crown'd, | 
‘Yo luft of arbitrary fway inclin'’d 
(That curfed poifon to the prince's mind !¥ 
Shall from thy di@ates and his duty rove, 

And lofe his great defence, his people's love s'- 

Hl-counfell’d, vanquish'd, fugitive, difyrac’d, 

Shall mourn the fame of Jacob’s ftrength effac’d ;' 

Shall figh the king diminifb'd, dnd the crown 

With leffen'd rays defcending to his fon; - * 

Shall fee the wreaths, his grandfire knew to reap” 

By adtive toil ard military fweat, ue TF 

Pining, incline their fickly leaves, and thed” 

Their falling honours from his giddy head ¥ 

By arms or prayer unable to afluage 

Domeftic horror and inteftine rage, ae 

Shall from the victor and the vanquifh’d feat,’ - 

From Ifrael’s arrow, and from Judah's fpear 5, 

shall caft his weary’d limbs on Jordun’s flood, 

By brother’s arms difturb’d, and ftain’d with’ 
kindred-bleod. race, 

Hence labouring years fhall weep their deftiw’d’ 
Charg’d with ill omens, fully’ with difgrace. 
fime, by neceflity compell’d. fhall go 
Through fcenes of war, and epvchas of woe. 
¢ empire, Jeffen’d in a parted ftream, 
all Jofe its courte — 
dulge thy-tears: the heathen fhe!l blafpheme ; 
Judab hati fall, opprefs'd by grief and thame, 
And men fhall from her ruin. know her fame. 

New Eyypts yet and fecovd bonds remain, 

A harfher Pharaoh, and a beavier chain, 

Again, obedient to a dire command, aoe 
Thy captive fons fhal: leave the promis’d land. 
‘Their name more low their fervitude more vile, 
Shall on Euphrates’ bank renew the grief of Nile. 

Thefe pointed fpires, that wound the ambient 
{Inglorious change .) thall in deftrudtion lie [Sky, 
Low, Jevell’d with the duff; their heights uny 

"known, : an 
Or meafur’d by their ruin. Yonder throne, 
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Pat falting'gléty built, defign'’d the 

Of kings for ever blest, for ever great, 

Remov'd by the invader’s barbarous hand, 

Shall yrace his triumph in a foreign land. 

‘The tyrant fhall demand yon’ facred load 

Of gold, and veffels fet apare ta God, 

"Yhen, by vile hands to common ufe debas’d, 

Shall fend chem flowing round his drunken 
feaft, . ‘ 

With facrileyious taunt, and impious jeft. 

“Fwice fourteca ages fhall thei: way complete; 
Empires by various turns fhall rife and fet; 
‘While thy abandon'd tribes fhall only know 
A different matter, and a change of woe, . 
With down.caft eye-lids, and with looks aghaf, 
Shall dread the future, or bewail the pait. 

AmMided Hrael thal fic weeping down, 

Faft by the reams where Babel’s waters run 3° 
‘Their harps upon the neighbouring willows hung, 
Nor joyous hymn encouraging their tongue, 

Nor cheeful dance their feet; with toil opprefs’d, 
Their wearv'd lirabs alpicing but to rett. 

In the reflective ftreanr the fighing bride, 
Viewing her charms impair’d, abath’d, fhali Inde 
Her penfive head: and in her languid face R 





‘The bridegroom fal) forefee his fickly race, 

White ponderous fetters vex their clofe embrace. 

With irklome anguith then your priefls fhall 
mourn 

‘Their long neglected feafts defpair’d return, 

And fad oblivion of their fitemn days. 

‘Thencefarth their vuices they fhall only raife, 

Louder to.weep. By day, your frighted feers 


* Shall call for fountains to expref their tears, 


And.with their eyes were iloods; by night, from 
“dreams 
Of opening gulfs, black Norms, and raging flames, 
Starting amaz’d, fhall to the people fhow 
Emblems cf heavenly ‘wrath, and myflic types 
' of woe, 
The captives, ag their tyrant fhall require 
That they fhould breathe the fong, aud touch 
the lyre, 
Shall fay: can Jacob's fervile race rejoice, 
Untan'd the mufic, and difus’d the voice? 
What can we play (they Shall dilccurfe), how fing 
In foreign lands, aud to a barbarous king ? 
We and our fathers, from cur childhood bred 
‘To watch the cruel victor’s eye. tu dread 
Vhe azbitrary lath, to bend, to grieve, 
(Out-caft of mortal race!) can we conceive * 
Image of aught delightful, foft, or gay? 
Alas! when we have toi!’d the longfome day, 
‘The fullett blifs our hearts afvire to kniow 
is but fome interval trom active woe, 
In broken ref and fhartling fleep ta mourn, 
Till morn, the tyrant, and the feourge, return, 
Bred up in grief, con pieafure he our theme ? 
Our endlets anguith docs not nature claim? 
Reéofor and forrow are so us the fame. 
Alas! with wild amazement we require, 
3 idle folly was not phufure’e fire? - 
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cy, gave an ibdim’d bith * 
EC ver, and to frantic majrdy. 

This is the feries of perpetual woe, 
Which thou, alas! and thine, are bora to know. 
Hluftrious wretch! repine not, nor reply ; 2 
View not what heaven ordains with reafon's 

ape. ; fhigh, 
Too bright the chjeQis; the diftance is too) 
The man, who would refolve the work of fate, 
May limit nuniber, and make crooked Rraight; * 
Stop thy inquiry then, and curb thy fenfe, _ 
Nev let duft argue with Omnipotence. 
“Vis Gad who mut difpefe, and man fultaia, 
Bora to endure, forbidden to complain. 








. Thy fant of life muft his decrees fulfil; 


What deroga:es from his command, is ills 
And that alone is good which centres in his will, 
Yet, that thy labouring ferfes may not drvop, 

Loft to delight, and deftitute of hope, 

Remark what I, Gud’s meffenger, aver 

From him, who ncither can decetve nor err. 

The land, ac length redecm'd, Shall ceafe yo 

mourn, < 

Shall from her fad captivity retarn. 

Sion fhall raife her long-dejeated head, ~ 

And in her courts the law again be read. 

Again the glorious temple hall arife, : 

And with new luftre pierce the neighbouring fkies- 

The promis'd feat.of empire fhall again : 

Cover the mountain, and command the plains 

And, from thy race diftinguith’d, one Shall fpring, 

Greater in aé than yidor, more than king 

In dignity and power; fence down from heaven, 

To fuccour earth, To him, to him, ’tis given, 

Paffion, and care, and anguith, to deftroy, 

‘Vhrough bir, foft peace, and plenitude of joy, 

Perpetual o’er the world redcem’d fhall flow ; 

No more may mau inquire, nor angel know, 
Now, S:Jomow! remembering who thou art, 

AG through thy .rcmnant life the decent pact. 

Go forth ; be ftrong : with patience and with sare 

Perform, and fuifcr : to thyfelf fevere, 

Gracious to others, thy defires Cappref*" 4, 

Diffus’d thy vitcues; firit of men! by eft. 





_ Vhy fum of duty let ewo words conzain; 


(O may they graven in thy heart remain 1) 
Be humble, and be jaft. "Ihe angel faid.— 
With upward fpeed his agile wings he tpread 5 
Whilf on the holy ground [ proftrate lay, 
By various doubs impeil’d, or to obey, 
Or to objed: at length (my mournful look 
Heaven-ward erect) derermin’d thus f fpoke ¢ 
Supreme, all-wile. eternal Patentate! 
Sole Author, fole Dilpoter of our fate! 
Enthron’d in tight and immortality, 
Whom no mas fully fees, and none can feet- 
Original of beings! Power divine! i 
Since that { live, and that I think, is thine!— 
Benign Creator! let thy plaftic hand ° 
Ditpofe its own effect; let thy command ~ 
Reftore, Great Father! thy inftructed fons 
And in my ac may thy great will be doust « 


an 2 








POE MS. 





SS 





ENGRAVEN ON THREE SIDES OF AN 
ANTIQUE LAMP, 


GIVEN BY ME TO LORD HARLEY. 


Antiquam hance Lampadem 
€ Mufeo Colbertino allatam, 
Domino Harleo inrer Kegtux fa 
Reponendam D. D. Matthzus Prior. 


‘This Lamp, which Prior to his Harley gave, 
‘Brought from the altar of the Cyprian Dame, 
Indulgent Time, through future ages fave, 
Before the Mufe to burn with purer flame ! 


Sperve dile@um Veneris faccilum, 
Sandtius, Lampas, ribi munus orno; 
1, fowe caflo vigil Elarieianas 

Igne Cameenas, 





THE TURTLE AND SPARROW, 
AN ELEGIAC TALE, 
" Oceafioned by the death of Prince George, 1708, 


Beninp an unfrequented glade, 

‘Where yew and myrtle mix their thade, 
A widow turtle penfive fat, 

And wept her murder’d lover’s fate. 
The fparrow chane'd that way to walk 
(A bird that loves to chirp and talk); 
Be fure he did the turtic greet; 

She anfwer'd him as the thought meet. 
Sparrows and turtles, by the bye, 

Can think as well as you or £: 


But how they did thuir thoughts exprefs, -, 


The margin fhows Py Tand S. 

‘T. My hopes are loft, my joys are fled; +: 
Alas! I weep Columbo dead + 
Come, all ye winged lovers, come; 
Drop pinks and daifies on his tomb: 
Sing, Philomel, his funeral verfe; 
Ye pious redbreafts, deck his hearfe : 
Fair fwans, extend your dying throats, 
Columbo's death requires your notes: + 
“ For him, my friends, for him I-moan, 
«My dear Cylunybo, dead and gone.” 


Stretch’d on the bier Columbo Hes} 
Pale are his checks, and clos’d his eyes; 
‘Thofe checks, where beauty fmiling lay 
Thole eyes, where love was us'd to. play. 
Ah: cruel fate, alas! how foon 
That beauty and thofe joys are flown! . 

Columbo is no mere! ye floods, 
Bear the fad fouad to diftant woods ; 
The found let echo’s voice reftore, 
And fay, Columbo is no more. 
© Ye floods, ye weods, ye echoes; moan 
“ My dear Columbo, dead and gone,” 

Phe Dryads all forfook the wood, 
And mournful Naiads round me ‘ood, 
‘Lhe tripping fawns and fairies came, 
All confcious of our mutual flame, 

“ To figh for him, with me to moan 
“* My dear Columbo, dead and gone,” 

Venus difdain'd not to appear, 
To lend my grief a friendly ear; 
But what avails her kindnefs now ? 
She ne’er thail hear my fecond vow + 
‘The loves, chat round their mother few, 
Did in her face her forrows view ; 
Their drooping wings they penfive hung, 
‘Their arrows broke, their bows untrung ; 
They heard attentive what I faid, 
And wept, with me, Calumbo dead: 
“* For him I figh, for him f moan, 
“ My dear Columbo, dead and gone.” 

“ "Tis ours to weep,” great Venus faid; 
“ °Tis Jove’s alone to be obey’d: 
« Nor birds nor goddeffes can move ~ 
“ The juft behefts of faral Jove. 
“ T faw thy mate with fad regret, 
“ And curs'd the fowler’s cruel net 
“ Ah, dear Columbo ! how he fell, 
“ Whom Turturella lov'd fo well! 
“ T law him bleeding on the ground, 
The fight ture up my ancieut wound: 
“ And, whilft you wept, alas! 1 cry’d, 
“ Columbo and Adonis dy'd.” 

“ Weep, all yt ftreams; ye mountains, groan; 
“ J mourn Columbo, dead and gone; aaa 
Still iet my tender grief complain, 

“ Nor day nor night thatggrief reftrain :” 
I faid, and Venus itil! reply’d, oo 
“ Columbo and Adonis dy’d.? 


° 


& 


5 
S. Poor Turtutella, hard thy cafe, 
And juft thy tears, alas, alas! So 
©. And haft thou lov’d, and canft theu hear 
With piteous heart a Jover’s care ? 
«Come then, with me thy forrows j 

“And eafe my woes by telling thine : ie 

© For thou, poor bird, perhap: may"ft moaa 
24° Some Pullerella dead and gone.” J 
* § Dame Turtle, this runs fufe in rhymé, 
‘But neither fuite the place nor time; 
"The fowler’s hand, whofe ceuel care, 
For dear Columbo fet the {naze, 

‘The fnare again fur thee may fet; 
“Two birds may perifh in one net? 

Vhou fhould'? avoid this crue! field, 

.And forrow fhould to prudence yields 
> Tis fad to die --— 

T. —ft may be fo; 

@Tis fadder yet to live in woe, 

S. When widows ufe this canting rain, 
“They feem refolv’d to wed again. 

JZ. When widowers would this truth’ dif. 

. prove, = 
JThey never tated real love. 
Ht §. Love is fof: joy and gentle ftrife, 
, Elis efforts all depend on life 

When he has throwh two golden darts, 
s4And truck the lovers’ niutual hearts, 

HOF his black fhafts ler death fend one, 

‘Alas! the pleafing game is done ; 

Bll is the poor furvivor fped, 

“A corpfe feels mighty coldin bed... _, 

Venus faid right—* nor tears cam moves 
“® Nor plaints sevoke the will of Jove.” 

) All muft obey the general doom, 

awn from Alcides to Tom Thumb, 
“Grim Pluto will not be with{tood 
‘By force or craft. ‘Cull Robinhood, 
phe well as Little John, is dead 
"(You fee how deeply Lam read) : 

With Pate’s kan ipa none can dodge; 
He'll find you ont where’er you lodye. 
“Ajax, to fun his general power, 

Yo vain abfconded in a Rowers 
dAn idle fcene ‘tythonus acted, 

“SWhen toa grafshopper contra@ed; 

Death ftruck them in thoie fhapes again, 
“Wks once he did when they were men. 

; For reptiles.periih, plants decay 5 

Flefh is but grafe, grafs turns to hay, 

And hay to dung, and dung to clay. 

Thus heads extremely nice difcover 
2That folks may die fome ten times over 5 
*But oft’, by coo refin’d a touch, 

“To prove things plain, they prove too much. 

Whate’er Pythagoras may fay 

(For each, you know, wiil have his way), 
With great fubmiffion T pronoince, 

‘That people die no more than once: 
= But once is fare; and death is common 

To bird and map, including woman 5 

From the fpread cazle te the wren, 

‘Alas! no mortal fowl knows whens 
gAill chat wear feathers firtt.or late 
~“Moft one day perch on Charon’s maft; 

Vor. VIL. 
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PORMS — 
= “Mut lie bencath the evprefs thade, 


7 


Where Sirada’s nightingale was laid. 
Thofe fowl who feem alive to ft, 
Affembled by Daa Chaucer's wit, 
In profe have R-pt three hundred years, 
Exempt from worldly hopes and fears, 
‘And, laid in ftate upon their herfe, 
ve truly but emb«lm‘d in verfe. 
As fore as Lefbia’s fparrow T, 
‘phon fure 2 Prior's dove, mutt die, 
d ne'er again from fethe’s ftreams 
Return to Adige, or to Thames, 
T. Utherefore weep Columbo dead, 
My hopes bereav'd, my pleafures fled; 
“ I therefore muft for ever moan - 
“ My dear Columbo, dead and gone.” 
S. Columbo never fees your tears, 
Your cries Columbo never. hears 3 
A wall of brals, and one of Sead, 
Divide the living from the dead. 
Repell'd by this, the gather’d rain 
Of tears beats back to carth again; 
In t’other the collected found F 
Of groans, when once recciv’d, is drown'é. 
“fis therefore vain one hour to grieve 
What time itfelf can ne’er retrieve. 
By nature fol, 1 kaow a dove 
Can never live without her love; 
‘Then quit this flame, and light agother ; 
Dame, Ladvife you ike a brother. 
Y Whar, J to make a fecond choice! 
In other nuptials to rejoice 
S. Why not, my bi 
T. —No, Sparrow, no! 
Let me indaige my pleating woe + 
Thus fighing, cooing, cafe my pain, 
But never with, nor love, again: ae 
Dd i'd, for ever let me nioan 
“ My dear Columbo, dead and gone.” 
S. Our winged friends through all the grove 
Co-temn thy mad excels of love : 
F teil thee, Dame, the other day 
I met a parrot and a jay, : 
ck’d thee in their mimic tone, 
ot Columba, dead and gone.” 
T. Whate’er the jay or parrot faid, 
My hopes are loft, my joys are Bed, 
Aud {firever nif deplore 
© Columbo dead aid gone.”"——S Encore! 
For flame! forfake this Bion-ftyle, 
We'll talk an hour, and walk a mile, 
Does it with fenfe or health agree, 
Yo fic thus moping on a tree? 
To throw away 2 widow's life, 
When yet again may be a wife? 
Come on; I'll tell youl my amours; : 
Who knows but they may influence yours? 
“ Example draws where precept fails, 
“ And fermon: arc Jels read than tales.” 
{, Sparrow, I take thee for my friend, 
As fuch wilf hear thee : ¥defcend 3 
Hop on, and taik; but, honeft bird, 
‘Take care that no immideft word 
May venture to offend my ear, 
$. Yoo faint-Uks turtle, never Seats. 
: Ti : 
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Py method things ore beft difcours’d, 
Begin we then with wife the fr? : 
A hancfome, fenfelefs, awkward fool, 
Who would not yield, and could not rule: 
Her adtions did her charmsdifgrace, 
And flill her tongue talk'd of her face: 
Count me the lesves on yonder tree, 

* 80 many different wills had fhe, . 
And, like the leaves, as chance inclin’d, 
‘Thole wills were chang’d with every wind: 
She courted the b-aw sande to-night, 
iafemblée, her fupreme delights 
“Phe nexc the fat immur’d, unfcen, 
‘And in full health enjoy’d the fpleen; 
She cenfur'd that, the alter’d thir, 
And with great care fet afl amily ; 
She now could chide, now laugh, now cry, 
Now fing, now pout, all God knows why : 
Short was her reign, the cough’d, and dy'd, 
Proceed we to my fecond bride: 
Weil barn the was, genteelly bred, 
And buxem both at board and bed; 
Glad to oblige, and pleas’d to pleafe, 
«And, as ‘Tom Southern wifely fays, 
“ No other fault had the in life, 
* But only that fhe was my wife *.” 
O widow Turtle! every the 
(So nature's pleafure does decree’) 
Appears a goddels cill enjoy'd j 
But birds, and men, and gods are cloy’d. 
‘Was Hercules one woman’s man ? 
Or Jove for ever Leda’s fwan ? 
Ah: madam, ceafe to be miftaken, 
Few marry’d fowl peck Dunmow-bacon, 
Variety alone gives joy, 
The {weeteft meats the foonel cloy. 
What fparryw-dame, what deve alive, 
‘Though Venus thould the chariot drive, 
But would accufe the harnéls weight, 
V always coupled to ose mate; 
And cften with the fetter broke ? 
* Tis freedom but to change the yoke. 

T. Impious! to with to wed again, 
Ere death diffoly'd the former chain ! 

8. Spare your remark, and hear the reft 
She brought me fons; but (Jove be blett!) 
She dy’d in child-bed on the neft, 

Well, reft her bones! quoth 1, the’s gone ; 

But muft I therefore lie alone? 

What! am I to her nremory ty'd ? 

Muft [not live, becaufe the dy’d ? 
And thus | logically faid 

(‘Fis good to have a reafoning head!) 

As this my wife? Probatur not; 

For death diffolv’d the marriage-knot 

She was, concedo, during life; 

But, is a piece of eley a wile? 

Again; if not a wile, d’ye fee, 

Why then nokin at all to me? : 

And he, who general tears can fhed 

For folks that happen to be dead, 

May e’en with cqual juftice mourn 

For thofe who never yet were born. 


# See The Wilts Excufe, a comedy.” 


T. Thofe points indeed you quaintly prove,’ = 


But logic is no friend to love. 


S. My children then were jaft’pen-feather'ds 


Some little corn for them | gather’d, 
And fent them to my fpoufe’s mother; . 
So left that brood, to get another: 
And, as old Harry whilcm faid, 
Refleting on Anne Buleyn dead, 
Cockfbones' I now again do fland 
The joilieft hachelor 7 th’ land. 

T. Ah me!-my joys, my hopes, are fled ; 
My fir, my only low, is dead 2, 
With endlefs yriet let me bemoan 
“Columbo's lofs :— . 

: S. —Let me go on, 

As yet my for:unc was but narrow, 
1 woo'd my coutin Philly Sparrow, 
O' th’ elder honfe of Chirping End, 
From whéifee the younger branch defcend. 
Well feated in a ficld of peafe . 
She liv'd, extremely at her eafe; 
Bur, when the honcy-moon was patt,. 7 
The following nights were foon o’ercal 
She kept her own, could plead the law, 
And quarrel fora barley-flraw : 
Both, you may judge, becamic lefs kind, 
As more we kuew each other’s mind ¢ 
She foon grew fullet:, I hard-hearieds 
We fealded, hated, fought, and parted. 
‘Te London, bh fled town ! Twent; * i 
She boarded at a farm in Kebe, s 
A magpye from the country fled. 
And Itindly cold me fhe was dead : + 
Eprun’d my feathers, cock’d my tail, 
And fet my heart aga: to fale. 

My fourth, a mere coquette, or fuch 
I thought her; nor avails it much, 
If true or falfe ; ovr troubles {pring 
More from the fancy than the thing, 
‘Two flaring horns, I often faid, ~ 
But ill become a fparrow’s head; 
But then, to fet that balanee even, 
Your cuckold fparrow goes to heaven 
The thing you fear, fuppofe it done, 
If you inquire, you make it known, 
Whilft at the root your horns are fore, 
The more you feratch, they ache the mort, 
But turn the tables, and reflect, 
All may not be that you fufpe@: 
By the mind’s eye, the horns we mear 
Are only in ideas {cen ; 
’ Tis from the infide of the head - 
Their branches thoot, their antlers fpread; 
Fruitful fulpicions often bear 'em, 
Yeu fee} then: from the time you fear "ems, 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! that echoed word : 
Offends the ear of vulgar bird; ee 
But thofe of finer tafle have found 
There’s nothing in’t befide the found... 
Preferment always waits on horns, 
And houfchold peace the gift adorns; | “>~ 
This way, or that, let fadtionstend, 
The fpark is (till the cuckold’s frienid : 
‘This way, or that, let madani roam, 











Well pleas’d and quiet the comes home, 
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How weigh the pleafure with the pain, 
The plas and minus, lols and gain, 
And what La Fontaine laughing fays 
¥s ferious truth, in fach a caley 
% Who flights the evil finds it lea*, 
a And who does pothing, dovs the beft:” ° 
{never frove torule the reat; 
She ne'er refus’d to pledge my teaft + 
In vifiss if we chanc’d to meet, 

1 feom'd obliging, the diferect 5 

We neither mucit carefi'd nor ftrove, 
+ But good distembling pafsd for love. 
27? Whateter of Light our cye nay know; 
Tis only fight itfelf can fiow 5 
, Whate'er of love our Keart can fecl, 

* Pig motual love alone can tell. 

_ 8. My pretty, amorous, foolify bird, 
4A moment’s patience | in one word,... 
‘Phe three kind fitters broke the chain } 

eoShe dy'd, Fmeurn’d, and woo'd again. 
~', Let me with juer grief deplore 

“My dear Columbo, now no more; 

Let me with cotitunt tears bewail— 

SES) Your forrow does but fpoil my tale. 

iMy fifth, the prov'd a jealous wife, 
Lord thield us all from such a life! 
+ Iwas doeht, complaint, reply, chit-chat; 

UT was ¢his, to-day 3 to-morrow, that. 
Sometimes, forfooth, upon the brodk 
T kept a mifs; an honelt rook 
Told it a fnipe, who told a fteer; 

Who told it thofe who told it bers 
One day a linnetandalark 
Had met otc ftrolling in the dark 
Whe next a woodceck and an owl, , 
* Quick-fighted, grave; and fuber fowl; 

. Would on their corporal oath allege, 

Vkif'd a hen behind the hedge. * 

“Well; madam Turtlé, to be brief, 

(Repeating but renews our grief) 
yas once fhe watch’d me from a rail, 

(Poor foul!) her footing chané'd co fail) 

, And down fite fell, and broke her hip 5 

"Vhe fever came, and then the pip? > 

Death did the only cure apply; 

She was at quiet, fo was L F 

T. Could Jove unmov'd thefe changes view ? 

His forrows, as his joys, are trie. 

5. My dearett dove, ove wife man faya, 

Alluding to our prefent cale, 

“© We're here to-day, and gone to-mortow 

Then what avails fuperfluous forrow ? 

‘ “Another, full as wife as he, 

. Adds, that “a marry’d madi may fee ? 
% “Two happy hours,” and which are they?‘ 
“Lhe fief and lap, perhaps you'll fay 
*Tis true, when blythe fhe goes to Ved, 

‘And when the peaceably lies dead 5 
% Wonten ‘twint flicets arc beff,” ‘tis faid, 
‘Be they of Holland, or of lead. 

Now, cur’d of Hymen’s hopes and feats, 
find fliding down the vale of years; 
Vhop’d to fix my future reft, i: 
And touir a widow to my nef. 

(Ah, Turtle! had the heen like thee, 
Scber,yet gentle; wife, yet free!) 
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_One may have bett 












Hi engrafied ona cold. 
¢ in Paudora’s box confin’d” 

‘A hundred ills, to vex mankind 3 
‘Fo-vex one bird, : 

He had at leat a Hundred more. 
foon as time that, vei] wirhdrew; 
‘Thie phignes o'er ali the parifli few | 
Her flock of borrow'd tears grew dry, 
And native a 
Bhick clobds around her 
And thunder rattled op her tenga 
We, youug or old, or cock or hea, 
All liv’d in Aolus's dea 5 rhs te 
‘he nearett her, the more aécur#t, ~~ 
{il far’d her friends, her hufband wort: 

But Jove amidét his anger fpares, 

Renjarks our faults, bat hears our prayéra 

In fort; the dy’d. Way then fhe’s dead, 
Quoth £, and orfee again PN wed. ~ 

Would Heaven this mourning year were pat : 



























Matters at w 

The devil's wife was but:a fiend, 
¢ Thy tale has raiv’d a iurtle’s fpleen 

Uxoriorts inmate! bird obfcene : 

Dar’ thou defile thefe facred proves, 

‘Phefe filent fears of faithful toves? 

Begone, with flagging wings fic down 

On fome old pent houfe near the town ¢ 

In brewers’ ftables peck thy grain, 

Therf wath t¢ down with puddied rain 5 

And bear thy dirty offspring fquall 

From bottles on a Suburb wall. 

Where chou bait Leen; rertirn agi 

Vile bied | thoti hat convers’d 

Notions like thofe from men 

Thofe vileft creatures tinder 
To cities and to cdurts repair, 

Flattery and faifehood flourith there 5 

Phere all chy wretched arts employ, 

Where riches triumph over joy ; 

Where paffion docs with interett barter, 

And Hymen holds by Mamton’s charter 3 

Where truth by ‘point of law is parry’d, ; 

‘And knaves aud prudes are ik times marry'd:* 
















APPLICATION, 


WRITTEN LONO- AFTER THE TALE! 


O-deanest daughter * of two deareft frienJs, 

Vo thee my mule this fittle tale commends. + 

Loviny and tov'd, regard thy fature mate, 

Long love his perfon, thoyzh deplore is tate} 

Seem young when old in thy dear hafand’s arms, 

For conftant virtue bas immortal charms, 

And when [lie low fepiilehrad in earth, 

‘And the glad year retvrns thy day.of birth, ° 
ichiafe to fay, © Ere f could write or fpel 

The bard, who-from my cradle wilh’d' mz wells 
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By two Britith heroes, call’d Matthew and John ¥ ; 


Full often they mec, and as often they parted, 


We beth muft repair unto Oliver Martin ; 


“YH bring you to fee: he mufl fix you at Down, 


goa THE WORKS/OF PRIOR. 
“ Told me I fhould the peating (parrow blame,. 


* And bad me imitate the turtie’s fame.” 





“ DOWN-HALL, A BALLAD. 


To the tun: of King John and the Abbct of Canterbury, 
1715. 


s1NG not old Jafun. who travell’d through Grecce, 
To kifs the fair maids, and paffefs the rich fleece ; 

Nor fing 1 Aéneas, who, Jed by his mother, 
Got rid of one wife, and went far for another. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


Nor him who through Afia and Europe did 
' roam, 
Ulyffes-by name, who ne'er ery’d to go home, 
But rather defir’d to fee cities and nen, [Per.. 
‘Than return to his farms, and converfe with old 


Hang Homer and’ Virgil! their meaning to 
i feek, 
A man muft have pok'd ivto Latin and Greek ; 
Thole who love their own tongue, we have reafon 
to hope, 
Have read them tranflated by Dryden and Pope. 


But I fing of exploits that have Istely been done 


And how they rid friendly from fine Loudon town, 
Fair Effex to fee, and a place they call Down, 


Now. ere they went out you may rightly fuppofe 
How much they difcours’d both in prudence and 
profe ; : fcerted. 

For, before this great journey was throughly con- 


And thus Matthew faid, Look you here, my 
friend John, 

J fairly have travell’d pears thirty and one; 

And, though I fill carry’d my fovereiyn’s warrants, 

1 only have gone upon other fdlks errands. 


And now in this j journey of life 1 would have 
A place where to bait, *ewixt the court dnd the 
grave; 
Where joyful to live, not unwilling to die 
Gadzooks! I have juit fuch a place in my eye. + 


There are gardens fo ftately, and arbours fo 
‘thick, 

A portal of fone, and a fahsic of brick : 

‘The rratter next week thal) be all in your power ; 

But the money, gadzooks! mut be paid in an 

~ hour, 


Yor things § in this world mut by law be made 
certain: 


For he is a lawyer of worthy renswn, 


+ Mr. Vrior, and Mr, John Morley of Halfiead, 


a a ec fe ee ee a 


Quoth Matthew, I know, that, from Berwick 
Dover. 
You've {14 ail our premifes over and over: 
And now, if your buyers and fellers agree, *, 
You may throw all our acres into the South Sedj 


But a word to the purpofe : to- morrow, dea 
friend, 
Well fre what to night you fo highly comment 
And, if with a garden and houfe fami bleft, 
Let the devil and Coningfoy go with the reft, 


Then anfwer'd Squire Morley, Pray get aca 
lath, [iplafh, 

‘That in fummer may burn, and in winter ma 
1 love dirt and duit; and "tis always my pleafuré, 
Yo take with me much of the fuil that I meafurg 


But Mat hew thought better; for Mateied 
thought right, 

And hired a charict fo trim and fo tight, — [pafs! 

Vhat extremes both of winter and fummer migh 

For one window was canvas, the other was glafe.; 


Draw up, queth friend Matthew; pull down 
queth friend Jobs; 

We thal: be both horter and colder anon, [fpeed: 

Vhus, talking and fcolding, they forward dié 

And Rolpho pac'd by, under Newman the Swed 








Into an old inn did this equipage roll, 
Ata town they call Hodfon, the fign of the bull,’ 
Near a aymph with an urn that divides the high- 
And into a puddle throws mother of tea. — [way 


Cone here; my fweet landlady, pray how diye 
[Suei 

wehnes is “Cicily fo cleanly, and Prudence, and 
And where is the widow that dwelt here below? 
And the hoftler that fury about cight years ago? 


And where is your fifter, fo mild and fo dear? 
Whofe voice to her maids like a trumpet was clear 
By my troth! the replies, you grow younger, 1 

think + [drink ? 
And pray, Sir, what wine does the gentleman 


Why now let me dic, Sir, or Jive upon trut, 
If{ know to which quesion to anfwer you rt! H 
Why things, fince { Jaw you, molt itrangely hav 

vary'd, 


‘The hoftler is hang’d, and the widow i is marry Pde 


And Prue left a child for the parifh to nurfe; 
And Cicily went off with a gentlemay’s purfe ; 
And as to my fifter, fo mild and fo dear, 

She has Jain in the.church-yard full many a year, 


Well, peace to her afhes! what fignifies grief? 
She roafled red veal, and the powder’ ‘d lean beef 3] 
Full nicely he knew to conk up a fine dith; | 
For tough were her pullets, and tender her fi. | 


For that matter, Sir, be you “fquire, keight, ox 
lord, 
Pil give you whate’ er a good inn can afford: 
é : 


POEM S& 


1 fhould look on myfelf as unhappily fped, 
“Did [ yield to a fier, or living, or dead. 


..,_ Of mutton a delicate neck and 2 breaft 
“shall fwim in the water in which they were dret: 
i,And, becaufe you grest folks are with raritics 
‘ ken, [bacen. 
Addle-eggs thall be next courfe; toft up with rank 





H 


£ Then fupper was ferv’d, and the fheets they 
were laid, 5 
And Morley moft lovingly whifper’d the maid. 
Phe maid | was the handfome ? why truly fe-fo: 
But what Morley. whifper’d we never fhall know. 


Then up rofe thefe heroes as briffc 3s the fun, 
| And their horfis, like his, were prepared to run. 
Now when in the morning Matt afk’d for the 
A fcore, 
John kindly had paid it the evening before. 


Their breakfaft fo warm to be fure théy did eat, 

‘A cultom in travellers mighty difereet ; fon, 

‘And thus with great friend{hip and glee they went 
To find out the place you fhall hear of anon, 

. * CalPd Down, down, hey derry down, 


But what did they talk of from morning to 
noon {moon ; 
Why, of {pots in’ the fap, and the man in the 
Of the Czar’sgentle temper, the ftocks in the city, 
"The wife men of Greece, and the fecret committee, 


So.to Harlow they came 5 and, hey! where are 
q you all? 
Show 16 into the parlour, and mind when f call: 
‘Why, your maids have no motiog, your men have 
no life; : , : 
Well, matter, | hear you have bury’d your wife. 
'. Come this very inflant, take care to provide 
Fea, fagar, and toxit, and a horfe and a guide. 
Are the Harrifons here, both the old and the 
young? 
‘And where ftatids fair Down, the éelight of my 
* fong ? : 7 
‘O "fquire, to the grief of my heart 1 may fay, 
} have bury'd two wives fince you travell’d this 
way 5 
And the Harrifons both may be prefently here 5 
‘And Down Qands, { think, where it ftedd the lat 
years 


Then Joan brought the tea-pot, and Caleb the 
toatt, [hot 
And the wine was froth'd out by the hand of mine 

_ Bat we clear’d our extempore banquet fo fait, 
That the Harrifons both were forgot in the hafte. 


‘Now hey for Down-hall! for the guide he was 


gots 2 
The chariot was mounted ; the horfes did trot; 
Whe guide he did bring us a dozen miles round, 
Wor ch! all ia vain, for 50 














Down could be found. 


: 5% 
© thon’ Popith guide, thou batt led us aftray. 

Says he, How the devii hhould 1 know the way ? 

T never yet travell’d this road in my life: 

But Down lics on the left, | was told by my wife. 


‘Thy wife, aufwer'd Matthew, when the went. 
abroad, 
Never told thee of half the by-ways the had trod = 
_Perbap- fhe met fricnds, and brought pence to thy 
houfe, 
But thou thalt go home without ever-2 fous. 


What is this thing, Morley, and how can you 
Tacan it? - it. 
We have lo‘l our etate here, before we have feen 
Have paticuce, foft Morley in anger reply’ds 
‘Yo find out our way, let us fend oif our guide. 


O here I fpy Down: caft your eye to the weft, 
Where a wind-mill fo (ately Stands plainly confeit 
On the wet, reply’d Mathew, no windmill | Gad? 


As weil thou may’, tell me, 1 fee the welt-wind, 


Now perdon me, Morley, the wind-mill t {py, 
But, faithful Achates, no boufe is there nigh, 
Look again, lays mild Morley 5 gadzooks! you are 

blind : 3 
The mill ftands before, and the houfe lies behind. 


O, now a low rnin’d whité fhed I difcerny ~*~ 
Untill’d and unglaz’d ; Upelieve "tis «barn. s 
A barn! why you rave : "tis a houfe for a fquire, 
A justice of peace, or a knight of our thice. ., ty 

- A honfe thould-be built, or with brick, or with 
ftone, : sot “ [ones 
Why ‘tis plaiter and lath; and I think that’s all 
And fuch as it is, it has flood with great fame, 
Been caded a hail, and has given its name 
, To Down, down, hey derry down. 


© Morley! O Morley ! if that be a hall, 

‘The fame with the budding will fuddenly fall— 

With your friend Jemmy Gibbs about buildings 
agree; 

My bulincis is land, and it matters not mes 


failles? * {you, 
‘Then take houfe and farm as Joho Ballét vill let 
For better fur worie, as | tovk my dame Betty. 


And now, Sir,a word to the wife {5 enough; 
You'll make very little of all your old wuifs 


fimpie ! 
Are you young and rich, 
piey? 


dens, ; [things 
From twice fifty acres you'll ne'er fee five fare 


+ Edward Earl of Oxford. 
be b Lily 


T with you could tell what a duce your head ails 
Lfhow'd you Down-hall; did yuu look for Ver . 


Aad to build at your age, by my troth, you grow 


like the mailer of Wim- 


If you have thefe whims of apartments and gar~ 


50% 


And in yours T fhall find the true geotieman’s fate; 


F6e you finith your houfe, you'll have fpent your 
eflate. 


Now let us torch thumbs, and be friends ere we 
part, {heart 
flere. John, is my thumb; and, here, Mat, is my 
‘To Ralftead § fyeed, and you go back to town, 
‘Thus ends the fir part of the ballad of Down. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down, 


aera ered 
VERSES 


SPOKEN TO LADY HKENRIETTA-CAVENDISH-HOL- 
LES HARLEY, COUNTESS OF OX¥ORD. 


Jn the Library of St. Yobn's College, Cambridge, 
November 9.1719. 


Mapam, 
Savce Anna vifited the mufes? feat 
(Around her tomb let weeping angels wait ip) 
Hail thou, the brighte:t of thy f-x, and beft, 
Molt gracious neighbour 4, aud moi welcome 
: nef. : oe 
Not Warley’s felf, to Cam and Ifis dear, 
Jn virtues and in arts great Oxtord’s heir; 
Not he fuch prefent honour fhall receive, 
As to his contort we afpire to give, 

Writings of men our thoughts to-day negleéts, 

‘To pay duc homage to the folter fex ; 

Plato and Tutly we forbear to read, 

«ind their great followers whom this houfe has bred, 

“Po fendy leflons from thy morals given, 

And thining characters, imprefs’d hy heaven, 
icnce in buoks uo longer we purtue, 

Minerya’s felf'in Harritt’s face we views 

Yor, whei with beauty we can virtye join, 

We paint the fembiance of a.form deving. 

Thvir pious inceaie let our neighhours bring, 
"Yo the kind memory of fone bountecus king; 
With gratefui hand due altars let them faile, 

To fome good knight's § o¢ hy prelate's | praife: 

our voices to a nebler theme, 

Your eyes we blets, your praifes we proclaim 5 

faint John’s was founded iv a woman's name. 

Enjecu'd by ftatute, to the fir we bow ; 

la Ypite of time, we keep our ancicut vow ; 

What Margaver Tudor was, is Harriet Hae | 
now. 





















7) 
FROLOGUE TO THE ORPHAN, 


REERESONTED BY SOME OF THE WESTMINSTER 
* SCHULARS, AT BICKFORD'> DANCING-ROOM, © 
FLBKUAKY 2. £720. z 








Spoken by Dard Duplin, who adted Cordelis the Page, 


Wouart! would my humble comrades have me fy, 
Gentle fpectarors, pray excufe dic: play ? 

+ The tarnity feat was then at Winole, 

8 aT, Wiig, udiler of St, Joti. 
P Architicy Lanwaie was 2 pueruy: 






lege, Oxon, 
lore 








THE WORKS OF PRIOR: 


Such work by hireling a@ors thontd be done, 
Whom you may clap or hifs for half a crows, 
Our generous fcenes for friencthip we repeat; 
And, if we dou’t delight, at lealt we treat 

Ours is the damage, if we chance to blunders 

We may be afk’d * whofe patei:: we ad under 2? 
How thal! we gain you, @ de mode de France? 

We hir'd this room; but none of us can dance. 
In cutting capers we fail] never. pleafe : 

Our learning does not lie below eur knees” 
Shall we procure you fymphony and found ? 
Then you muft each fubferibe ewo hundred pound. 

There we fhuuld fail coo, as to point of voice : 

Mitlake us not; we're no lratian boys, 

True Britons born; from Weitminfter we come, 

And only {peak the ftyle of ancient Rome. 

We would defervs, not poorly beg, applaute ; 

And ftand or tall by Freind’s and Bufby’s laws. 
For the diftrefs’d, your pity we impiorg : i 





HW once refus’d, we'll trouble you ne more, 
Bur leave our Orphan fqualling at your door, 


_ 
HUSBAND AND WIFE. 


H. Ow! with what woes am T oppreft !"’ 
W, Be fill, you fenfeluts calf! 5 
What it the ‘gods thould make yeu bleft ? 
H. Why then Pd fing and laugh: 
Bur, if they won’t, Pi wail and cry. 
W. You'li hardly daugd, before you die, 





: > 
TRUTH AND FALSEHOOD, 


A TALE, ae 


Once on a time, in fun-fhine weather, 
Falfchood and “Lruth walk’d out together, 
The neighbouring woods and Jawns to view, 
As oppolites will fometimes do, 

Through many a blooming mead they paft, 
And ata brook arriv’d at laf, 

‘The purling ftrcam, the margin green 
Wah flowers bedeck'd, a verual feene, 
Savited cach itinerant maid 

‘Lo reft awhile beneath the fhade. 

Under a {preading beach they fat, 

And pals’é the tine with fumale chats 
Whillt each her character maintain’d ; 
One fpeke her thoughts, the other feign’ 
At length, quoth Fulichood, fitter ‘Truth © 
(Bor tothe cail’d her from her youth), 
What if, to yon’ fwrry beam, 

We bathe in this delightfui tkream 5 

Lhe bottom {mooth, the water clear, * 

And there’s no prying thupherd near -— 
With ali my boast, che nymph reply’d, 
And thicw het inowy robes alide, 

Stript herfell naked to the fkin, 

Ana with a {pring kapr headleng ing 
talfthood more fature!y undreti, 

And, iaying 

















Trick’d herfelf out in Truths array, 
‘And crofs the meadows tript away. 
From this curft hour, the fraudful dame 
* Of facred Truth ufurps che name, 
‘And, wich a vile, perfidious mind, 
“Reoams far and near, to cheat mankind; 
Falle fighs fuborns, and artful tears, 
"And (arts with vain pretended fears 5 
In vifits ftill appears not wife, 
‘And rolls at church her faint-like eyes 5 
"Talks very much, playsidte tricks, 
While rifing ftock $ her confcience pricks 5 
‘When being, poor thing, extremely gravell’d, 
She fecrets op'd, and ali unravell’d. . 
But ow the will, and fecrets tell 
Of john and Joan, and Ned and Nell, 
| Reviling every one the knows, 
As fancy leads, beneath the rofe. 
Her tongue fo voluble and kind, 
It always runs before her min 


x 


‘And copious tears ftill fhow her needs, 
With promifes as thick as weeds 
Speaks pro and con, is wondrous civil, 
"To-day a faint, to-morrow devil, 

Poor Truth fhe ftript, a ha» been faid, 
And naked {eft the lovely maid, 
Who, {corning from her caufe to wince, 
Has gone frark-naked ever fince ; 
‘And ever naked will appear, 
Belov'd by all who truth revere. 


| As times do ferve, she Mlily pleads, 2 





— 
Somegengen 


iby THE CONVERSATION, 


le 





A TALE. 
Ir always has been thought difereet, 

- ‘To know the company you meet; 
‘And fure there muy be fecret danger, 
In talking much before a Sranger. 

“ Agreed + What then ?” 

Vl pledge you, and repeat my Ca 
No matter where the icure 1s fia'd $ 

The perfons were but oddly muxt 5 

When fober Damon thus began. 

(And Damon is a clever main): 

* J} now grow old; but fill, from youth, 

& Have held for modefty and truth.” 

« “Lhe men, who by thefe fea-marks ftcer, 

© fy life’s great voyage bever err: 4 
* Upon this point { date defy a 
‘6 The world. I pale for a reply.” 

* Sir, either is a good affitant,” 
Said one who fat a little diftanc = 
« ‘Truth decks our ipeeches and our books, 
«© And modefty adorns cur looks : 
* @ Bue farther progrefs we mult take: 
Not only bora to look and {peaks 
The man mutt act. ‘The Stagyrite 
“Says thus, and Jays extremely right = 
os Stridd jultice is the fovereign guide, 
elt That o'er our aGions should prifide: 








- 





: 4} Sputh-Sca, 1720, 


POEM & ¥ 


then drink your ale ; 


503 

























© ‘This qucen cf virtues is confi eft 
& ‘Yo regalate and bind the reft. 
. hrice happy, if you once can find 
& Her equal balance pnife your mind = 
4 All different graces foon will enter, 
© Like lines concurrent to their centre.” 
_ “Twas thes, in fhort, thefe two went on, 
With yea and nay, and pro and coz, 
Through many points divinely dark, 
And Waterland affaulting Clarke 5 
‘Vill, in theology haif loft, 
Damon took up the Evening. Poft 
Confounded Spain, compos'd the North, \ 
And deep in politics held forth. 
« Methinks we're in the like condition, 
“ Asatthe treaty of Partition: 
« That ftroke, for all King William's care, 
«© Begat another tedious war. 
« Matthew, who knew che whole intrigue, 
Ne'ce much approv’d that myftic }eague + 
“ Inthe vile Utrecht treaty too, . 4 
< Poor man! he found enough to do. 
Sometimes to me he did apply 5 
« But down-right Dunftable was f, 
« And told him where they were miftaken, 
« And counfel’d him to fave his bacon + 
« But (pals his politics and profe) 
© (never herded with his foes; 
* Nay, in his verfes, as a friend, 
1 {iil found fomething to commend. 
“ sir, 1 excus’d his Nut-brown Maid, 
& Whate'er feverer critics faid : 
« ‘Loo far, Town, the girl was try’d; oS 
« The women all were op my fide. ae 
« For Alma I return'’d him thanks 3 
« j lik’d her with her litte pranks. 
« indeed, poor Solomon in rhyme 
# Was much too grave to be fublime."” © 
Pindar and Damon {corn tranition, 
So on he ran a new divilion 5 ce 
Pill, out of breath, he tyrn’d to {pit 
(Chance often helys us more than wit). 
"P other chat lucky moment took, 
Juft uick’d the time, broke in and fpoke. 
« Of ali the gifts the gods afford 
« (Awe may take old Vully’s word), 
‘The greateft iv a friend, whofe love 
“© Knows how to praife, and when reprove: 
From fuch a treafure never party 
But hang the jewel on your heart 3. 
“ And, prey, Sir (it delights me), cell, 
« You know this author nrghty well" ; 
« Know him { @’ye qneftion ic? Ods fib! 
« Sir, does a beggar know hisdith? ° * A 
“ J low’d him; as 1 tuld you, ! 
« Advis'd him’— Here a ttander-by 
Twitch’d Damon gently by the cloke, 
And thus, unwilling, filence broke ; 
* Damon, "tis time we fhould retire + 
« The man you ta‘k with is Mat Prior.” 
Patron threugh life, and from thy birth ay 
friend, 
Dorfet! to thee, this fable let me fend; 
With Damon’s lightnefs weigh thy folid worth; 
“Phe foil is knews to fet the dismord forth: 
4 : 1 iii} 











sea 
Let the feign’d tale this reat moral give, 
How sany Damons, how jer Dorfets live ! 





THE FEMALE, PHAETON, 


‘Taxus Kitty*, beautiful and 
iAnd wild as colt untam'd, 
{poke the fair from whence the 
With little rage inflam’d ss 


young, * 





{prung, 





4 Anflam’d with rage at fad refriine, 
© Which wife marama ordain'd; 

< And forely vex'd to play the faint, 
Whilit wit and beauty reigu'd ; 


* “ Shall I thamb holy books, confin’d 
With Abigails forlaken ? 

© Kitty's for other things detign’d, 
Or Jam much miftaken, 


” Mutt Lady Jenny fifk about, 
And vilit with her coufins?, 
At balls mutt joe make all che Tout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens? 


“What has the better, pray, than T, 
“What hidden charms to boat, 
‘That all mankind for her fhonid dic, 
Whilft 1am fearce a toati? 


Deareft Mamma! for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 
“VU bave my carl as well as the A 
v Or know the reafon why. 


Tl foon with Jenny's pride quit feore, 
' Make all her lovers fall: - 

» They'll grieve J was not loos'd before ; 
" Bhe, I was loos’d at all.”” ‘ 


; Fondnefs prevail’d, Mamma.gave way ; 
* . Kitty, at heart’s defire, E 
¢ Obtain’d the chariot for a day, 

" And fet ihe world on fire, 





THE JUDGMENT OF VENUS. 


(Wien Kneller’s works of various grace 
“Were to fair Venus thewna, 2 
“The goddels fpy'd in every face 

* Some features of her own. 


Joft fo, (and poictiog with her hand) 
© So thene, fiys the, my eyes, 
‘When from two goddeffes I gain’d 

* An apple for a prize, 7 


livde; now Biichefeof Queentherry. 


*® La 
y ‘x married Lady Jane Hyde, 








THE WORKS OF FREOR. 


| When in the glafs, and river toa, 
My-face | lately view'd, 
Such was 1, if the glafs be true, 
Iferue the cryftal flood. 


In colours of this glorious kind t 

| Apelles painted me; 

My hair thus flowing with the wind, 
Sprung from my native fea, 


| Like this |, diforder'd, wild, forlorn, 
Big with ten thoufarid fears, 

Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn, 
Ev'n beautiful in tears. 


Bu: viewing Myra plac’d apart, 
{ fear, fays the, fear, 

Apelles, that Sir Godfrey's wt 
Has far furpafs’d thine-here, 


Or T,a goddefs of the tkies, 
By Myra am outdone, 
| And mofi refign to Ser the prize, 
The apple; which T won. . 


But, foon as fhe had Myra feen, 
Majeftically fair, 

The {parkling eye, theslook ferene,’ 
The gay and eafy ait 3 









‘With fiery emulation fill’d,’ 
The wondering geddefs cry'd, 

Apelles mutt to Kneller yield, 
Or Venus muit to Hyde, 





+ DAPHNE AND APOLLO, 
IMITATED FROM TBE, ¥1RST BOUK OF OvIN’s 


aMETARQRE ROSS. 
(Ny itpg, préeérs Pencis maze.” 


APOLLO. - Ls 

Axavt, fair fugitive, abate thy fpetl, 

Dumils thy fears and tura thy beauteons head ; 

With kind regard a panting lover view; 

Lefs fwiltly fly, leis fwifdy PI purfue : 

Pathiefs, alas ! and sugged is: the ground, 

Some ftone may hurt thee, or. fome thorn may 
wound, 





APUNE (ofide J. 

This care is for himfelf, as {ere as death! 
One nile bas put the fellow out of breath ; 
He'll never do s“¥ dead him t'other round 3 
Wathy he is, perhaps not; over found. 

' APOLLO. 
You fly, alas’ not knéwing whom you fly ; 
Nit ill-bred fwain, nokrafty-clown am 1: 
I Claros ifle, and fepedos command— 
ee ‘Darine 
Thank you: { would not leave my native land, 





+ LacyYatifoury., 
i Lady Jane, fitter to the Duke of Douglas ; afterwards 
married to Sir Johar Stewart, z 


POEM & 


APOLLO. 
‘What is to come, by cettain arts I know. 
DAPANE. 
Pith | Partridge has as fair. pretence as you. 
APOLLO. 
Behold the beauties of my locks—~ 
DAPHNE. 
~A fig! 
‘That may he counterfeit, a Spanifh wig 
Who cares for all that buth of curling hair, 
Whilft your finouth chin is fo extremely bare: * 
APOLLO: 





] fing— 

DAPHNE, 

—-That never thalt be Daphne’s choice: 
fyphacio had an admirable voice. 

| APOLLO. 

Of every herb I tell’ the myftic power ; 
‘To certain health the patient reftore; 
bent fur, carefs'd— 

APHNES, oo) Oi, 
Ours tea wholefome: ai; 
You'd better go'to tavet, and: pradtife there s 
For me, I’ve no obftractigine to remove ; ‘ 





i'm pretty well, T thank your father Jove ; 
And phyfic is a weak ally to love, 
APOLLO, 
ng fam’d, fine verfes 1 compofe, 
DAPENE, 

‘odo your brother quacks, and brother beaux. € 

ilemorials only and reviews write profe. 
APOLLO. 

From the bent yew I fend the pointed #ced, 

ince of its aim, and fatal in its fpeed— 7 
DAPRNE. 

‘Toon, leaving me, whom fure you would not kil}, 

Yo yondvr thicket exercife your fill; ~ 
inoat there at beails ; but for the human heart, 
‘sour coufin Cupid has the only dart. 

APOLLO. 

Yet tucn, O beauteous maid ! yet deign to hear, 
A love-fick deity’s. impetuous prayer ; 
© let me woo thee as thou would’ft be wood ! 

DAPHNE. 

Firft, therefore, be not ‘fo extremely rude. 
‘Tear not the hedges down, nor tread the clover, 
Like an hobgoblin, rather than a lovers | 
Next, to my father’s grotto fometimés come; 
At ebbing tide he always is at home. !0 0s" 


For tea 








A little politics; how matters go 

Upon his brother-rivers, Rhine or Po. 

As any maid or footman comes or goes, 

Pull off your hat, and afk how Daphne does: 

Vhefe fort of foiks will to each other tell, 

That you refpeét me; that, you know, looks 
weil 

‘Then if you are, as you pretend, the god 

That rules the day, aid mach upon the.road, 

You'll find a hundred trifles in your way; 

That you may bring one home trom Africa ; 

Some little rarity, {ome bird, or beaft, 

And now then a jewel from the eaft; 

4 Jacquer’d cabinet, fome China ware ; 

You have them mighty cheap at Pekin fair. 


Read the Courant with bim, and Jet him kiow t 





S5e5 

Next,-nota eae, you fhall never rove, 

Nor take example-by your father Jove. 

Lat, for the eafe-and comfort of my life, 

Make me your (Eprd! what flarutes you?) your 
wile. . 

I'm now (they fay) fixteen, or fomething more; 

We mortals feldom live above fourfcore : 

Fourfcore ; you're good at-numbers ; let us a 


Seventeen fuppole, remaining fixty-three 

Aye, in that {pan of timer'you'li bury me. 

Mean time, if you havetamult, noife, and ftrife, 

(Things not abhorrent toa marry'd. life .) 

They'li quickly end, ycu fee ; what fignify 

A few odd years to you that never die? 

And, after all, yowre half your tine Bway; 

You know your bufincfs takes you up all day ¢ 

And, coming late to bed, you need aot fear, 

Whatever noife I make, you'll fcep, my dears 

Or, if a winter-evening Should be tong, 

Ev’n read your phyfic-hook, cr make a fong. 

Your fteeds, your wife, diachalon, and rhyme, 

May take up any honeft godhead’s rime, 

Thus, as you like it, you may love again, 

And let another Daphne have her reign. 2 
Now love, or leave, my dear; retreat or follows . 

I Daphne (this premis'd) take thee Apoilo, 

And may I fplit itito ten thoufand trees, 

If | give wp.on other terms than thefe ! : 
She faid; but what the amorous god reply"d, 

(So fate-ordain'd} Bs €o.oiir fearch deny’d = 

By rats, alas © the manufcript is cat, 

O cruel banquet ! which we all regret, 

Bavius, thy labours muit this work reitore ; 

May thy good-will be equal to thy power! 








THE MICE. 
TO MR. ADRIAN DRIFT, 3768. 


Two mice, dear boy, of gentecl fathion, 
And (what is more) good ‘education, 
Frolic and-gay in-infant yesrs, 
Equally thar’d their parents’ cares. 
The fire of thefe two babes (poor createre 9 
Paid his la! dee to human nature; te 
A weakhy widow left. behind, # 
Four babes, three malés, one female kind. 
The fire being under ground and bury'd, 
"Twas thought hus fpcufe would foon have mae. 
ty’d3 s 
Mateles propos’d, and sumerous fuitors,- 
Mok under hufbands c:rcful tutors, - 
She aodefily refus'd 5. ad fhaw'd 
She’d be a mother to her brood. 
Mother! dear mother . that endearing thought 
Has thoujand and ten thouland faticies brought 
Tell me, oh: tell me (thou art now above) 
How to delcribe thy true maternal love, 
Thy early pangs, thy growing anxious cares, 
Thy flattering hopes, thy fervent prous prayers, 
‘Thy deletul days aad metancholy nights, . 
Cloyfter'd from common joys and juit delights; 
How thou didit eonftantly in private mourn, 











| And walh with “daily tears thy {poufe’s urn; 


ob THE WORKS 


How it employ'd your thoughts and lucid time, 
‘That your young offspring might to honour climb ; 
How your ficft care, by nuticrous griefs opprelt, 
“Under the barden fank, and went to reft; 
How your dear darling, by contumption’s watte, 
Breath'd her laft piety into your breaft;- 
How you, alas! tir’d with your pilgrimage, 
'. Bow'd down your head, and dy’d in good old age. 
: Though not infpir’d, oh! may I never be 
“Forgetful of my pedigree, or thee! 
Ungrateful howfoc’er, mayn’t t forget 
To pay this {mall, yet tributary debr! 
* And when we meet at God's tribunal throne, 
Own me, ! pray thee, for 2 pious fun. 
But why all this? Is this your fable ? 
Believe me, Mat, it feems a Babel; 
Uf you will let me know th’ intent on’t, 
Go to your mice, and make an end on’t. 
Well then, dear brother 
As fure as Hudi’s * {word conid fwaddle, 
"f'wo mice were brought up in one cradle; 
‘Well bred, | think, of equal port, 
One for the gown, ont for the court : 
‘They parted ; (did they fo, an’t pleafe you ?) 
Yes, that they did (dear Sir), to cafe you. 
One went to Holland, where they huff folk, 
‘f’ other to vend his wares in Suffolk, 
' (That mice have travell’d in old times, 
«! Horace and Prior tell in rhymes, 
'Thofe two great wonders of their ages, 
~ Superior far to all the fages!) 
Many days paft, and many a nighe, 
Bre they could gain each other's fight ; 
At lait, iv weather cold nor fultry, 
‘They met at the Vhree Cranes in Poultry. 
After much bufs, and gicat grimace 
(Ufual you know in fach a cafe), 
‘Much chat arofe, what had been done, 
‘What might before next fumimer’s fun ; 
Much faid of France, of Suffolk's goodnefe, 
"The gentry's loyalty, mob’s radenets, 
‘That ended, o’er a charming hottle 
‘Shey enter’d on this titthestatele, - 
Quoth Suffolk, by-pre-eminence 
In years, though (God knows) not in fenfe; 
l’s gone, dear brother, only we 
Remaut to raife poftericy : 
Marry you, brother; Pil go down, 
Sell nouns and verbs, and lie alone; 
May you ne’er meet with feuds, or babble, 
May olive-branches crown your table ! 
2. Sumewhat Pll fave, and for this end, 
“+ "To prove a brother and a friend, 
‘What I propofe is juft, { forear its 
Qr may | perifh, by this claret ! 
‘The dice are thrown, choofe this or that 
(‘Tis all alike to honeft Mat); 
Vil take then the contrary part, 
~And propagate with all my heart. 
Alter fome thought, fome Portuguefe f, 
Scmie wine, the younger thus replie 
Hair are your words, as fair your carriage, 
Let me be tree, drudge you in marriage; 




















a hud. 





OF PRIOR, 


Get me a boy call’d Adrian, 
Truft me, Vil do for’r what I can. 

Home went well pleas’d the Suffolk tony, 
Heart free from care, as purfe from moncy ; 
He got alufty fqualling boy 
(Doubtlefs the dad’s and mamma's joy). 

In fhort, to make things fquare and even, 
Adrian he nam’d was by Dick Stephen. 
Mat’s debt thas paid, he now enlarges, 
And fends you ina bill of charges, 

A Cradle, brother, and a bafket 

(Granted as foon as e’er I afk it); 

A coat not of the {malleft fcantling, 7 
Frocks, ftockings, thoes, to grace the bantling ; 
Thefe too were fent (or I’m no drubber), 
Nay, add to thefe the fine gum-rubber ; 
Yet thele won’t do, fend tother coat, 
For, faith, the firft’s not worth a groat ; 
Ditinally fhrunk, as herrings feotten, 
Suppos'd originally rotten. | ® 
Pray let.the next be cach way longer; 

Of ilu more durable, and {tronger? 
Send it next week, if you are able. 

By this time, Sir, you know the fable. 
From this, and letters of the fame make, 
You'll find what.’tis to-have a name-fake. 

Cold and hard times, Sir; here «believe it), 

T've loft my curate toa, and grieve it. 

At Ealter, for what f can fee, 

(A time of eafe and vacancy): ~ | 

If things but alter, and not undone, 

Vil kifs your hands, and viiit London. 

Molly fends greeting ; fo do I, Sir; 
Send a good coat, that’s all; good-by, Sir. 








TWO RIDDLES, 


PIRST PRINTED IN THE EXAMINER, I71@. 


Srainx was.a monfter that would eat 
Whatever ftranger fhe could get; 
Uniels his ready wit difclos'd 

The fubtle riddle the propas'd. 


CBdipus was refulv'd to go, 


And try what flrength of parts would do. 
Says Sphinx, on this depends your fate ; 
‘ell me what anintal is that, 

Which has four feet at morning bright, 
Has two at noon, aid three at night? 
Tis man, faid he, who, weak by nature, 
Acficft creeps, like bis fellow-creature. 
Upon all-four ; as yearsmtceué, 

With fturdy fteps he walks on two; 

In age, at length, grows weak and fick, 
For his third leg adopte.a flick. 





Now, in your turp, “tis juit, methinks, 


You thould refoive mie, Madam Sphinx. 
What greater ftranger yet ishe, 

Who has four legs, then two, then three; 
Then lofes one, then gets two more, 
And runs away at lalt on four? 





Px THE WORKS OF PRIOR 


. j May this av‘picious night with that compare, 
TO A YOUNG LADY, Nor lels the j -ys, nor fe's the rifing heir - 
WHO. WAS FOND OF FORTUNE-TELLING. He ftrong as Jove, fhe tike Aleman fair ! 
Fou, Madam, may, with fafery go, | 4 puede Senne ees 





"ecrees of deftiny to know: 
¥or at your birth kind planers 
Aad certain happinefs ordain’d 
Sach charms as yours are only given 
‘Fe chofen favourites of, 

Bus, fuch is my uncer 

r* Fis dangcrous to try my fate; i 
For I would only know from art POST-MASTER, AND PAY MASTER-GENERAL YO 
"Fhe futu¢ mations of your heart, cee 
"And what predettinated doom - SOEENANEE: 
Attends my love fur years to come; 





THE WANDERING PILGRIM. 
RUMBLY ANBRESSED TO 


SIR THOMAS FRANKLAND, Lari. 

















Lo feccers elfe, chat mortals learn, Witt Pragor Pinot to Coxwould || go, 
My cares deferve, or life concern : To live, alas fin wane, 

Bur this will {i. important be, Unlefs Sir Phomas fay, Nopne;* 

K dread ta fearch the dark decree 5 Th’ allowance is too fcant. 

Kor, whe the fmallet hope remains, 

Faint joysare mingled with my pains; ‘The gracious knight full well does weet 
‘Vain diftant views my fancy pleale, Ten farthings ne’er will do 

Aud give fome intermittiny cafe + . . ‘|. To keep a.man each day in meat: 

But, thould the ftars tao painly thow : Some. broad: to, meat is due. 

That you bave doom’d my eridlefs. woe, gta tars 

Wo human fo. ce, or art, could, bear “A Rechabi i mull eee: 
‘The torment of my wild defpair. petra rattler ane 

° This fecret then I dare not know, Pure elemens no life can give, 

And other truths are ufelefs now. Or mortal foul regale. Bt 

‘What matters if pet in love, ; ss 

How or fhort my Jift will prov: . : 

Fo eraly what 2 ao eet 1 Spare diet, and fyring-warer cl 


Phyficians hoid are good : 
| Who diets thus need never fear 
A fever in the blood. 


Should t with ncediefs hafte inquire 
Blow great, how wealthy I fhall be? 
Oh! what is wealth or power co mc! 
If E anv happy, or undone, 


He mutt proceed from you alone. | But pafi—The J6(culapian crew, 


Who eat and qual the helt, . 
They feldom mits to bake. and brew, 
Os lin to break thei fat. ~ 


A GREEK EPIGRAM IMITATED. Could Yorkthire-tyke but do the fame, 


ve ‘Lhen he like them might thrive ; 
Wuew hungry wolves had trefpafs’d on the fold, Bot Fortune, Fortune, cruel dame ! 





ind the rabb'd fhepherd his fad tory tald ; To ftarve thou doft him drive, 
* Callin Alcides,” faid a crafty priett ; 

“ Give him one half, and he'll fecure the reft.”* Io Will's old mafter's plenteous days, 
No! faid the fhepherd, ifthe Fates decree, His menrory e’er be bleft 

By ravaging-my ftock,.to ruin me, What rieed of {peaking in his praife ? 
“Fo their commands | williagly refign, - His goodnets ftands conic, 


Power is their charater, and patience: mine ; 
“Though, troth! to me ther¢ feems but tittle odds, | At his fam’d gate flood Charity, 
Who prove the greateft sobbers, wolves or gods! In lovely fweet array; : 

i Ceres and Holpitality 

~ Dwelt there both nightand day, 





TO A FRIEND ON HIS NUPTIALS. Bat, to-conclade, and be concife, 
Truth muft Will's voucher be : 


‘Wrew Jove lay bleft in his Alemzna’s charms, ne naked Till ise Sifguife, 


Three nights in one he prets'd her in his arms ; 

‘The fun lay fet, and confcions nature ftrove : 

To dhade her god, and to prolong his love. _ 1 This merry petition was written to obtain the porter’s 
From that aufpicious night Alcides canes pace for Wil Piggot. : 

Whatlefs could rife from Jove, and fuch’a dame? Hl Tirclve miles uoreh beyond the city of York, 





POEM Ss. 


“There is but ove, but one alone, 
Can fet the pilgrim free, 

And make him ceafe to pine and moan ; 
© Frankland ! it is thee. 


QO! fave him from a dreary way 
‘To Coxwould he maft- hic, 

Beredt uf thee, he wends afteay, 
at Coxwould he mut die. 


Oh ' Jet hiny in thy hall-but &and, 

And wear a porter’s gown, 
Duteous to what thou may'ft command; 
hus Wiliam’s wifhes crown. 





r 


Se 


VENUS'S ADVICE TO THE MUSES. 


aus to the mules {poke the Cyprian dame 3 

« Adon: my altars, and revere my nante. 

My fon thall elf affume bia-potens darts, 

‘Ewang goes.the: bow, wy: girls; have at your 
«© hearts.” « : 

The mutes anfwer'd, * Venus, we deride 

‘The vagrant’s malice, and his mother’s pride 5 

Send him to nymyhs who Jeep on tda’s fhade, 

"Lo the looit dance d wanton mafquerade 5 

Our thoughts are feteled, and intent our took, 

On the inflruGive verfe, and moral book : 

On female idlene!s his power celies 5 ie 

But, when he finds us ftudying hard, he flies,” 

















CUPID TURNED "PLOUGHMAN. 


rRoM MosCcHs. 


His lamp, his bow, and quiver, Isid afide, 

A ruftic wallet o’er his thoulters ty'd, 

Sly Cupid, always on new mifchicf bent, 

"Yo the rich field and furrow’d tillage went; 

Like any ploughman toil’d the little god, 

His rune he whifléd, and his wheat he fow'd; 

"Then fat and laugh’d, and t ikies above 

Raifing his eye, he thus infule $ ? 

Lay by your hail, your hurtful me reftrain, . 

‘And, as t bid you, jet it thine or rains: 

Fife you again beneath my yoke fhall, bow 

Feel the fharg goad, and draw the fervile 
plough : 

What once Europa was, Nannette is now. 









PONTIUS AND PONTIA: 


Pontius (who loves, you kaw, a joke, 
Mauch better than he loves his life) 

Chanc’d tother morning to provoke 
The patience of a well-bred wife. 

vg 
‘Talking of you, faid he, my deat, 
~ “Pwo of the greateft wits in town, 
= One alk’d if that high furze of hair 

Was, dena fide, all your own. 











“Some hair I have; Pm fare, vhhought 


Her dwn! moft certain, tother faid 5 

For Nan, who knows the thing, willtell ye, 
The hair was bought, the money paid, 

‘And the receipt was fign'd Ducailly. 


Pontia (that civil prudent fhe, 

Who values wit much lels than ferle, 
And never darts a repartee, 

Bat purely in her own defence). 


Reply'd, thefe friends of yours, my dear, 
Are given extremely much tofatire! 

But pr’ythee. husband, let one hear 
Sometimes lefs wit, and mere good-natanc. 


Now I have one anlucky thotight; . 
That would have fpoil’d your frie 








Pray bring your brother wits to fee'ts 





CUPID TURNED STROLLER. 
“PROM ANACREON. 


Ax dead of night, when ftars appear, 
And Rrong’Bodtes turns the bear ; 
When mortals fleep their cares away, - 
Fatigu’d with labours of the day," y 
Cupid was kuogking at'my gate; 
Who's there! {ays'L, Who knocks fo late, 
Difturbs my dreatis,' and breaks my reft ? 
* O fear not me, a harmlefs gueft, 

He faid, but open, open, pray : 

A foolifh child, ve lof my way, © 

And wander here this ioon-tight Bigtity 
All wer and colds. & ight’ 
With due regard hniv‘voiee Pbeard, - 
Then rofe, a ready lamp prepar'd, © 
And faw a naked. bay Bey foge © 
With wings,a quiver, and a bow; 
in hafte { rai, atilock'd my gace, 















“Y Secure gpd thoughtlefs of my fate: _ 


{fet the child an eafy chair 
Againft the fire, and dry'd bis hairs 


| Bronght-friendly cups of cheerinl wine, 


And warm’d his little hands with minc. 


- All this did t.with kind intent ; 


But Be, on wanton, milchief bene, wh, 
Said, deareft friend, this bow you fee, 
This pretty bow belongs to me: - 
Oblerve, I pray, if all he right 5 
[fear the rain has fpoil'd it quite. 
He drew it thea, and ftrait 1 found 
Within my breuft a fecret wound. -.| 
‘This done, the rogue no longer-ftaid, 
But leapt away, and laughing Jaid, 

« Kind hoft, adieu! we sow mutt part; 
« Safe is my bow, but-Gekethy heart + 











TO A-POET OF QUALITY, 
PRATEING: We LADY SINCNINERORE 


Or thy judiciots mufe’s fenfe, 


Young Hinchinbroke fe very proud is, . 


510 


“That Sachariffa and Hortenfe 
She looks, henceforth, upon as dowdies, 


Yet the to one mufk ftill fubmit, 
‘Vo dear Mamma: mult pay her duty; 
She wonders, ‘piraifing Wilmov’s wit, 
‘Thou fhould’t forget his daughter's beauty, 





THE PEDANT. 


Lysanper talke-extremely well 5 
On any fubjed tet him dwell, 
~. His tropes and figures will content-ye ; 
He fhould poffels to all degrees 
‘The art.of talk ; he pradifes 
Full fourteen hours in fonr-and-twenty. 


“ CAUTIOUS ALICE. 


Sei good # wife doth Lifly make, ° 
12. That-from all-company fhe flieth ¢ 
Such virtuous courfes doth fhe take, 
« ‘Phat fhe all evit tongues defieth ; 
‘nd, for her deareft fpoufe’s fake, 
She with hia brethren only lieth. 





‘Tite’ INCURABLE. 


‘Paizris, you boat of perfect health ig vain; 

And Jaugh at thofe who of their ills complain # 
pee sri a frequent fever Cloe burns, 

yAtd Stella's plumpnefs into dropfy turns! 

0 Phillis, while the patients are nineteen, 
Little; alas! are their diftempers fen. 
Bue-cthou, for all thy feeming health, ert ill, 

. Beyond thy toter’s hopes, or Blackmore's {kiil; 
No lenitives can thy difeafe affuage, 

Tell thee, ’tis incurable—'tis age, 








TO FORTUNE. 


Wuitst J ia prifon or.in court look down, 
Nor beg thy favour, nor deferve thy frown, 
in vain, malicious fortune, haft thou try’d, 

By taking from my ftate, to quell my pride: - 
Infulting girl! thy prefent rage abate, 


And, would’ft thon have me humbled, make me 


great. 





NONPAREIL, 


Ler others from the town retire, 
And in the fields feek new delight ; 
My Phillis does fach joys infpire, 
No other objedts pleaie my fight. 


THE WORKS 


OF PRIOR, 


j fa her alone ! find whate er 
Beauties a country landicane gracs* 
No fhade fy lovely as her 
Nor plain fu fweet as in her face. 


Lilies and rofes there ‘tombire, 

More heauteous than in flowery field ; 
Tranlyarent is her fkin fo fine, 

To this cach cryftal ftream muft yield. 


Her voice mote {weet than warbling found, 
Vhough fung by nightingale or lark.; 

Her eyes fizch lutre dart around, 
Compar'd co them, the fun is dark. 


Both light and vital heat they give ; i 
Cherith’d by them, my love takes root, 

From her kirid Jos dees life receive, 

» Grows a fair plane, béars flowers and fruit. 


Such fruit, 1 ween, did once decéive 
‘The common parent of mankind, 
And made tranfgrefs our mother Fve 

Poifon its core, though fair its rind, 


1 Yeuifo'delicions is its tate, 


Teannottrom the kar ete 
But to th’ nck pvp g pleafure haite, 
Though ! were ire "twould end in pain, 





CHASTE FLORIMEL. 


No—W'll endure ten thovfand deaths, 
Ere any farther I'll comply ; 

Oh, Sir! no man on earth that breathes 
Had ever yet his hand fo hight 


Oh takéayour fword, add pierce my heart, 
Undaunted fee me meet the wound ; 

Oh} will you a@ a Tarquin’s part ? 
A fecond Luerece you have found. 


Thus to the preffing Corydon, 
Poor Florimel, unhappy maid! 
Fearing by love to be andone, 
In broken dying accents faid. 





Delia, who held the confcious do 
Infpir'd by truth and brandy, fmil'd, 

Knowing, that fixteen months before, 
Our Lucrece had her fecond child. 


And, hark ye! Madam, cry’d the bawd, 
None of ydur flights, your high-rope dodyis; 

Be civil here, or marcht’gbroad 
Oblige the 'fquire, o¥ quit the } 











Oh! have 1+Florimet went on— 
Have { then lof my Delia’s aid ? 
Where fhall forfaken virtue run, 
Af by her fried fhe is betray’d? 





Oh! cerfe op empty friendthip’s name! 
Lord, what is all our {uterg view! 








gta 
Kingfate! eight handred years have roll’d 
Since thy forefathers held the plow ; 
‘When this in ftory thall be totd, 
Add, that my kindred do fo now. 


‘The man who by his labour gets 
His bread, in independent fate, 
“Who never begs, and feldom ears, 
Himfelf can fix or change his fate, 





THE INSATIABLE PRIEST, 


Luxe Preacuity admires what we laymen can 
mé¢an, 
~ That thus by our profit and pleafure are fway'd : 
He has but three livings, and would be a dean ; 
His wife dy’d this year, he has marry’d his 


maid, 


To fupprefs all his carnal defires in their birth, 
At all hours a lufty young huffy is near : 
And, to tale off his thoughts from the things of 
this earth, 3 
He can be content with two thoufand a-year. 





A FRENCH SONG IMITATED, 


War thus from the plain does my thepherdefs rove, 
Forfaking ber fwain, and neglecting his love ? 
You have heard all my grief, you fee how I die, 
Oh! give fome relief te the fwain whom you fly, 


How can you complain, or what am [to fay, 
Since my dog ties unfed, and my theep run aftray ? 
Need I tell what I mean, that“I-languifh alone ! 
When I leave all the plain, you may guefs ’tis 

for ones 2 


A CASE STATED. 


Now how fhall I do with my love and my pride, 

Dear Dick §, give me counfil, iffriendthip has 

any; | [reply’d, 

Fry’thee purge, or let blood! furcly Richard 

And forget the coquette im the arms ef your 
Nanny q. 


“While t pleaded with paffion how much I defery'd, 
For the pains and the torments of more than a 
year; 
She look'd in an almanack, whence he obferv’d, 
That it wanted a f rtnight to Bart’l'mew fair, 


My Cowley and Waller how vainly I quote, 
While my negligent judge only hears with her 
eye! . 
Tra long fluxen wig; and embroider’d new coat, 
Her fpark faying nothing talks better than I. 


§ Mr, Sheiton- @ Mr, Dirhim 


THE WORKS OF PRIOR. 


UPON 
PLAYING AT ONBRE WITH TWO LADIES, 


J xNow that fortune long has wanted fight, 
And therefore pardon'd when the did sot right § 
Bue yet till then it never did appear, 

‘That, as the-wanted eyes, fhe could not hear; 
T hegg'd that fhe would give me leave to lofe, 
A thing the does not commonly refufe ! 

Two matadores ar€ ont againft my game, 
Yee ftill I play, and @ill my luck’s the fame; 
Unconquer'd in three fuits it does remain, 
Whereas I only afk in one to gain; 
_ Yet the, ftill contradiéting, gifts imparts, 
And gives fuccefs in every fuit—but hearts, 





CUPID'S PROMISE, % 
A PRENCH SONG PARAPHRASER. 


Sort Cupid, wanton, amourous boy, 
The other day, mov'd with my lyre, 

In flattering accents fpoke his joy, 
And utter’d thus his fond defire. 


Oh! raife ty vole ! one fong I afk ; 
Touch then thy ‘Hatthonions ftring : 
To Thyrfis eafy is the tafe, 
Who can fo fweetly play and fing. 


Two kiffes from my- mother dear, 
Thyrfis, thy due reward hail be; 
None, none, like beauty’s queen is fair, 
Paris has vouch’d this truth for me. 


T ftrait reply’d, Thou know’tt alone 
Vhat brightett Chioe rit my break ¥ 
Pll fing thee two inftead of one, “ae 
If thoul’t be kind, and make me hlet. 


One kifs from Chloe's fips, no more, 
I crave: He promis’d me fuccefs; 

I play’d ‘with all my fkill and power, i» 
My glowing paflion to exprets. 


' But, oh! my Chine, beautcous maid! 
Wilt thou the wiff’d reward beftow? - 





Wilt thou make good what love has faid, + 
And, by thy grant, his power fhow ? 





“YO THE EARL. OF OXFORD. 


WRITTEN EXTEMPORE, IN LADY OXFORD'S 
STUDY, 1717. 


Pern, ink, and wax, and paper, fend 
To the kind wife, the lovely friend : 
Smiling bid her freely write 

What her happy thoughts indite ; 
OF virtue, goudnefs, peace, and love, 
Theughts which angels may approvs. 


Bd 
A LETTER 
TO THE HONGURABLE LADY MARGARET CAVEN- 
Disii MARLEY, WHEN A CHILD, 


Mr noble, lovely, little Peggy, 

Let this my firft epiftle beg you, 

At dawn of morn, and clole of even, 

To lift your heart and-Rands.to Heaven. 

In double beancy fay your prayer: 

Our Father firft,—then, Notre Pere> 

And, deareft child, along the day, 

lu every thing you do and fay, 

Obey and pleafe my lord and lady, 

So God fhall love, and angels aid ye. 
If to thefe precepts you attend, 
No fecorid letzer need I fend, 7 i 
And fo I reft your conftint friend. 








LINES 


WRITTEN UNDER THE PRINT OF Toit BALTTON? 
THe SMALL-COALeMAN, 
Painted by iy. Weblafien: 
Tuovanr doom’d té fmall-coal, yet to arts ally’d, 
Rich withouc wealth, and famous without pride ; 
Mutfic’s beft patron, judge of books and men, 
Belov'd and honour'd by Apollo’s train: _ 
In Greece or Rome fure never did appear 
So bright 2 genius, in fo dark a {phere : 
‘More of the man had artfully been fav’d, 
Had Knelice painted, dnd had Vertue grav’d: 








ae pe hae 
TRUTH TOLD at GASP: 2 
Sars Pontius in rage, contradidting’ his wile, 
® You never yet told me one truth in your life.” 
Vert Pontia no way could this thefis allow, 
You're a cuckold, fays fhe; do I tcl! you truth 
“ now }* 


WRITTEN IN LADY HOWE’S OVID'S 
EPISTLES, 


However high, however cold, the fair, 

However great the dying lover’s care, 

Ovid, kind author, found him fome relief, 

Rang'd his unruly fighs, and fet his grief ; 

"Taught him what accents had the power to move, 
And always gain’d him pity, fometimes love, 
But, oh | what pangs totment ths deftin'd heart, 
"Phat feels the wound, yet dares not thaw the dart; 
‘What eafe could Ovid to his forrows give, 

Who muft not fpeak, and thetefore cannot live? 





AN EPISTLE, 1716. 


f paar, good Lord Harley, let Jonathan know, 
How long you intend to live incognito. 
Your humble fervant, 
. Exkana Settee. 
Vor, VIL 


RM & 
ANOTHER EPISTLE, 


f pray Lady Harriot the time to aflign 
When the fliall receive a turkey and chines 
That a body may come to St. James's, to dine, 


ary 





‘TRUE’S EPITAPH. 
Is wit of honefty Zould fave 
Our mouldering afhes from the gave, 
‘This ftone had ftiil remain’d uomark’d, 
1 fill writ profe, True ftill have bark’d. 
Bat envious Fate has-claint'd its due; 
Here lies'the mortal part of Troe: 
His deathlefs virtties mull furvive, 
To better us that arealive. = 
His pradence, and his wit were {cen cd 
Ty that, from Mary's grace and atiied,.- *. - : 
le own’d the power, atid lov’d the qtgen, 
By long obedience he confeft 
That ferving her was to be bleft. . . 
Ye murmarers, Ket Trieevince 
That men are beaits, and doge have fenfe! 
His faith and truth all Whitchall knows, 
He ne’er could fawn or flatter thofe 
Whom he believ’d were Mary’s foes 
Ne'er fkulk'd from whetice his fovercign led him, 
Or fnarl’d agdinft the hand that fed him— 
Read this, ye flatefmen new in faxour, 
And mead your owii by Trije’s behaviour ! 











BP-1GR AM. 
vBectrburgh, Matt gave: his 
. Yietterf, *+ ; (betters, 
And thatight they were fdfe in the hands of his 
«How happen’d-i¢ then that the packets were loft ? 
Thefe were Knights of the Garter, not Knights of 
the Poft. 









THE VICEROY, 
& BALLAD. 


Lo the tune of, Lady Ubella's Tragedy. 


OF Nero, tyrant, petey king *, 
Who heretofore did reign. 

In fam’d Hibernia, I will fing, 
‘And in a ditty plain, 


He hated was by rich and poor, 
For reafons you fhall hear; 

So ill he exercis’d his power, 
That he himfelf did fear. 


Full proud and arrogant was he, 
And covetous withal ; 

The guilty he would Mill fet free, 
But guifelefs men enthral. 


* Lord Coningfoy, one of ca lore: juRices of sewing 
BK 
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He, with a haughty inypious nod, 
Would curfe and dogmatize ;: 

Not fearing either man or God: 
Gold he did idolize. 


A patriot + of high degree, 
Who could no longer bear 
This upftart viceroy’s tyranny, 
Againft him did declare. 


And, arm’d with troth, impeach’d the Don- 
Of his enormous crimes, 

Which I'll unfold to you.anon, 
‘In low, but faithful rhymes, 


‘The articles recorded ftand 
Againft this peerlefs peer, 

Search but the archives of the land (, 
You'll find them written there. 


Attend, and jaftly I'll recite 
His treafone te. you all, 
. The heads fet in their native light 
(And figh poor Gaphny’s fatt). 


‘That traiteroufly he did abufe 
The power in him repos'd, 
And wickedly the fame did ule, 

Onvall mankind impos’d. 


‘That he, contrary to all law, 
An oath did‘franie and make, 
Compelling the militia 
‘Th’ illegal oath to take, 


Free. quarters for the army too 
He did exact and force 

On Proteftants; his love to fhow, 
Than Papift us’d them wortfe. 


‘On all provifions deftin’d for 
+ The canp at Limerick, 
Wie laid 2 tax full hard and fore, 
‘Though many men were fick. 


‘The futlers too he did ordain 
For licences should pay. 

Which they refus'd with juft difdain, 
And fled the. camp away. 


By which provifions were fo fcant, 
That hundreds there did die; 

The foldiers food and drink did want, 
Nor famine could they-fly. 


He fo much lov'd his private gain, 
He could noz hear or fee; 

They might or dic, or might complaia. 
‘Without relief purdie. 


‘That, above and againft all right, 
By word of mouth did he, 

¥n council fitting, hellith fpite, 
‘Fhe farmer’s fate decree : 


+ The Earl of Rellamont impeached Coajnetdy.f 
¥ Fournai, Sabbath, 6 dig Deverurs, 1693., 
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That he, O ciel f without triaf, - 
Straitway fhould hanged be; 

Though then the courts were open al:, 
Yet Nero judge would be. 


No fooner faid, but it was done, 
‘The bourrean did his worft; 
Gaphny, alas! is dead and gone, 
And left his judge accurft, 
In this concife defpotic way , 
Unhappy Gaphny fell, 
Which ‘did all honeft men affray, 
Astruly it might well, 


Fall twa good hundred pounds a year, 


This poor man’s real eftare, 
He fettled on his favourite dear, 
And Culliford can fay’t. 


Befides, he gave fiye hundred pound 
Fo Fielding his own fcribe, “*” 
Who was his bail ; one friend he found, 
He ow’d him to the bribe, 


But for this horrid murder vile 
None did him _profecute; 

His old friend help’d hith o'er'the ftile ; 
With Satan who difpete | 


With France, fair England’s mortal foe, 
A trade he carry’d on; 

Had any other done ’t, I trow, a 
To Tripos he had gone. 


That he did likewife traiteroudly, 
‘Lo bring his ends to bear, 

Enrich himfelf moft knavifhly ; 
O thief without compare ! 


Vatt quantities of ftores did he 
Embezzle and purloin; 

Of the king’s ftorea he kept 2 key, 
Converting them to coin. 


The forfeited eftates alfo, 
Both real and perfonal, ‘ 
Did wich the florea together go, , 
Fierce Cerberus fwallow’d all. 


Mean while the foldiers figh’d and fobb’é, 
For not oné fous had they ; 

His excellence had each man fobb’d, 
For he had funk their pay. 


Nero, without the leaf difguife, 
The Papifts at all times 

Still favour’d, and their rohberics 
Look’d on as trivial crimes. 


The Proteftants whom they did rob 
During his government, 

Were fore’d with patience, like good Jos, 
To seft themfelves content. 


“poEms : : 5g 


Per he did bafely them refufe 
All legal remedy ; 

The Romans ftill he well did ufe, 
Still fereen’d their. roguery. 


Succindlly thus to you I’ve told, 
How this viceroy did reign ; 

And other truths I fhall unfold, 
For truth is always plain. 


‘The beft of queens he hath revil'd, 
Before and fince her death; 

He, cruel and ungrateful, fmil’d 
When fhe refign’d her breath. 


Torgetful of the favours kind 
She had on him beftow’d, 

Like Lucifer his rancorous mind, 
He low'd nor her nor God. 


But liften, Nero, lend thy ears, : 


As ftilithou haftthem ong... > 
Hear what Britannia fays with tears, 
Of Anna dead and gone. 


Oh! facred be her memory, 

“© Por ever dear her name ! 
There never was, nor e'er can be, 
“ A brighter, jufter dame. 


 Bleft be my fons, and eke all thofe 
“ Who on her praifes dwell ! 

She conquer'd. Britain’s fierceft foes, 
“ She did all queens excel, 


All princes, kings, and patbiitates, = 
® Ambaffadors did fend ; 

“ All nations, provinces, and ftates, 
“ Sought Anna for their friend. 


t 








{n Anna they did all confide, 

" For Anna they could truft : 
Her royal faith they all had try’d, 
“For Anna ftill was jut, 


Truth, mercy, juttice, did furround 
“ Her awful judgment-feat, 

In her the graces all were found, 
** fn Anna all complete, 


She held the fword and balance right, 
“ And fought her people’s good; 

In clemency fhe did delight, 

“ Her reign not ftain’d with blood. 


Her gracious goodnefs, piety, 

“ In all her deeds did fhine, 
And bounteous was her charity; 
© All attributes divine, 


Confummate wifdom, mecknefs all, 

“ Adorn’d the words the fpoke, 
When they from her fair lips did fall; 
* And fweet her lovely look. 


ve 


« Ten thoufand glorious deedsto ctdwn, . 
* She caus’d dire war to ceafe + >; 

“ A greater emprefs ne’er was known ; 
“© She fix'd the world in peace. 


‘« “This lat and godlike a& atchiev'd, 
“ Fo heaven the wing'd her flighe 

Her Jofs with tears all Europe gtiev'd ; 
“ Their Brength, and dear delight. 








* Leave we in blifs this heayenly age 
“ Revere, ye juft, her urn; 

“ Her virtues high and excellent, 
“ Aftrea gone we mourn. 


** Commemorate, my | fooe the day. 
“ Which gave great Anna birtha 

“ Keep ic for ever and for. dye, 
< And xanusl be your, sist & 


floftrious George now fills the throne, 
Our wife benign good kitg =". : 

Who can his wondrous deedxmake known, 
Or his bright actions fing? 






Thee, favourite Nero, he has deign’d 
To raife to high degree! a 

Well thou thy honours hatt fuftain'd, 
Well vouch’d thy anceiry.. 


But pats—Thefe hontury. otiithee nid, 
Can they e’er make thee white? 

Don’t Gaphny’s blood, which thou haft fhed, , 
Thy guilty foul affright z : 


Oh»: are there not, rien méttal; tal, 
Places of blifs and woe? 

Oh ! is there not a heaven, a hell? 
But whither wilt thou go? 








Can nought change thy obdurate mind ? 
Wilt thou for ever rail? 

The prophet on thee well refin’d, 
And fet thy wit to fale. 


How thou art loft to fenfe and fhame, 
Three countries witnefs be : 

Thy condué all juft men do blame, 
Libera nos, Domine t 


Dame Juftice waits thee, well I ween, 
Her {word is brandith’d high : 

Nought can thee from hér veageance fcreen, 
Nor canft thou from her fly. 


Heavy her ire will fall on thee, 

The glittering fteel is fure > ‘ 
Sooner or later, all agree, 

She cuts off the impure, 


To her I leave thee, gloomy peer! 
Think on thy crimés committed : 
Repent, aad be for once fincere, 
Thou ne’er wilt be de-witted. 
Kkij 
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APOLOGY To ‘A LADY, ON A YOUNG LADY'S GOING To TOWN 


IN THE SPRING, 
‘WHO TOLD ME, 1 COULD NOT LOVE HER HEARTILY, 


B¥causE 3 BAB Love oTHERS, One night unhappy Celadon, 
" Beneath a friendly myrtle’s fhade, 
Bestel by Me. Fears: With folded arms and eyes caft down, 
Gently repos’d his Sove-fick head : 
a HET ro Oe Mahe WALTERS Whilft Thyrfis fporting on the neighbouring plain, 
» Fare Sylvia, ccafe to blame my youch Thus heard the difcontented youth complain : 


For having lov’d before ; 
So:men, ere: they have learnt the truth, 


& Affe not the cafe why fickly dowers 
« Strange deities adore, cdc ret heed st 


“ Faintly recline their drooping heads ; 
re ¥. “ As fearful of approaching showers, 
Mg youth (‘tis true) has often rang’. . “© ‘They fitive to hide them in their beds, 
Like bees o'er gandy flowers ; : Grieving with Celadon they downward grow, 
ind many thoufand loves bas chang’dy .- “ And feel with him a fympathy of woe. 
Till i¢ was fixt in yours, ’ 
For, Sylvia, wher I faw thofe 
"Fwas fooh determin’d 
Stars mighe aswel 
And vanifa i 


Dh ked “ Chloris will go; thie cruel fair, 
eyes, “ Regardlefs of her dying fwain, 
‘Bio, “ Leaves him to languifh, to defpair, 
203 q “ And mormur ont in fighs bis pain. 
“ The fugitive to fair Augufta flies, 
“ To make new flaves, and gain new victories. 






1 f from this great rfe ‘do err, 






“New beauties:to explore 5~- $0" Fefttefe monarchs, though poffels'd 
lay Tagain turn wanderer, os ; “OF aththiacoet call fiste or power, 
«+ Amd never fettle more | ! « Fancy thémfeives bur wemaly Weft, 
Mie “ Vainly atibitiows Rill of more: ' 





‘ “ Round the wide world impatiently they roam, 
” AGAINST MODESTY IN LOVE Not fatisfy’d with private fay at home.” 


| Fer many dnfuccefful years ag 

» At Cynthia's Peet Plays > a. 
tnd often bath'’d them with my tears, ©: 
+ Defpair'd, but durft not pray. 








WHEN THE CAT IS AWAY, 
THE MICE MAY PLAY. 


No proftrate wratch, before the fhrine * 
Of any faint 6, re A FABLE *, tmucuien TO DR. SWITT. 


Wer thought his‘ goddefs more divine, Probabl; + Prior. 
Ob paid more awful love. , odeapeaies 


“" Tp damibus Mures avido dente amnia captant : 








Still the difdainful dame look’d down “ In domibus Fires avida mente omnia raptant.”* 
With awinfulting pride; : Sa 
Receiv'd my paftion witha frown, * A tapr once (fo ftoriés fay) 
Or tofe’d her head afide. By rats and mice infefted, 
With gins and traps long fought to flay 
‘When Cupid whifper'd in my ear. The thieves; but ftill they.fcap’d away, 
“ Ufe more prevailing charms, And daily her molefted: 
“ Fond, whining, modeft fool, draw Near, : - 
“ And clafp her in your armas. Great havock ’mongft her cheefe was made, 
o ae And much the lofs did grieve her : 
“ With eager hiffes tempt the maid, At length Grimalkin to hee aid 
“ From Cynthia’s feet depart; She cail’d (no more of cats afraid), 
The lips he warmly muit invade, And begg’d him to relieve her. 
“ Who would poffefs the heart,” aa 
F Soon as Grimalkin came in view, 
‘With that I thook off all my fears, The vermin back retreated ; 
My better fortune try’d; Grimalkin fwift as lightning fiew, 
And Cynthia gave what fhe for years Thoufands of mice he daily flew, 
Had foolithly deny’d, Thosfands of rats defeated, 


J By, the manner in which this and the two followin i i r 
. A a “ ie * The hints of this and the following fable appear to. 
Wale pieces are printed in the Oxford and Cambridge MIC | have originated from * "The Fable of the old pa and 
‘dugions afene there is little doubt but they are the >) her Cats,” printed in * The General Potiicript,” Nov, 7 
ofthe excellent pect to whom they are aferibes. 1709. ‘Licey have been both efcribed to Dr. Swift. 


Ne'er cat before fuch glory won ; 
All people did adore him ; 
Grimalkin far all cats out-fhone, 
And in his lady’s favour none 
Was then preferr’d before him, 
Pert Mrs. Abigail alone 
Envy'd Grimalkin’s glory : 
Her favourite lap-dog now tas grown 
Negleéted ; him the did bemoan, 
And rav’d like any Tory. 


She cannot bear, fhe fwears fhe won't 
‘To fee the cat regarded ; 

But firmly is refolv'd upon’t, 

And vows, that, whatfoe’er comes on’t, 
She'll have the cat difcarded. 


She begs, fhe ftorms, fhe fawns, fhe frets, 
(Her arts are all employ'd) 

And tells her lady in a pet, 

Grimalkin coft her more in meat 
Than all the rats deftroy‘d. 


At length this fpitefut waiting-maid 
Produwe’d a thing amazing ; 
‘The favourite cat's a victim made, 
To fatisfy this prating jade, 
And fairly turn’d a-grazing. 


Now lapedog is again reftor’d 
Into his lady's favour; 
Sunmptuoufly kept at bed and board, 
And he (fo Nab has given her word) 
Shall from all vermin fave her. 


Nab much exults at this fuccefs, 
And, overwhelm'd with joy, 

Her lady fondly does’cprefs, 

‘And tells her, Fubb can-do no les. 
Than all her foes deftroy. 


But vain fuch hopes; the mice that fled 
Return, now Grim’a difcarded ; 
‘Whilft Fubb till ten, on filken bed, 
Securely lolls his drowfy head, 
And leaves cheele unsegarded, 


Nor rats nor mice the lap-dog fear, 
Now uncontroll’d their theft is: 

And whatfoe’er the vermin fpare, 

Nab and her dog betwigt them fhare, 
Nor pie nor pippin feft is... 


Mean while, to cover their deceit, 
At once, and lander Grim ; 
Nab fays, the cat comes out of fpite, 
“Yo rob her lady evéry night, 
So lays it all on him. 


Nor corn fecuse in garret high, 
Nor cheetzcake fafe in clofer; 

‘The celiars now unguarded lie, 

On every thelf the vermin prey ; 
And Qui Grimalkia dees it, 


POE M-S. ay 


The gains from corm apace decay'd, 

No bags to market go: 5 
Complaints came from the dairy-maid, 
The mice had fpoil’d her butter trade, 
’ And cke her cheefe alfo. 


With this fame lady ence there liv’d 

A trufty fervant-maid, 
Who, hearing this, full much was gricv'd, 
Fearing her lady was deceiv'd, 

And haften’d to her aid. 


‘Much art the us’d for to difclofe 


And find out the deceit ; 
At length the to the lady goes, 
Difcovers her domeftic foes, 
And opens all the cheat. : 
Struck with the fenfe of her miftake, 
The lady, difcontented, 
Refolves again her cat to take, 
And ne’er again her cat forfake, 
Left fhe again repent it. 





THE WIDOW AND HER CAT: 
7A rabtet. ~ 


A winow kept a favourite cat, 


At firft a gentle ercature ; 
But, when he was growu fleck and fat; 
With many a moufe, and many a rat, 
He foon difcloa’d his nature, 


The fox and he were friends of old, 
‘Nor could they now be parted; 

They nightly fluak to rob-the fold, 

Devour'd the lamba, the fleeces folds 
And Pufs grew lion-hearted, 


He feratch'd her maid, he ftolc the cream, 
He torevher beft lac’d pinner ; 

Nor Chanticleer upon the bedm, 

Nor chick, nor duckling “Lcapes, when Grim 
Invites the fox.to.dinner. > 


The dame full wifely did decree, 

For fear he thould difpatch more; + 
That the falfe wretch Should worried bes 
Bat in a faucy manner. be. se! 

Thus fpeech’d it like a Lechmere § = 


« Moft I, again& ail right ad Jaw,~_ 
« Like pole-cat vile be treated? “~ 

« {, who fo long with toothand daw, 

“ Hawe kept domeftic mice in awe,’ 
“ And foreign foes-defeated: 


- a : : 
+ In Tindal’s “‘ Continuttion. of Rapin,” XVI. 454, 
this fabie is 21d. to Be by Prior of Swift. In Boyer’s Po: 
sitical rate?” 17205 Pe it is applied to the Duke 





$19, whe 

ough; It is faid to be by Swift or Prior, 
§ Fhe celoarated lawyer. 
é Kk ig 
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Think, Flavia, we may meet again, 


* Your golden pippins, and your pies, 
As weil as, that we now muft part, 


« How oft have { defended! 

‘Tis true, the pinner which you prize, 
I tore in frolic ; to your cyes 

“ Tnever harm intended, 


« 
‘ 


You figh and weep; the gods neglect 
That precious dew your eyes let falls 

Our joy and grief with like refpet 
‘They mind; and that is, not at all. 





“ Tam a cat of honour.”—" Stay 

Quoth fhe, no longer parley ; 

Whate’er you did in battle flay, 

® By Jaw of arms, became your prey ¢ 
“1 hope you won it fuirly. 


« 


‘We pray, in hopes they will be kind, 
Asif they did regard our ftate 

They hear, and the return we find 
is, that no prayers can alter fate. 


OF this we'll grant you ftand acquit, 

“ Bue not of your outrages + 

Tell me, perfidious! was it ft 

To make my cream a perquifite, 

“© And fteal, to mend your wages? ” 


‘Then clear yeur brow, and lock more gay, 
Do not yourfelf to grief refign s 

Who knows but that thofe powers may, 
‘The pair they now have parted, join? 


But fince they have thus cruel been, 
And could fuch conftant lovers fever; 

I dare not trutt, left, now they're in, é 
‘They thould divide us two for ever. ~ 


* So flagrant is thy infolence, 

“ So vile thy breach of sruft is, 

That loager with thee to difpente, 

o* Were want of power, or want of fenfew 
“ Here, Powzer !—do him jultice.” 








Then, Flavia, come, and let us grieve, 
Remembering though upon what fcore x 





o so NGS, This our laft parting look believe, 
: ‘ i Believe we muft embrace no more. 
SET TO MUSIGBY THE MOST EMINENT MASTERS* ao, 
‘ : Yet fhou!d our fun fhine out at laf, 
. 5 
we a: N, Set by Mr. Abel. And fortune, without more deceit, 


Throw but one reconciling caft, 


Reapine ends in melancholy ¢ To make two wandering lovers meet 


Wine breeds vices and difeafess 

Wealth is but care, aud Jove bur folly; 
Only friendthip truly pleafes. 

My wealth, my books, my flaik, my Molly; 
Karewell all, it friendfhip ceafes. 


Hi. Set by Mr, Purcell. 
‘Winruer would my peffion run 
Stati i fly her, or pucfue her 2... 
Lofing hér, bam undone 5 
Yet would not gain her, to undo her, 


How great then would our pleafure be, 
To find Heaven kinder than beliew'ds 

And we, who had no hopes to fee 
Esch other, to be thus deceiv’d! 





But fay, fhould Heaven bring no relief, 
Suppofe our fun fhould never rife ; 

Why then what's due to fuch a gricf, 
We've paid already with our eyes. 


Vi Set by Mr. De Fifeb. 


Ye tyrants of the human breaft, 4 
Love and reafon! ceale your war, 

And order death to give me reft ; 
So each will equal triumph fhare. 


Mk. Set by Mr, De Fe/eb, 


Ler perjur'd fair Amynta know, 
What for her fake Lundergos 
Tell her for her how } fuftain 
A lingering fever's watting pains 
‘Yell her the torments J endure, 
‘ Which only, only the can cure. 
Streevuonrrra, why d'ye fly me, 
With (uch rigour in your eyes? 
Oh! tis cruch to deny me, 
Since your charms, le-much prize. 


But, oh! fhe fcorns to hear, or fee, 
The wretch that lies folowasmes;  . 
Her fudden greatnefs turns her brain,’ 
And Strephon hopes, alas! in vain’: 
For ne'er "twas found (though often try’a) 
‘That pity ever dwele with pride. 


inly fee the reafon, 


But Toph 
in F you purfueds 
f 


> Why in 
Her to gain "ty 
Who before the chapi 














VIL Set by Dr. Snité. ae 


Purxzts, fince we have hoth heen kind, 
Aud ef each other had our fill: 

Tell me what pleafure you can find, 
In forcing nature "gaint ber wil, 


IV. Sct by Dr. Suz th. 


<8, weep no more, for "tis in vaing - 
‘Torpient nog tuus-your pretty heart ¢ 





°Tis crue, you may with art and pain, 
Keep in fome glowings of defire , 

But fill thefe glowings which remain, 
Are only afhes of the fire. 


"Then let us free each other's foul, 
And laugh at the dull conftant fool, 
Who would love's liberty control, 


‘And teach us how to whine by rule. 


Let us no impofitions fet, 

Or clogs upon each other’s heart 5 
But, as for pleafure firft we met, 

So now fur pleafure let us part. 


We both have fpent:ovr ftock of love, 
So confequentty fhiould’be free ; 

Thyrfis expeéts you'in yon’ grove, 
And pretty Chloris ftays for me. 


~ VIL. Set by Mr. De Fefcb. 


Puriits, this pious talk give o'er, 
And modeftly. pretend no more; 
1c is too plain an art: 
Surely you take me for a fool, 
‘And would by this prove me fo dull, 
‘As not to know your heart. : 


In vain you fancy to deceives 
¥or truly I can ne’er believe 
But this is all a dhom: 
Since any one, may plainly fee, 
You'd only fave yourfelf with me, 
And with another damn, 


VIL. Set by Afr. Smith. 


Srixx, Dorinda, 1 adore, 

Thick 1 mean not to deceive yous 
For 1 lov’d you much before, 
And, alas! sow love you more, 

Though I force myfelf to leave you. 


Staying, | my vows fivalt fails 
Virtue yields, as love grows flronger 5 
Fierce defires will fure prevail ; 
You are fair, and Fam frail, 
And dare truft myfelf no tonger. 


You, my lave, too nicely coy, 

Lelt { fhould have gain’d the treafure, 
‘Made my vows and oaths deltroy 
‘The pleafing hopes # did enjoy 

Of all my future peace and pleafure. 


To my vows I have been true, 
‘And in filence hid my anguith, 

But f cannot promife too ~ 

‘What my love may make me de, 
While wich her for whom I languith. 


For in thee ftranre magic lies, 
And my heart is tcc, too tender, 


PorMS 





Nothing's proof agairift thote eyes, 
Beft-refolves and ftrictelt ties" 7 
To their force nmuft foon furrender. 
















But, Dorinda, you're fevere, 
Emo: doating, thus to fever ; 
Since from all 1 Bold moft dear, 
‘That you may fio-longer fear, 
I divorce myfelf for ever. 


1X. Set by Mr De Fefibe 


Ts it, O love, thy want'of em, 
Or by the fates decreedy 7 

"That hearts fo feldom fympathize, 
Gr for each other bleed ? 





If thon would’ft mate two youthfal hearts 
One amorous fhaf: obeys . ‘ 

'Twould fave thee-the experice of darts, 
And more extend thy fway. “ 


Ferbear, alas! thus to deftroy 
‘Thyfelf, thy growing power ; 

For that which would be ftretch’d by joy: 
Defpair will foon devour. 


tlels fairy 






ay: would then my relen 
‘or thy own fake apd 
That boundlefs bili may: 

And double glory, thin 





XL Set by Mer, Sinith. 





To think and ne’er drink, will make you flark-mad. 


"Tis the miftrefs, the friend, and the Dottle, old, 
’ 


Wuy, Harry, what ails you ? why look 
fad? aay 


yy! BS 

Which create all the pleafure poor mortals enjoys 

But wine of the threé’s the moft cordial brother, 

For one it relieves, and ig ftrengthens the other. © 
y 


KI. Set by Mr. Smitb. 


Since my words, though ne’er fo tender,” 
With finceraft tguth expreft, 

} Cannot nfake your heart furrender, . 

Nor fo much as warm. your brea z 


‘What will move the fprings of naturé 2. : 
What will make you think mé.troed, 
4 Tell me, thou myfterious creature, 
Tell poor Strephon what will:do. 


Do nat, Charmion,. rack your lover; 
hus, by feeming net to:know 
What fo plainly alidifcover, 

What his cyes fo-plainly thow. 


4 Fair ane, ‘tis yeorfelf deceiving, 
"Tis againft-your reafon’s laws: 
Atheift-like (th’ fled perceiving) 
Still to difbelieve the caufe, 

Kk ig 
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KUL Set by Mr. De Folch. 


Mogrura, charming without art, 
And kind without defign, 

Can never lofe the fmallent part 
Of fuch a heart as mine. 


Oblig’d agthoufand feveral ways, 
Tene’er can break her chains: 

WW le'paffion, which her beautigs raife, 
My gratitude maintains. 


XUL. Set by Mr. De Feftb, 


Love ! inform thy faithful creature 
How to keep his fair one’s heart 5 
Mutt it be by truth of nature, 
Or by poor differbling art ? 


Tell the fecret, thew the wonder, 
How we both may gain our ends; 

Lam loft if we're afonder, i 
Bver tortur’d if we're friends, 


XIV. Set by Mr. De Fefth. 


Poucn the lyre, on every fring, 

.Wouch it, Orpheus, I will fing 

jA fong which thall immortal be; 
Mice fhe I fing’s a deity; 

y ‘ Leonora, whofe bleft birth 
¥1g8 no relation to this earth, 


XV. Set by Mr. Smith, 


Onex 1 was uncdhfin'd and free, 
Would i had beer fo Rill!” 

Enjoying fweetef liberty, 
And roving at my will. 


But now, not matter of my heart, 
' Cupid does fo decide, ‘ 
That two fhe-tyrants fhall it part, 

And {0 poor me divide, ~ ; 


Vitoria’s will mutt obey, 
She a&s without contral : 
Phitlis has fuch a taking way, 
© She charms ‘my very.foul. * 


Deceiv’d by Phillis’ looks and {miles, 
Into her {pares Trun ; 3 

ViGoria fhows me all her wiles, 
Which yet I dare not thon. 


"rom one I fancy every kifs 
Has fomething in’t divine; 
ind, awful, taile the balmy blifs, 
‘Yhat joins her lips with mine. 


ut, when the other I embrace, 
Though the be not a queen, 
Tuthinks ‘tis fwees with fuch a ho 
‘fo tumble on the green. 





Thus here you fee a fhared heart, 
But I, meanwhile, the fool : 
Each in it has an equal part, 
But neither yet the whole, 


Nor will it, if I right forecaft, 
To either wholly yield : 

i find the time approaches faft, 
When both muit quit the field. 


XVI. Set by Mr. De Fofihs 


Fareweir, Amynta, we mutt part; 
The charm has Soft its power, 

Which held fo fat ™my captiv’d heart 
Until this fatal hour. 










Hadft thou not thus my love abus’d, 
And us'd me ne’er fo ill, |. 

Thy cruelty I had excus’d, 
And had low’d thee til. 


But know, my foul difdains thy fway, 
And fcorns thy charms and thee, 

To which each fluttering coxcomb may 
As welcome be as me, 


Think in what perfea blifs you reiga’d, 
How lov'd before thy fall; we 
And now, alas! how much difdain’d 
By me, and fcorn’d by all, 


Yet thinking of each happy hour, 
Which [ with thee have Spent, 

So robs my rage of all its power, 
‘That I almoft relent, 


But pride will never let be bow, 
No more thy charms can move: 

"} Yet thon art worth my pity now, 

Becaufe thou hadit my love. 


XVID Set by Ar. Smith, 


Accept, my love, as true a heart 
Asever lover gave : 

‘Tis free (it vows) from any art, 

{ And proud to be your flave. 


Then take it kindly, as "twas meant, 
And let the giver live : 

Who, with it, would the world have fent, 
Had it been his to give." ' 


And, that Dorinda may not fear 
Te’er will prove untrue, 

My vow fhall, ending with the year, 
With it begin anew. 4 


XVUL Set by Mr. De Fei, 


Nanny bluthes when I woo her, 
And, with kindly.chiding eyes, 

Faintly fays. 1 fhall undo her, * 
Faintly, O forbear! fhe crigs. 


oie ie pte 


But her breatts whilé{ am preffing, 
While te here my Hps t join, 

‘Warm’d the feems to tafte the blefling, 
And her kiffes anfwer mine. 


Undebauch'd by rules of honour,: + 
innocence with nature charma; 
One bids, gently puth me from her, 
T'other, take me in her arms. 


XIX. Set by Mr. Sesith, 


Sivce we your hufband daily fee 
_ So jealous out of feafon, 
Phillis, let you and I agree 

To make him fo with reafon. 


I'm vext to think, that every night 
A fot within thy arms, 

Tafting the moft divine delight, 
Should fully all your charms. 


While fretting 1 mutt lie alone, 
Curing the powers divine, 
"That undefervedly have thrown 

A pearl unto a fwine. 


‘Then, Phillis, heal my wounded heart, 
My bursing palfion cool ; 

Let me, at leaft, in thee have part 
With thy infipid fool. 


XK. Setby Re 


Parixis, give this humour over, 
We too jong have time abus'd; 

} thall turn an arrant rover, 

> If the favour’s ftill refus'd. 


Faith! ‘tis nonfenfe out of meafure, 
Without ending, thus to fee 

Women forc’d ro'tafte a pleafure 
Which they love as well as-we. 


Let not pride and folly fhare you, 
We were made but to enjoy; 

Ne’er will age or-cenfure {pare you, 
Ber the more for being coy. 


Never fancy time’s before you, 
Youth, believe me, will away ; 

‘Then, alas! who will adore you, 
Or to wrinkles tribute pay? 


‘All the fwains on you attending . ‘ 

Show how much your charms deferve; 
But, mifer-like, for fear of {pending : 
* You amidft your plenty ftarve. , 


While a thoufand freer laffes, 

Who their youth and charms employ, 
‘h your beauty their’s furpaffes, 
in far more purfcdt jos. 






i 
j 


_ XXL 
Haste, my Narinette, my lovely maid t- 
Hafte te the bower thy fwain-has made; 
For thee alone I made the bower, 
‘And ftrew’d the couch with many a flower. 
None but my fheep fhall’near us come = 
Veous be prais'd ! my theep are dumb. 
Great God of love : take thaw my crook, 
To keep the wolf from Nannctte’s flock. 
Guard thou the fheep, to her fo dear; 
My own, alas! -are lefs my-care, 
But of the wolf if thou’rt afraid, ~ 
Come not to ustocall foraid; , * 
For with her fwain my love thal! flay, © 
Though the wolf prowl, and the theep ftray. 


i XXL Sei by Mr. De Fefeb. | 


Since by ill fate I'm forc’d away, 

And inatch’d fo foon from-thofe dear arms, 
Againft my will I matt obey, 

‘And leave thofe fweet endearing charms. 


Yet ftill love on, and never fear, 
Bat you and conftancy will prove 

Enough my prefent flame to bear, 
And make me, though it-abfo 





fove. | 

For, though your prefence fate denies, - - 
‘Hfeel, alas! the killing {mart ; 

And can with undifcerned eyes, ~ 
Behold your picture in my heart. ~. 


XXL, Set by Mr. De Feith.” 


In vain, alas! poor Strephon tries 
To eafe his tortur’d breatt ; 

Sipce Amorct the cure denies, 
‘And makes his pain a jeft. 


Ah! fair-one, why to me fo coy? 
And why to him fo true, 

Whi with more coldnefs flights the joy, 
Than I with love purfue { : 


Die then, unhappy lover! dies . 

For, fince fhe gives thee death, “*~ 
‘The world has nothing that can-buy 
- A minnte more of breath. 


'Bwere folly; fince to me:; 
Not love itfelf a joy-can give, 
But, Amoret, in thee. 


Yet, though I ebuld your fcorn gutlive, © 


KKIV. Set by Mr. De Felt. 


Wet! I will never more comphin, 
Or call the fates unkind; 
Alas! how fond it-is, how vain ! 
But felf-conreitednefs docs reign 
in every mortal mind. 


3 





5% THE WORKS OF PRIOR: 


“Tis true they long did me deny, 
Nor would permit a fight: 

¥ rag’d; for t could not efpy, 

Or think that ary harm could lie 
Dilguis’d ia that delight, 


At laf, my withes to fulfil, 
They did their power refigns 

I faw her; but { with I fill 

Had been obedient to their will, 
And they not unto mine. 


‘Yet U by this have learnt the wit, 
Never to grieve or fret: 


. Contentedly I will fubmie, 


And think that beft which they think fit, 
Without the leaft regret. 


XV. Setby Mr. CR. - 


‘Cuore beauty has and wit, 
And an air that is not common 3 
Every charm in her does meet, 
Fit to make a handfome woman, 


But we do not only find 
Here a lovely face or feature ; 
For fhe’s merciful and kind, 
Beauty's anfwer'd by good-nature, 


She is always doing good, 
Of her favours never {paring, 

And, as all good Chriftians thould, 
Keeps poor mortals frem despairing. 


Jove the power knew of her charms, * 
Aud that no man could endure them3 
So, providing 'gainft all harms, 
Gave to her the power to cure them, 


And ’twould be 2 cruel thing, 
‘When her black eyes have rais’d defire, 
Should the not her bucket bring, , 
And kindly help to quench the fire. 


XXVI. 


Since, Moggy, f mun bid adieu, 
How can T help despairing 2 
Let cruel fate us (ill purfuc, 
There’s nought. more worth my caring. 


Twas fhe alone contd calm my foul, 


When racking thoughts did grieve me; 
Her eyes my crouble cond control, 
And into joys deceive me. 


Farewell, ye brooks; no more along 
Your banks mun I be waiking ; 

No more, you'll hear my pipe or fong, 
Or pretty Mogyy’s talking. - 


But I by death an end will give 
To grief, fince we mun fever; 


. For who can after parting live, 


Ought to be wretched ever. 


XXVf, 


Some kind angel, gently fying, 
Mov'd with pity at my pain, 
Tell Corinna i am dying, 
‘Till with joy we mect again,‘ 
Tell Corinna, fince we parted, 
Ihave never known delight : 
And fhall foon be broken-h 
U1 longer want her fight, | 


Tell her how her lover, mourning, 
“Figinks each lazy day a year; 

Cuarfing every morn returning, 
Since Corinna is not here. 


Tell her too, not diftant places, 
Will the be but true and kind, 
Join’d with time and change of faces, 
E'cr thall thake my conttant mind. 


XXVIIL NELLY. 
Wurst others proclaim 
This nymph, or that fwain, 
Deareft Nelly the lovely Pl fing 
She fhall grace every verfe, 
Ui her beautics rehearfe, i 
Which lovers can’t think an ill thing. 


Her eyes thine as bright 
As flars in the night, 

Her complexion divinely is fair; 
Her lips, red asa cherry, 
Would a hermit make merry, 

And black as a coal is her. hair. 


Her breath, like a rofe, ~ - 

Its tweets does difclofe, 
Whenever you ravith a kifs; 

Like ivory inchas’d. * 

Her teeth are well plac’d, 
An exquifite buauty the is. 


Her plump breafts are white, 
Delighting the fight, 5 
There Cupid difeovers her charms: 
Oh! spare then the reft, 
And think of the beft : 
*Tis heaven to die in her arms, 


She’s blooming as May, 
Briffe, lively, and gay: 
The graces piay all round about her : 
She's prodent and witty, 
Sings wondroufly pretty, 
And there is po liviag without her. 





MISCELLANEA, 
AD COMITEM DORCESTRIA, 


Jn Annum ineuntem 1684. |” . 
*s AD JANUM. 
Sic tua perpetuis fument altaria donis, 
Plurima fic famma pabula mittat Arabs ; 





fF O.EIM->S 


ic dum facra novis redimuntut tempora fertis, 
Neforeos pofcant foemina virque dies ; 
Caffide depofita, placidé fic nuncia pacis 
Janua fopito cardine limen amet : 
Candida proccdant feltive tempora motu, 
Et faveat Domino quzlibet hora meo ! 
Publica conciliis gravibus fev commoda traétet, 
Seu vacuum pedtus mollior-urat amor} 
Seu pia mordact meditetur valners charta, 
Vulneva quae tali fola levantur ope; 
Seu legat oblito facilis niga carmina faftu, 
O° bene carminibus eonfule, Dive, meis, 
Jane fave, Domini ventet natalis ad aras; 
O. fuperis ipfis facta fit illa dies : 
Sacra fit illa dies, niveoque notata lapillo, 
Qui tulit iluftris nobile mater onus, 
Qua mihi, patronum geftit, gentique Quiritem, 
“Artificique Deo pene dediffe purem. 





AD DOM. GOWER, COLL. MAGISTRUM,; 
EPISTOLA DEPRECATO! 4 








Nist tuam jampridem bénevolentiam et laudatam 
ab expertis aadit diffem: et expertus ipfe faepiffimé 
laudaffym, et pudor et triftitia confeio mit Glen 
tium indixiffene : at enim V. R. dum coram pa- 
trono, amico, patre, provolvor, te non dubitat 
impetrare audax dolor per accepta olim beneficia, 
per effluentes lacrymas (et ha ‘mentiri nefciunt) 
perque tuum ifthune celeberrimum candorem, 
quem imprudens efi, folicitus repeto ut peccanti 
ignofcas, ct obliteres'-eriinien; ut non follm ad 
condifcipulorum. nieppartt; Sead nt-m i gratiam 
reltituatur, favotis tw Rddtofifiidius, ~° Vk P.: 





CARMEN DEPR&CATORIUM 


AD £UNDEM, 


InaTas acuit dum lafus Apollo fagiteas, 
Neglestas renovat marfta ‘Lhalia preces; 
Qualcicunque poteft jejuno promere canta 
Heu mihi non eft res ingeniofa fames! 
Grana neges, alacri languet vis ignea gallo, 
Deme laboranti pabula, languet equis, 
Latraptis ftomachi {terilis nee pafcis hiatum 
Daphni, nec arentem Caftalis unda fitim. 
Tum bene iaffatur Flaccus cum dixerit Ghe + 
Pieriafque merum-nobilitavit aquas. 
Jejuni depreffa jacet vel Mula Maronis, 
¥let culicem efuriens qui fatur arma ¢anit, 
© (i Mexcenas major mihi riferit, O fi 
Fulgenti folitum reynct in ore jubar, 
Crimine purgato pie poft jejunia, Mafa 
inciperct praeful grandia, teque loqui. 
M. P. 


ee 
DUM BISIMUS=— 
© OBREPIT NON INTELLECTA SENECTUS.” 


.Siste mero bibulas effufo temporis alas, 
Hefternumve minax coge redire diem ; 
bY 


$33 


Nil faciss ufque volabit inexorabilis.zpae, 
Canitiemque caput fentict arque ragas. 


i brevis, et preperans,in funus necte corollas, 
Mox conflagrando conde Falerna raga, 

Clepfydra Sacurni tua nec cryfallina diftant, 
Dam motw parili vinam et arena fluunt. 





Dem lequor, ecce! perit redimitz gloria fronti 
Dat rofa de fertis tapfa, Memento mori. 

Sed tibi, dum n6raa nimis properare puellas, 
Ut citils rumpat ftamina, Bacchus adeft. 
Deftituir caecum fubito fol ébrius orbem, 

Occafum tremulo narrat adeffe xubor. 





M. B 





REVERENDO IN CHRISTO PATRE 
THOME SPRAT, 
So SRSCOFO ROFFENSI, Kc. 
“Ne EB xsseniy. 
Vicimus, exultans faufto crepat omine Daphnis, 
Teitaturque bonos nuncia fibra Deos; <2 
Grandius eloquium meditare, Thalia, patronum 
Quem modo laudafti, nunc venerare patrem, 
Quis putet incertis volvi fubtegmina ‘Parciat~ a 
Quis meritos xquum deftitnifle Jovem ? 
Cum virtute tuum ¢refefiategus, aucte facerdos,: - 
Impaticnfque breves fpexsit utrumque medog, * 
Qualiter Elzo felix in pulvere victor, , 
Cui femel ornatas lambit oliva comas, 
Sufpirans partas queritur marccfcere frondes, 
Et parat elapfas ad nowa-bella rotass.: : 
Sic tidi major honos veteres protrudit honore 
Metaque preterit laudis origo nove eft: 
Pheebaz juvenile caput cinxere corollx, 
Palma viti decuit tempora, mitra fenis. 
at : M. PB, 








EPISTOLA EODEM TEMPORE MISSA: 


Cun volusitas regia, optimatum confenfus, do- 
-norumgque omnium. ftudia infulam merenti concef. 
ferint, ignofcas,: pater reverende, quod inter come 
munem populi plaufum cliene ¢6 .minus ad enar 
randum fufficiens qud beneficiis plus fuerim de- 
vindtus, et tuos in ecclefia honores’ et eeclefiz & 
tuis honoribus felicitatem feftinet gratulari, favorig 
tui ftudiofifimus, 7 

~ 





AD FRANC. EPISC. ELIENSEM, 


Exora‘ra boni tribuerunt munera Divi, 
Patronique novus tempora cingit honos. 

Concedas hilaris repetitum Mufa Ishorem, 
Et notum celebrés, et mihi dulce decus, 

© fi te canerem, prajul veneradilis, O fir 





Fiftula cum titulis crefceret aucta tuis, 
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que turba tibi non cederet iia clientum, 
Cederet ac numeris optima Mata ineis. 


Hoc tamen ut meditor,mihiquid nifi vata fuperfunt? 


# Imbeltes humeros nobile laffat onus. 
‘Ergo minor virtue célebretur, dum tibi preful 
Quod laudem fuperes gloria major erit. 


Cun virtutes tuas unufquifque collandet et ho- 
i VOR. addacia igtiofcat 
tua benignitas, 8 minima pollens eloquentia, ar- 
dentiflimo tamen ftudio accerifus, ad communem 
populi chorum adjungens voce, cum viram op- 
timum tum beniguifimum celebret patrenum, qui, 
tuis maximé devin&us beneficiis, fummoperé “co- 


ores gratiletur, noftra: 


matur meritd vocari 


Favoris tui ftudiofifimus, M. P. 





© QuICQUID VULT, VALDE VULT.” 


Wom tingit Siculus folis ceelique meatus, 
AGra polofque tuos quos fibi condit habet, 
Nil facit inftantis mortis bellique’ tusiultuss 
+ Ufque fed egregiutn fedalus uiget opis. 
Nomevacat exigua curas itnpendere vita 
Sat Gibi curarum Gonditor orbis haber. 








IN COMITIS EXONIENSIS CHRISTAM, 


TRITICI FASCEM LEOWIBUS SUSTENTATUM, 1689. 


Lemma, * Suftentare et Debellare.” 





‘Dem tibi dat fortes Cybele veneranda leones, 

.. Flavaque collectas addit Eleufis opes : 

“{nvidid major, victoque potentior zvo, 

+ Tdecus, J-neftra Ceciliana domus. — . 

* Sparge inopi froges, et pelle leanibus hoftem; 

_ Copia quid valet hinc, quid timor inde, refer. 

Pollens muneribos bélli vel pacis, habes, quo 

Atque homines fuperes, atque imitére Deos. 


EPIETAPHIUM. 


M. S. Carnot Montacoe, 


Honorabilis Georgii de Horton in agro Notthanto~ 


nienfi 
Filius natu fextus, 

Hentici Comitis de Manchefter nepos, 
Scholix Regix Weftmonafterienfis Alumnus, 
Collegi 8. 8. Triniratis Cantabrigienfis Socius. 

. hitetas humaniores feliciter excoluit, 

Ec in difpari laudis genere clarus, 

- Yuter Poetas pariter ac Oratorcs Angles excelluit: 
‘Magna ingenii indole ; 
Bonarumque artium difciplinis inftrudtus, 
Ex Academiz umbraculis 
12 confpedtun hominum prodiit, 





Literatotum decus et preefidium. 
Omni dehinc cogitatione 
Communi bono promovendo incubuit: 
Breviqne hunc virum, 
Sua in fenatu folertia, in coricilio providentia, 
In utroque, juftitia, fides, auctoritas, 
Ad gerendam ararii curam evexit: 


Ubi laborantibus fifci rebus opportuné fubveniens, 


Simul monetam argenteam. ia 
Magno Republice detrimento imminutam 
De novo cudi fecit ; 
Et inter abfolvendum tantz molis opus, 
Flagrante etiam bello, 
_.. Impreffis chartalis 
Pecuniarum rationem pretiumque impertiit. 


“His meritis et pateia et principis gratiam confecutus, 
Familiam fuem diz itfuftrem, illoftriorem reddidit 5° 


Baro {cilicet, deinde Cothes de Halifax creatus, 


Ad tres Montacutani Hominis proceres quartus ac~ 


ceffit, 
Summo denique Perifcelidis honore ornatus, 
Publici commodi indefeffus adhuc confultor, 
Media inter conamina, otium cum dignitate, 


Quod defideravit, et meruit, vix tandem affecotus ; 


(Prob brevem humanarum rerum fiduciam !) 
2 Ornnibus.bonis ficbilis occidit, 
* xed. ;Ating Salutie x.ncc.xv. 
_, -aitetih oe Liv: 
Patruo dé fe'optimé merenti, * 
Et-bonorum et honorum hares, « 
Georgius comes de Halifax. 








EPITAPH 


Here lies Sir Tuomas Powys, Knight: 
As to his Profeffion, P 
In accufing calitious; in defending vehement ; 
In ali His pleadings fedate, clear, and trong 5 
In all his decifiohs unprejudic’d and equitable. 
He ftudied; practifed, and governed the Law 
Io fuch a manner, that 


Nothing equalledhisknowlcdge,excepthiseloquence: 


Nothiag excelled both, except his juftice. 
As to his Life, 
He poffeffed, by. natural happinefs, 


All thofe civil virtues which form the gentleman : 


“ And to thefe, by divine goodnefs, were added 
That fervant zeal and extenfive charity, 
Which dittinguith the perfe@ Chriftian ! 
‘The tree ix known by bis fruit. 


He was 2 loving hufband, and an indulgent father, 


A conftant friend, and a charitable patron ; 
Frequenting the devotions of the church 5 
Pleading the caufe, and’felieving the necefliries, 
of the poor. 

What by example he taught throughcut his life, 
At his death he recommended to his family and 
friends : 

To fear God, and live uprightly.” 

Let whoever reads this ftone, 

Be wife, and be inftrySted, 
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In ealy dialogues is Fletcher's praife ; 

He mov'd the mind, but had no power to raifé: 

Great Fonfon did by ftrength of judgment pleafe ; 

Yet doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his eafes : 
But both to Concreve juftly thall fubmit ; 


(ue match’d in judgment, both o’er-match'd in wit. - 


Btherége ths courthtip, Southerne’s purity; ‘ 
The fatire, wit, and ftrength of manly Wyckerly. 
This is your portion ; this your native ftore; * aap 2 


In-bim:all beauties of this age we-fee, ao : 2 


Heav’n that but once was prodigal before, 
To Skabjpeare gave. asmuch 5 the could not give him ore, - 
DRYDEN’S VER ro CONGREYE, 
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THE LIFE OF CONGREPE. 








‘Wrtiam Concreve, one of the greateft’ names in the EnglifA drama, was the fon of William 
Congreve, E(q. fecond fon of Richard Congreve, Efg. of Congreve and Stretton, in Staffordthire. 

He was born, as appears by the infcription on his monument, in 1672; but the place of his birth 
is differently afligned by his biographers, : 

Jacob, from information communicated by himfelf, afferts, that he drew his firft breath at the 
village of Bardfa, near Leeds in Yorkthire, which was the eftate of Sir Jehn Lewis, his great uncle 
by the mother’s fide. 

In the “ General Ditionary,” it is contended, on the authority of his friend Southerne, that he 
‘was a native of Ireland : but it is not faid when or where he was born; nor are thefe circumftanees 
mentioned in the Knglifh tranfiation of Sir James Wure’s works, in which his life is inferted-as a° 
Rative of that country, a : 

Notwithitanding his own affertion, Dr. Johnfon is fo deficient in candomr ag;to doubt whether 
he told the truth about his birth,” and iefinuates a fufpicion of his maintaining a “ falfehood of con= 
venience or vanity ;”” fer which there does not appear to be any fufficient reafon, as his veracity was 
as unqueftionable as his genius; and his afligning fo particularly the place in Yorkthire, where he’ 
dcclarod he was borti, Hawatt the appearance of truth. at : j . 

His Jatt biographer, the learned and candid Dr. Kippis, decidedly prefers his own teftimony to 
that of Southernc, who might poflibly be miftaken, or might very probably be firmly perfuaded,. 
from his having fee him a youth in ireland, chat he was his countryman. 

His own auchority for the matter of fact, publithed by Jacob in his lifetime, -feems fo ftrong, that 
at firft fight it maft appear not only probable, but morally’ certain; that ‘England is entitled tu the 
honour of his birth. aie 

in the preface to “ The Poetical Regifter,” printed in 1719, Jacob, fpeaking of the communicas 
tions which he had received from liviag authors, bas this paffage ; “1 am in particular obliged to 

, Mr. Congreve for his free and early communication of what relates to himfelf, as well as his kind 
diretions fur the compofing this work.” : 

His facher carried him, when a child, into Ireland, where he then had fome military employment, 
Wut afterwards was fteward to the Earl of Burlington, which fixed his refidence there. 

He received the rudiments of his education in the {choo} of Kilkenny, and gave very carly proofs 
ofa poetical genius, His firft attempt in poetry, it is faid, was a copy of verfés'on the death of his 
matter’s magpie. 

He went from the fchool of Kilkenny to the univerfity of Dublin, where, in a very fort time, 
under the dire&ion of Dr. St. George Afhe, he became perfe@ly acquainted with the different, 
branches of polite literature, and acquired a correét and critical knowledge of the claffics, 

Having paffed through the ufual preparatory ftudies with great celerity and fuccef:, his fathee 
thought it proper to affign him a profeflion ; and, about the time of the Revolurion, fent him, at the 
age of fixteen, to ftudy law.in the Middle Temple, where he jived for feveral years, but with very 
little attention to fatutes or reports, 

His difpofition to become an author appeared very early; for, at the age of feventeen, he wrote a 
wovel, called Jncognite, or Love and Duty Reconciled, which, under the aflumed name of Gleoj bil, he des 
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dicated to Mrs. Catharine Levefon. His defign’in writing it, was to fhow how works of this kind 
ought to be written. It is praifed by his biographers, though Dr. Johnfon faftidiouily fays, he 
* would rather. peaife it than read it,” and has merit for fach atime of life. It is chiefly diftin~ 

»,guithed by ghat intricacy of plot, which ‘he afterwards fo much difplayed in his dramatic writings ; 
and fomething alfo may be traced in the dialogue parts of his fucceeding corrufcations of wit. The 
tory, however, is very unnatural. 

‘Abont three years after his return to England, he wrote his firft dramatic performance, The Ojd 
, Bachelor, “ to amufe himfelf,” as he fays, “ in a flow recovery from a fit of ficknefs.” It was aded 
at the thegtre in Drury Lane, in 1693, when he was not more than twenty-one years old, and was 
then recommended by Dryden, Southerne, and Maynwaring, who, finding it deficient in fome things 
requifite to the fuccefs of its exhibition, fitted it for the ftage. Dryden faid, that he had never feen 
fuch a firk play. - 

“Such a comedy, written at fuch an age,” fays Dr. Johnfon, « requires fome confideration. Ag 
the lighter {pecies of dramatic poetry profeffes the imitation of common life, of real. manners, and 

*,, common incidents, it apparently prefuppofes a familiar knowledge. of; many.¢l ers, and exact 
obfervations of the pafling world ; the difficulty, therefore, ia, to conceivg bow this knowledge can 
be obtained hy a boy.” ; ; 

Pat if the Old Bachelor be more nearly examined, it will be found to be one of thofe comedies, 
which may be made by a mind vigorous and acute, and furnithed with fuch comic charaGers by the, 
perufal of other pocts, without much aétual commerce with mankind, Fhe dialogue is one con- 
tant reciprocation of conceits, or clath of wit, in which nothing flows neceffarily from the cccafion, 
or is dictated by nature. The characters, both of men and women, ae gither fictitious and artifi- 

» cial, or eafy and common ; and the cataitrophe arifes from a faiftake'ndt. very probably produced, by. 
Marrying 4 wonen in a matk. ae : 

Yet this gay comedy, when all thefe deduétions are made, will fill remain the work of very 
powerful and fertile faculties 1 the dialogue is quick and fparkling, the incidents fuch as feize the at~ 
tention,‘and the wit fo exuberant, that it “ o’erinforms its tenement.” 

The Old Bachslor, when printed, was dedicated to Lord Clifford, éldeft fon of the Earl of Bure. 

“ington, the friend’ and patron of his father, é 

The fuccefs that attended this play upon the fagé, and after it came from the prefs, was fingu 

- larly beneficial to Congreve; for it procured him the patronage of Montague, who immediately 
mad¢-himi one ef the Commiffioners for licenfing coaches, and foon after gave hima Place in the Pipe 

‘ Offige, and another in the Cuftoms, of fix hundred pounds a year. "te 

The next year, he produced the Double Dealer, which was riot received with equai kindnefs, 
though the characters of it are ftrongly drawn, the wit genuine and original, the plot finely laid, and 
the-condud inimitable. It was dedicated te his patron, Montague, and defended againit the capri- 
cious difpofition of audiences, with a confiderable difplay of critical ability. Dryden, his poetical fa- 
“ther, addreffed a copy of verfesto him on its appearance, which are generally known ; and Hepkias 
alfo wrote.a copy of verfes on the fame occafion. ‘ 

‘The exhibition of both thofe plays was honoured by the prefence of Queen Mary, on whofe dezth, 
Which happened in the clofe of this year, he teftified his gratitude, and concurred with the general 
forrow, by writing The Mouraing Mufé of Alexis, an elegical paftoral, which has been extravagantly 
eommended. Z 

In 1695, he produced Love for Lee, with which the new theatre, in Lincoln’s-Inn-Tields, wai 
‘opened, under the diredtion of Betterton. tt met with fo much fuccefs, that Betterton and the 
other managers made himi an offer of a whole thare with theni in their profits, en conditisn of bis 
fotnithing them with a new play every year, which he accépted. It was dedicated to the Farl of 
Dorfet, the univerfal patron. It is frequently acted with the approbation it juftly merits. It is, a3 
’ Dr. Johnfon ohferves, of nearer alliance to life, and exhibits mere real manners than either the O/4 
Bachelor or the Double Dealer. The charaGter of Zorefight was-then common, The Sziler is nor 
wccounted very natural, but he is very pleafant. 
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_Ewo years afterwards (1697), he produced the Mourning Bride, a tragedy, which was received’ 
with more applaufe “han any other of his plays, atid ftill continues to be aéted and applauded. The < 
verfification is regular, the plot is buf and intricate, and the events take hold on the attention. It 
it fo written, Dr. Johnfon oblerves, asto fhow him Cufficiently qualified for either kind of dramatic © 
poetry. But, except a very few paffages, he adds, we are rather amazed with noife, and perplexed 
with ftratagem, than entertained with any true delineation of natural charadters. It is net without 
faults; but it has confiderable excellencies ; and it is fome argument in its favour that it maintains 
ite popularity on the theatre. M3. siddons has not deemed it derogatory to her reputation to ap-. 
pear frequently in the character of Zara, : ‘ . ; 
~'To thefe ftri@ures, Dr. Johnfon has added 2 paffage highly to Congreve’s honour: “ But what~ 
ever objections may be made either to his comic or tragic excellencies, they are loft at once ina 
blaze of admiration, when it is remembered that’ he had produced thefe four plays before he had 
pafled his twenty-fifth year; before other men, even fuch as are fome time to fhine in eminence, have 
paffed their probation of literature, or prefume to hope for any other notice than fuch as is beftowed 
@n diligerice and inquiry. Among all the effects of early genius which literary hiftory records, I 
doubt whether any one can be preduced that more furpaffes the common limits of nature than the 
plays of Congreve.” . : é : ye iat 
In 1698, the famous Jeremy Collier publifhed his “ Short View of the Immorality and Profane. 
refs of the Englith Stage,” in which he cenfured, with fierce ‘and implacable feverity, moft of the 
dramatic writers, from Dryden to Durfey, Congreve, among others, attempted an anfwer, under 
a very plain title : Amendments of Mr. Collier's Balfé and Imperfelt Citatiozr, 7c. fram the Old Backelor, 
Double Dealer, Love for Love, Mourning Bride: By the Author of thefe Plays. Wt was addreffed to 
his friend Walter Moyte. Efq., and contained a modeft, but fpirited juftification of the greateft part 
of the paffages objedted to; but it was totally out of his power to defend the general tendency of 
his plays. Collier replied, with equal zeal and pertinacity, and lived to fee the reward of his labour 
in the.reformation of the ftage. Roonaan : 


An £700, his lait comedy, The Way of the World, was exhibited at Lincoln's Inn-Fields, Tt met 
with but indifferent fuccefs; though it is-perhaps the moft perfec of all his comedies, " The language 
is pure; the wit genuine, the charadters natural, and the painting highly finifhed. It is now.as free 
quently performed as any of his other plays. od bee : 

‘The fate of this play, which was written, as he hints in the dedication to the Earl of Montague, 
swith great labour and much thought, completed his difgutt at the theatre; and from this time he 
refolved to commit his quiet and his fame no more to the caprice of an audience: Upon which Den- 
nis well obferved, that Congreve quitted the ftage early, and that comedy quitted it with him. 

fe afterwards produced two mufical pieces, The Judgment of Paris, a mafque, performed in 170%, 
and Semele, an opera, which was never reprefented. . Le 

. The fame year, he wrote a Hymn to Harmony, in honour of St. Cecilia’s day, which was fet te 
mufic by Mr. Eccles, a famous compofer, who fet the fongs in his opera. ex : 

In 1705, he wrote The Tears of Amaryllis for Amyntas, a paftoral, on the death*of the Marquis of 
Blandford, only fon- of the Duke of Marlborough, which, he addreffed to Lord Treafurer Godol- . 
phin. oie 

‘About the fame time, Marlborough’s victories furnifhed him with materials for 4n Ode to the Queene 

In another Pindaric Ode he celebrated that great ftatefman and true patriot, Lord Godolphin ; to 
which he added, a criticifm on that {pecies of poctry. _ . ee 

"Though he very feldom rifked the character he had obtained for the fake of exalting it, yet he 
never miffed any opportunity of paying his compliments to his iluftrious friends, nor neglected 
_ any oceafion of fhowing his gratitude to thofe of a lefs exalted ftation, ; 

He wrote an epilogue to his old friend Southerne’s * Oroonoko,” and Dryden has acknowledged 
“his affiftarice in the tranation of Virgil. He contributed, by his verfion of the eleventh fatire of Jue 
bots to the tranflation ‘of that poet, publifhed by Dryden; and wrote & copy of verfesto him 
off his tranflation of Perfius. He wrote alfo a prologue for a play of Mr. Charles Dryden’s, and 

‘gave a nobie teftimony of his filial regard to the memory of his father, in the dedication ef his playe 

to the Duke of Newcaltle, , ' 

You. VIL. : Lil 


ei 


t 


. confidered rather as a man of fathion than of wits 
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In 1710, he publithed a colleétion of-his plays aid mifcellancons poems, with a dedication to Hae 
lifax; and though he lived many years after the publication, yet he almoft added nothing to them, 
but lived on in literary indolence, engaged in no controverfygand contending with no rival; but 
yafing histime among the great and iptendid, in the placid e: wyment of his fame and fortune. 

He continued always of the Whig party ; but without viclence of acrimony; and his firmnefs 
and abilitigs were fo much honoured by ‘the ailverfe party, that when, upon the removal of the 
Whigs, fore interceffion was uled left he thouid be difplaced, Harley made this anf 

es : ~~ Non ob-ufa adeo geftamus fedora Peni 7” 
4 : Nec tam averfus equos Tyria fol jungit abtirbe. Sov 

At the acceffion of Ring George, when his friends returned to power, he was made Secretary ' for 


the iMland of Jamaica, which, with his vis ce in the Cutoms, i is faid to have afforded him 12001, 
a-year, 








‘Thys exalted, above dependence, he gave binfalt no trouble about reputation. He withed to he 





and when he received a wifit from Voltaire, dif 
guited Him by defiring’ té bé cunfidered not as an author, but a gentleman; to which the French 
poet replied, “ that if he had been only a gentleman, hé fhould not have come to vifit him." ‘ 
The commion fenfe of mankind wil find’ difficult to 7 ‘acquit Congreve of fomé degreo of vanity 
and affeclation in his reception of Voliuive, yet he has found an ingenious defender in an eminent, 
snodern poet,  Thave oftea thought,” fayy Mafon, in his memoirs of Gray, * that Mr. Congreves 


_ might very well be vindicated on this head. “Wt feldom happens‘ that the vanity of duthorthip cons, 


tinues to the end of a miau's days, Jt ufaaily foon leaves him where it dound bim, and if he has not; 


' Fomething better to build his {elf-approbation upon, than that of being a popular writer, he generally 


_ finds himfelf ill at‘eafe, if refpected wholly on that account. Mr. Congreve was much advanced in 


‘years wlien the young French poet paid’ him this vifir, and thongh* ‘aman ‘of the world, he might, 
now feel chat indifference to literary fame which Mr, Gray, who always led a more retired and: 


¢ philofophical life, certainly felt mgch earligr. Both of them, therefore, might reafonably, at! times, ex- 


‘prefs fome difguft, if cheir quiet’ was obtruded upon by perfons who thoug tt a) iantiered them by. 
uch infeufion.” 


“Inafamiliar epiftle te Lord Cobham, Of Ieaproving the Profent Time, written but‘a ¥ery ‘thory 
tine before his death, he deferibes, With Simple elegance ayd dignity. 7 fentjonent, the ftudiew ard, 


“wmufements of his declining age. heh “ 


Come, fee thy friend retit'd, without regret, 
Forgetting care or ftriving to forget, 
In eafy contemplation fuothing timc, 
With morals much, and now and then, wish, thyme,., 
Not fo rebut in body as in mind, 
_ And always undejected, though declin’d, 
“Hie ftadigs, j in his fatter ‘days, were obftsucted by cataradts in his eyes, which at Jaf terminated 
-in toral blindnefs, This melancholy late, was aggravated by-the gout, for which he fought relief! 
by @ journey to Bath, but being cverturned in his chariot, complained from that tinge of a pain in’ 
bys fide, and died at bis huufe, in Surry-ftreet, in“the Strand, London, January 19. 1728-9, in the 
37 th yearef his age. > Having lait in fate in the Jerufalem Chamber, he was butied’ on the 26th 
foRowing, in Weftmiofter ‘Abbey; the pall being fepported by perfons of the frit ciftindion, 
! Sometime'after, en clegant menunjent was erected to his memory, among the worthics of: his coun-. 
try, with the following infeription, by Henrietta Duchcfs.of Marlborough ¥ 
i * William Congreve died, January 19. 1728, aged ‘56, and was buried ‘near “this ace, to whofe 
nioft vahiable memory this monument is fet up, by Henrietta Duchefs of Marlborough, asa mark 
Sow. dearly:fhé remembers the bappinefs and honour fhe enjoyed in the fincere friendthip of fe 
worthy and Long a man, whofe virtue, candour, and wit, gained him the dere and efteem of the! 
prelent age, dnd’ whofe writings will be-the admiration of the future.” : : 
©. He conftituted the Eart of Godolphin his fole- executor, in truft forthe duchefs his wife, learing 
1. t0-bis* friend. Mrs: Bracegirdle,' whofe ‘admirable performahee added fpitit to His dramatic 
Antes, and 3001,, to. William Congreve, fon of Colonel William Congreve of Highvate; and” 
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The bequeft of the bulk of his fortune, amounting to t0,000L. to the Duchefs of Marlba- . 
rough, has been expofed' to ftriGures, and is not to be juitified. Her attachment to him appears 
to have been of a very extravagant nature, and her veneration for his memory approached even to 
madnefs, Common fame reports, that fhe had his figure made in wax, vafter his death; talked to 

__ it as if it had been alive; placed it at table with her; took great care to help it to different kinds . 

" of food; had an imaginary fore on its leg regularly dreffed; and even confalted phyficiens with re- 
lation to‘its health. But as this account is grounded only on common report, there is the higheft 
probability of its being greatly exaggerated. 9 a 4 ‘" 

His plays and poems were-collected and printed, not long after his death, in 3 vols. ramo. with. 
memoirs of his life, by Mr. Wilfon. : : 

It appears from Mr..Ayfcough’s catalogue, that there are preferved, in thie Britifh Mufeum, feveral 
original letters of Congreve’s to Mr. Porter, and a manufcript poem intituled, Satire againft Love. « 
A Short Effay on Humour, in Englife Comedy, and Remarks on Fonfos, which are very judicious, are 
inferted among “ Dennis’ Letters,” and one paper is afcribed to him in the * Tatler.” a 
The manners of Congreve may reafonably be fuppofed to have been polite, and his converfation 
equally pleafing with his writings; fince he was univerfally heloved and efteemed by his contem- 
porarics. Among his friends, he was able to name every man of his time, whom wit and elegance 
Ahad raifed to reputatian. Every writer mentioned him with refpeét.. Adcifon teftified his regard 
for him upoh many occafions; Steele made him the patron af his “ Mifcellany ;"" Pope infcribed to 
him his tranflation of the Wad; Dennis always fpoke of him, net with decency only, but with ve~ 
sncration; and. Yung, islavih in his praife : 





Congreve, who crown'd with Iaurels bravely won, 
Sits finiling at the goal while others run, “Love or Fame, Sat. i. 


._.. The general eftimation of his genius as a dramatitt, is finely exprelled by Dr. Jobnfon : “ Con- 
'greve,” fays that excellent critic, “ has merit of the higheft kind: he is an original writer, who 
borrowed neither the models of his plot, nor the manner of his dialogue. His characters arc com- 

; AMOnly fiGitious and artificial, with very little of nature, and not much of life; He formed a pecte 

_. liav idea of comic excellence, which he fuppofed to confift in gay sgmarks.and unexpected anfwers ; 

| bat that which he endeavoured, he feldom failed of performing. His fcenes exhibit not much of 
humour, imagery, or paifion : ‘his perfonages are 3 kind of intelietual gladiators; every fentence is 
to ward or Brike, the contet of fmartnefs is never intermitted ; bis wit is.a meteor playing to and. 
fro with alternate corrufcations. His comedies have, therefore, in fome degree, the operation of 
eregedies; they furprife rather than divert ; and raife admiration rather thanumerriment, But they 
are the works of a mind'replete with images, and quick in combination.” 

_ , His biographers have be(towed the moft extravagant encomiums on his Mifeellaneous Poems, Such 
exeberant and indifcriminate praife is feldom the refult of judgment, and certainly is not fo in the 
prefent cafe, His deamatic works excepted, few readers will now be ablé to go through his poeti- 
cal produGipns with any great degree of plewfure. Dr. Joknfon’s criticifm upon them affords a 

fine contrat co the Joud applaufes of the biographers; and indeed, in every view, deferves to be 
inferted,,, Perhaps, in the faftidioufnefs of his tafle, he may fometimes be thought too fevere; but 

“his remarks, in general, are ftridtly juft-. | - ‘Le : 3 : : 
*” & OF his mifcellanegus poetry f cannot fay any thing very favourable. ‘The polvers of Congreve feem. 
to leave him when he leaves the ftage, as Antus was no Songer ftrohg than he could touch the ground. 
It cannot be obferved without wonder, that a mind fo vigorous and fortile in dramatic compelitions 
fhould on any other occafion difcover nothing but impotence and poverty. He has in thefe little 
picces neither elevation, fancy, {election of language, nor {Kill in verfification ; yet, if 1 were ree 
quired to feleét from the whole mafs of Enylifh poetry, the moi poctical paragraph, 1 know not, 
What I could prefer to an exclamation in the Mourning Brides . : 






Almeria, Yt was a fancy’d noife; for all is hu 
Lzoncra, At bore the accent of a human voice, hide the 
. ¢ i BOE 
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Alnevia. Tt was thy fear, or elfe fome tranfient wind 
Whiftling thro’ hollows of this vaulted ifle. 
We'll liften. : 

Lenora. Hark! : 
Almeria. No, ail is huth’d, and ftill as death_—’Tis dreadful } 
How reverend is the face of this tall pile, 

‘Whofe ancicnt pillars rear their marble heads 
To bear aloft its arch’d and ponderous roof, 
By its own weight made ftedfa(t and immoveable, 
Looking tranquility! It ftrikes an awe — 
And terror on my aching fight; the tombs 
And monument! caves of death look cold, 

2 And fhoot a chillnefs to my trembling heart. 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 
Nay, quickly fpeak to me, and let me hear 
Thy voice—my own affrights me with its echoes. 





He who reads thefe lines enjoys, for a moment, the powers of a port; he feels what he remem 
\,bers to have felt before, but he feels it with great increafe of fenfibility; he recogniges a familiar 
: image, but meets again amplificd and expanded, embellithed with beauty, and enlarged, with’ ma~ 
‘i Fefty : ‘ ae 
This tiffue of poetry, from which he feems to have hoped a lating name, is totally neglected, and 
Anown only as it is sppended to his plays. 
The Birth of the Mufe is a miferable fidion. One good line it has, which was borrowed from 
‘Dryden. Of his irregular pocms, that to Mrs. Arabella Hunt, feemsto be the beft. His Ode for 
it. Cecilia's Day, however, has fome lines which Pope h . his mind when he wrote his own. 
8" His Umitations of Horace are fecbly paraphrattical, and. the ‘additions which he makes. are of little 
) Walue, Of his tranflations, The Satire of Fuvenal was written very carly, and misy therefdre be for- 
“given, though it had not the maifinef. and vigour of the original. In all his verfions, firength and 
vs fprightlinefs are wanting : his Hymn to Venus, fed Homer, is perhaps the beft. His lines are 
a weakened with expletives, and his rhymes are frequently imperfeét. His petty poems are feldom 
"worth the coft of criticifm. Sometimes the thoughts are falfe, and fometimes common. In his 
werfes on Lady Gethin, the latter part is an imitation of Dryden's “ Ode on Mrs. Killigrew :” Doris, 
that hae been fo lavithly flattered by Steele, has indeed fome lively ftanzas; but the expreffion might 
be mended, and the moft ftriking part of the charagter had been already fhown in Love for Love. 
His Art of Pleafing is founded on a vulgar, but perhaps impratticable principle, and the ftalencfs of 
» the fenfe is not concealed by any novelty of illuftration or elegance of diction. 
While comedy, or while tragedy is regarded, his plays are likely to be read; but except what 
“-melates to the ftage, I know not that he has ever written a ftanza that, is fang, or a couplet that ig 
x quoted. The general character of his Mifeelanies is, that they fhow little wit, and little virtue. 
>. Yet to him ic mutt be confeffed, that we are indebted for the correction of a national error, 
and for the cure of our Pindaric madnefs. He firft taught the Englifh writers that Pindar’s odeg 
: were regular; and though certainly he had‘ not the fire requifite for the higher fpecies of lyric 
poetry, he has thown us that enthufiafm has ite rules, and that in mere confufion there is aeithor 
“race nor greatnefs.”” 
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MMENDATORY POEM. 


nearer 


TO MR. CONGREVE, 
ON HIS PLAYS AND POEMS. 


BY MRS, EMZABETH TOLLET t. 


Conareve ! the juftelt glory of our age! 

The whole Menander of the Englifh ftage ! 

Thy comic mufe, in cach complete defign, 

Does manly tent and tprightly wit combine. 

‘And fure the theatre was meant a {choo}, 

"To lath the vicious, and expofe the fudl; 

The wilful fool, whofe wit is always fhawn 

"To hit another's fault aud mils his own, 

Laughs at himfelf, when by thy Sill expreft, 

‘And always in his ntighbour finds the jeft. 

A fame from vulgar charadterg.to raife 

fs every poet's labour, and his praife; 

‘Chey, fearful, coaft; while you forfake the fhore, 

Aad undifcover’d worlds uf wit explore, 

Fnrich the fcene with characters unknown, 

‘There plant your colonies, audfix your throne. 

Let Mafkwell's treacheries and Louchwood’ 
rage, 

Let rugged Ben, and Forefight’s timorous age, 

And Heartwell’s fullen paflion, grace the itage- 


+ Daughter of Georg’ Toflet, Bq. 


Then let half critics veil their idle fpite, 
For he knows beft to rail, who worft can write. 
Let jufter fatire now employ thy pen, 
To tax the vicious on the world’s greac fcene 5 
‘There the reformer’s praife the poet fhares, 
And baldly lathes whom the zealot fpares, 

Ye Britith fair! could-your bright eyes refufe 
A pitying tear to grace his tragic mufe ? 
Can generous Ofmyn figh bencath his chain, 
Orthe diftrefs'd Almeria weep in vain? 
A kindly pity every breaft muft move, 
For injur’d virtue, or for fuffering love. 
The nymphs sdorn Paftora’s facred tomb, + 
And mourn the lyv’d Amynta’s fhort-liv’d bloom: 
"The leatn’d admire the poct, when he flies 
To trace the Theban fwan amid the tkies; 
When he tranflates, {till faithful to the fenfe, : 
He copies and impfoves each excellence. 
Or when he teaches how the rich and great, 
And all but deathlefé wit, mpi yield to fate 5 
Or when he fings the cousfer’s rapid {peed 
Or virtue’s loftier praife, and nobler deed; 
Each various grace embellithes his fong; 
As Horace éafy, and as Pindar ftrong ; 
Pindar, who long like oracles ador’d 
Yn reverend darknefs, now to light reftor’d, 
Shall ftansp thy current wit, and {cal thy fame's 

record. . BS 
Li) ij 











“ 





“ Carmine cure.” 
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EPISTLE 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURARLE 

\ CHARLES LORD iiLIFAX, 
va 
'To you, my Lord, my mufe her tribute 
Of various-verfe, in various rude eflays ; 
“Fo you the firit addreis'd her early: voice, 
‘By inclination led, and fix'd by choice; 
To you, on whoie irdilgence the depends, 
Her few colleMed lays he now commends. 
“. By no ore meafure kound, her numbers range, 
And, unrefolv'd in choice, delight in charge; 
Her fonys to no diflinguith’d fame afpire, 
For now the tries the reed, aucn attempts the 





ys 


~ dyret 
Tn high Paruaffus the no birth right claims, 
Nor drinks deep draughts uf Helcenian fireams't 


'¥et near the facred mount fhe loves to rove, 
‘Vifits the fprings, and hovers round the grove. 
She knows what dangers wait too bold a light, 
“And fears to fail from an Icarian heigh 
‘Yet the admires the wing that fafely foars, 
At diftance follows, and. its track adnres, 
‘She. knows what room, what force, the fwan 
s,  Fequires, 
Whole tow’ring head above the clouds afpires, 
And knows as well, it is yavr lowelt praile, 
Such heights to reach with equal ftrength and eafe. 
‘<Q had your genius been co leifure bern, 
And oot mere bound to aid us, than adorn! 
Albion in verfe with ancient Gri had vie"d, 
And gain’d alene a tame, which, there, feven 
; ftates' divide. 
But fuch, ev’n fuch renown, too dear had cult, 
Had we the patriot in the poet lott. 
‘A true poetic ftate we had deplor’d, 
Hed not your minifiry our coin refter’d. 

Bat flill, my lord, though your exalted neme 
Btands foreroit in the fairett lift of tame, 
Thongh your ambition ends in public gocd 
GA virtue iineal to your boule and Ueos); 














j Nor flight che 









Yet think net mezoly of your other praife, 

rophics which the mufes raife, . 
How oft a patrior’s beit:laid fehemes we find 

By party crofvd, or fadtion undermin’d ! 

If he fucceed, he undergoes this ‘lor, 

‘The good receiv’d, the giver is forget. 

Bur honeurs which trom verfe thei¥ fewrce derive, . 
Skat! both furmouat detraction, and“furvive 2 
And poets have unqueflion’d right tocim, | ~ 

It not che greateft, the moft lafting name.” 


* W. CONG 














THE MOURNING MUSE OF AREXIS, 
A PAsteRaLy 
Lamenting the death if Queen Mary. 
“ Infandum, regina, jubes renovare dolorem.” 
, Varg. 
ALEXIS, MENALCAS: 


MENALCAS, 


Bxuotn, Alexis, {ee this yloomy thade, 
Which feems alone for forrow’s fhelecr 1 





Where no glad beams of light can ever play, 
Gut night faccéeding night excludes the day, 
Where riever birds with harmony repair, 

And light 







ng lurk, or evening Ph 

y tv, nor daily, e’er cD 
No fweetly-Ludding flower, nor fpringiag green: 
For fragrant myrtle, and the blufhing rofe, 
Here baictul yew with deadly cyprefs grows, 
Here then, extended on this wither’d. mofs, 
We'll ie, and thou dhait fing of Albion's lof, - 
OF Albion's lofs, and of Pattora’s death, ~ 
thy mournful feng, and raite thy tun ful 
Lreath. 
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_ The littening echo on my fong thon 


POEM 


~ ALERTS. 

Ah woe too great! Ah thetne» ich far exceeds 
The lowly lays of humble fixepherts reeds! ~ 

O could [fing in verfe of equal grain 
With the Sicitian bard, or Mantnait fwain 5 
Or melting words and moviug nuaibers chonfe, 
Sweet as the Britith Colin’s mo iz mute 3 
Could 1, dike bim, in camefal grief excel, 
And mourn Jike Stella for her Aficofel: 
Then might Lraife my vaice (fee 
Aad with meledious woe the vaile 
















wait, 
name repeat § 
and? murmucing ftream 


Aud hollow rocks Pattora’s 

Bach whillling wind, 
fhould te't. 

How Jov'd fhe liv'd, ‘and how lamented fell. 

MENALCSS. 

» Wert thou with every hay aad Iaurel crown'd, 

And high as Pan bimfelf in fong renown'd ; 

Net would not all thy art avail, to fhow 





. Verte worthy of her name, or of our woes 


Begoue, I 


But fuch true paflion in thy face appears, 

Jn thy pale lips, thick fighs, and guching tears; 
Such tender forrow in thy heart [ cead, 
As fhall fupply all fill, if not exceed. 
‘Then leave this common line of dumb ditirefs, 
Each vulgar gricf can fighs and tears exprets 5 

in fweet ‘complaining notes thy paflion vent, 
“And not in fighs, but words explaining fighs, la- 

ment, 








+ ALERTS. 

Will be my words, Menalcas; wild my thought, 
Artlefs ds nature’s notes in birds unrangiit 5 

gundlefs my verfe, and roving be my ftrains, 
Varions as flowers on unfrequented plains. 
And thou, Thalia, darling of my breaft, 
By whom infpir'd, f ung at Comns’ featts 
While in 3 ring, the joily rural throng 
Have fat aud {mil’d to hear my cheertul fong + 
Begone, with oll thy mirch and (prightly lays, 
My pipe no longer now thy power obeys; 
Learn to lament, my mire, to weep, and mourn, 
Thy {pring ing laurels all to eyprefs urns 
Wound with thy difmal criesthe tender air, [hairs 
Aud beat thy Juowy breaft, and send thy yeliow 
Far hehce, im uumolt wilds, thy dwelling choafe, 
ialia; forrow is my mufe. 

J mourn Pattora dead; let Albion mourns 
And fable cleudy her chalky cliffs adorn, 
No more. thule woods fhall with her fight be 
biel, 
Nor with her teet, thefe lowery pluins he prefs'd; 
No more the winds fall with ker trefles play, 
‘And from her bvimy breath teal (vects away § 
No more thefe rivers cheerfully thail pafs, 
Ficas'd to refic& the beauties af her face; 
While on their banks the wondering flucks have 
° ftond, 
sreedy of fight, and negligent of food. 

No mere the nympbs feall with foft tales delight 
Her ears, no more with Cances pleste her firh 
Nor ever more iil Svan wahe fons f narth, 
Yo blefs the 
Loli is that day which he 
For cver lott veh hor, 
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2 
Tn eallefs night and-arms of deach the Ties, 
Death in eternal fhades has thut Paitura’s eyes 
t ye aympha,gnd 1 mourn ye wictched 
fwains; 
4 anil dete We ye 
nds, and weep ye cr 
ers, and wisher all ye woods, 
Ef mourn Paftera dead; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clonds her chalky cliffs adurn. 
wa difmal gret, which damps furround, 
\i the lies upon +h’ uewholelome ground; 
The marble weeps, ard with a filent pace, 
Ite trickling tears diftil upon her face. 
Faifely ye weep, ye recs, and fiely mourn; | 
tor never will you lot the nymph returw ! 
avd giief the faihlefs tomb relents, 
3 prey laments, 

O fhe was heaven!y fair, in face and mind! 
Never fa nature were fuch beauties joiu'l: 
Without, faining; and within, all white; 
Purero the fenfe, aud pleafing to the fight; » 
Like Some tare flower, whole leaves ail colmurs 

yield, 
And one cing is with fweerett odours fil'd. 
As tofty-pines 0 "ertop the lowly reed, « 
So did her gracefat height ail nymphs exceed ; 

To which excelling height, fhe bore a nund 

Humble, as ofters bending to the wind. 
‘Vhas excellent the was—— 
Ah wretched fate! fhe was, but is to more: 
Help me, ye hills and valleys, to deplore. 
i mourn Paftora dead; fet Albion mourn, 
Ard fable clouds her chal clits 3 adorn a. 
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. arf. 
Let M yreba s sweeping aromatic gum, 
i dehertomb, + 
bees repair, 
s and leave thet honey there: 









gle@& their revels and their midnight fports 
Fhere in unufual wailin; yes wafte the nt: 
And watch her by the fiery glow-worm’s ligh*, 
may no dilmal yew nor cypress geowy 
ufh, por hieer alder’s bough; : 
ky bird fur build hie neit, 
ns receive each howling hes 
he ravens pot ta 
nd bars tht haie the 
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Let each us 
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536 gues 
‘Their wings the feather'd airy people drocp, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces fteop. 

The rocks are clett, and new-defcending rifle 

» Furrow the brows of all th’ impending hills : 

The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn, © 


And cach, with ftreaming eyes, Avpplies his want- 
[grove, 
‘The fawns forfake the woods, the nymphs the 


ing ura. 


And round the plain in fad diftragtion rove ; 
In prickly brakes their tetider limbs they tear, 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 


With their fharp nails, themfelves the fatyrs 


wound, 


And tug their thaggy beards, and bite with 


: grief the ground, 
Lo Pan him{clf beneath a blafted oak 
Dejedted Les, his pipe in pieces broke. 
Sce Pales weeping too, in wild defpair, 
And to the piercing winds her bofom bare, 
- And fee yon fading myrtle, where apgears 
The queen of love, all bath’d in flowing tears; 


See how fhe wrings her hands, and beats her 


breaft, . . 
And tears her ufelefs girdle from her wait: 
Hear the fad murmurs of her fighing doves, 
For grief they figh, forgetful of their loves, 


Lo, Love himfelf, with heavy woes opprett! 


See how his Sorrows fwell his tender breat 3 
His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows flings, 


And folds his litle arms, and hangs his drooping 


wings; F 
‘Then fays his limbs upon the dying grafs, 
And all with tears bedews his beautcous face, + 
‘With tears, which from his folded lids ariie, 


And even Love himfelf has weeping eyes. a 
» All nature mourns; the floods and rocks deplore, 


And ery with me, “ Paftora is no more ?? 
JT mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn, 


‘The rocks can melt, and air in mifts can mourn, 
And floods can weep, and winds to fighs can turn; 


‘Vhe birds, in fongs, their forrows can difclofe, 


Aud nymphs and fwains, in words, cau tell their 


il, Woes. es 
But, oh! behold that deep and wild defpair, 


“Which neither winds can thaw, nor floods, nor air, 
See the great {hepherd, chief of ail the fwains, 


Lord of thefe woods, and wide-extended plains, 


Stretch’d on the ground, and clofe to earth his 


face, 
Scalding with tears th’ already-faded grafs: 


‘Fo the cold clay he joins his throbbing breaft, 


No more within Paftora’s arms to reft A 
No mere! for thofe once foft and circling arms 


‘Themtelves are clay, and cold are all her charms; 
Cold are thofe lips, which he nu more muft kifs, 


And cold that bofom, once all downy blifs; 
On whole foft pillows, tull’'d in fweet delights, 
He us’d in balmy fleep to lofe the nights. 


Ah! where is all that love and fondnefs fled? 


Ab! where is all chat tender {weetnefs laid ? 

‘To duft muft all that heaven of beauty come! 

And muft Paftora meulder in the tomb ! 

Ah, death! more fierce and unrelenting far, 
. Thag wildeft wolves or favage tigers are : 





"Yes shall he flay, and bend to William's praifes 


“THE WORKS OF CONGREVE, 


With lambs and theep their hongers are appeas'd 


“| But ravenous death the fhepherdefs has feiz’d. 


f mourn Paftora dead; let Albion mourn, 
-And fable clouds her chalky cliffé adorn. 
* But fee. Menalcas, where a fudden light, .: 
“With wonder Qops my fong, and ftrikes my 
> “ fight! 


“And where Paftora lies, it fpreads around, 


“ Showing all radiant bright the facred ground, 

“ White from her tomb, behold, a flame afcends 

“ Of whiteft fire, whofe flight to heaven extends ! 

“On flaking wings it mounts, and quick as fight 

“ Cuts through the yielding air with rays of light 5. 

“ Till the blue firmament at laft it gains, 

“ And, fixing there, a glorious tar remains :’* 
Fairett it thines of all that light the ikies, 

As once on earth were {een Paftora’s cyen. 

———— 


TO THE KING, 
ON THE TAKING oF NAMURL 


e ¥ » Lrregular Ode, .°. 


" # Prafenti tibi maturos largimur honoree: 
** Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes,” 


Hor, ad Auguftune, * 


1 

Or arms and war my mufe afpires to fing, 

And ftrike che lyre upon an untry'd fring : 

New fire informs my foul, unfelt before ; 

And, on new wings, to heights unknown I foar.’: 

OQ power unfeen! by whofe refiftlefs force 

Compell’d, | take this flight, direct my courfe; .. 

For fancy wild and pathlefs ways will chovfe, 

Which judgment rarely, or with pain, purfues : 

Say, facred nymph, whence this great change 

proceeds, . 

Why fcorns the Jowly fwain his oaten reeds ; 

Daring aloud to firike the founding lyre, 

And fing heroic deeds; ” 

Negle@ing flames of love, fur martial fire? 

. he yee 
William, alone, my feeble voice can raife; 
What voice fo weak, that cannot fing bis praife! 

..The liftening world each whilper will befriend 
That breathes his name, and every ear attend, 

The hovering winds on downy wings thall wait 

around, . (found. 

And catch, and waft to foreign lands, the fiying 

Ev's: T will in his praife be heard; = 
For by his name my verfe thall be preferr’d, 
Borne like a lark upon this eagic’s wing, 
High as the fpheres, I will his triumph fings 


High as the head. of Fame; Fame whofe exalted 


fize [fkiess- 


From the deep vale extends up to the yaulted 


A thoufand talking tongues the monfter bears, 


‘Athoufand waking eyes and ever-open earssy + 


Hourly fhe ftalks with huge gigantic pace, 


Meafuring the globe, like time, with conftant 


race; 


PO EM &.. 


Of him her thoufand ears fhall hear triumphant 


~ ry : {thali gaze. ° 


= Aaysy 
. OF him he tongue fhall talk, of him her eyes 
ast. 
But lo, a change, aftorifhing my eyes! * 
‘And all around, behold, new objedts rife + 
-\ What forms are thefe { fee? and whence? 
Being: fubttantial! or does air condenfe, 
To clothe in vificnary fhape my various thought? 
Are thefe by fancy wrought ! 
Can flrong ideas ftrike fo deep the fenfe? 
O facred peefy ! O bourdlels power : 
What wonders doft thou trace, what hidden worlds 
. explore! : 
‘Through feas, earth, air, and the wide-cireling 
What is not fought and feen by thy all-piercing eye! 
Iv. 
Twas now, when flowery lawns the profpe@ made, 
And flowing brooks beneath a foreft’s thade ; 
A lowing heifer, lovelictt of the herd, 
Stood feedi.g by , while two fierce buils prepar'é 
Their armed heads for fight; by fate of war to 
prove : 
The vidor worthy of the fair-one’s love. 
Unthought prefage of what met next my view : 
For foon the fhady fcene withdrew : 
And now, fur woods, and fields, and f{prioging 


flowers, 
Behold a town arife, bulwark’d with walls, and lofty 
towers; 7 
‘Two rival armies all the plain o'erfpread, 
Each in battalia rang’d, and fhining arms array’d: 
+ With eager eyes beholding both from far: 7 
Namur, the prize and miftrels of the war. 
: v 
Now, thirft of conque’e, and immortal fame, 
Does every chief and foldicr's heart inflame. 
Defenfive arms the Gallic forces bear, 2 
While hardy Britons for the ftorm prepare = 
For fortune had, with partial hand, before * 
Refign'd the ruie to Gallia’s power. 

High on a rock the mighty fortrefs .tands, 
Founded by fate, and wrought by nature’s hands, 

A wondrous tafk it is th’ afcenc to gain, 

Through craggy cliffs, that {trike the fight with 
“pain, 
And Bed impending tesrors o'er the plain. 
To this, what dangers men can add, by force oF 
fkill ® itt 
(And great is human force and wit in ill), 

Are join’d; on every fids: wide-gaping engines wait, 
Teeming with fire, and big with certain fate; 
Ready to burl deitruction from above, F 
In dreadful roar, mocking the wrath of Jove. 

‘Thus fearfui does the face of adverle power ap- 

pear ; ee i is 
But Britith forces are unus'd to fear: 

Though thus oppos’d they might, if William were 

not there. aoe MS : 


vi. 
But hark, the voice of war! Lchold the form be- 
~- gin! 
+ ‘The trumpet’s clangor {peaks in loud afarma, 
Mingling firill notes, with dreadtai din 
Of. cannons burft, and rattling clahh of arms. 


[iky, | 


$i 
Clamours from earth.to heaven, from heaven to. 
earth rebound, ; 
Diftinion in premifeuous noife is drown’d 
‘And echo loft in one continued found.” 
Torrents of fire from brazen mouths are fent, 
Follow’d by peals, as if each pole were rent; 
Such flames the gulf of Tartarus difgorge, 
So vaulted Etna roars from Vulcan’s forges ‘ 
Such were the peals from thence, fuch tne vatt 
sblaze that broke, 
Reddening with horrid gloom the dufky fmoke, 
When the huge Cyclops did with moulding thunder 
fweat, 
And maflive bolts on repercuflive anvils beat. 
wit. 
Amidft thisrage, ‘behold, where William Rands, 
ss jUndzunted, undifmay'd ! os 
ith face ferene, difpenfing dread comi : 
Which, heard with awe, are with delieht shea 
A thoufand fiery deaths around him fy; 
And burning balls hifs harmlefs bp: * 
For ev'ry fire his facred head muft fpare, "= 
Nor dares¥he lightning touch the laurels there, 
via : 
Now many a wounded Bricon feels t . 
Of miflive fires that fefter in each ae oe 
Which dire revenge alone has power taffuage ; 
Revenge makes danger dreadlefs feem. e 
2 And 1e with defperate force, and freth at. 
tack, - 
Through obvious deaths, refiftlefs Way they 
make ; “i : : 


Railing high piles of earth, and heap on heap they 


ays 

3 And then afcend ; refembling thus (as far i 

% As race of men inferior may) 
The fam’d gigantic war, E 


-When thofe tall fons of earth did heaven afpire ; 


(A brave, but impious fire!) ~~ -- 
Uprooting hills, with mo: ftupendous hale, _ 
To form the high and dreadful feale, 
The gods, with horror and amaze, look’d down, 
Beholding rocks from their firm bafis rents 
: Mountain on mountain thrown, (ment! 
With threatening hurl, that, thook th’ aerial firmaa 
Th’ attempt did fear in heaven create; 
Even Jove defpunding fate, — 
Till Mars, with all his force colleed, ftood, 
And pour’d whole war on the rebellious brood Hf 
Who, tumbling headlong from th’ empyreal fkies, 
O’erwhelm'd thofe hills, by which they thoughe 
. to rife. . Z 
Mars on the gods did then his aid beftow, © 
Aud now in godlike William ttorms with equal 
force beiow. « 


og Ix. ~ eee 

” Still they proceed, with firme unfhaken pace, 
And hardy breafts oppos’d to danger’s face. 
With daring feet, on fpringing mines they tread 


"OF fecret fuiphur, in dire ambuth laid. 


Suil they proceed; though all beneath, the labour- 
ing earth ; 5 
_,Trembies to give the dread irruptions birth. 
Through this, through more, through all they ge," 


_. Mounting at lait amidft the vanquith’d foc. 
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See, how they clinth, aitd feale the feepy walls! 
See, how the Britons rife! fee the retiring Gauls! 
Now from the fort, behold, the yielding flag is 
fpread, - 
And William’s banner on the breach difplay’d, 





x 
Hark, the triumphant fhouts from every voice ! 
The fkies with acclumations r e s 
Hark, how around, the hills rejoice, 
And rocks refiected Jos fing ! 
Hauthoys and fifes and trumpets join’d 
Hercic harmony prepare, 
And charm to filence every wind, 
And glad the late-tormented air. 
Far is the fourd of martial mutic (pread, 
Echoing throvgh all the Gullic hott, 
‘Whofe numerous troops the dreadful ftorm fur- 
vey’d: 
But they, with wonder ot with awe difmay'd, 
j Unmov'd beheld the fortrefs lott. 
William, their numerous troops with terror fill’d, 
Such wondrous charms can godhke valour fhow! 
Not the wing’d Perfeus, with petrific thield 
Of Gorgen’s head, to more amazement charm’d his 
foe, 
Nor, when’ on fuaring horfe he flew, to aid 





“And fave from monfter's rage the beauteous 


maid 5 : : 
Or morc heroic was the deed; 
Or fhe to furer chains decreed, 
‘Than was Namur, dill now by William freed, 
i xI. 
Defcend, my mufe, from thy too-daring height, 
Defcend to earth, and eafe thy wide-ftretch’d 
wing; * 


_For weary art thou grown of this unwonted flight, 


And deftewith pain of triumphs fing. 
More fit for thee, refume thy rural reeds 5 
For war let more harmonious harps be Arung + 
Sing thou of love, and leave great William’s 
deeds ‘ B fung 
To him who fung the Boyne; or him to whom he 


THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE. 
TO TUE RIGHT HONOURABLE - 
CHARLES LORD HALIFAX. |‘ 


% Dignum laude viram mufs vetut mori-—Hor. 


Descenn, celeftial mufe! thy fon infpire 
OF thee to fing ; infufe thy holy fire. | 


| Belov'd of gods and men, thyfelf ditclote s 


Say, from what. fource thy heavenly power arofe; 
‘Which, from unnumber'd years deliveting down 5 
"The deeds of heroes deathlefs in renown, 
Extends their life and fame to ages yet unknown. 
‘Time and the mufe fet forth wath equal pace; 
“At once the rivals fiarted to the race : 

And both at once the deftin’d courfe fhall end, 
Or both to all eternity contend. 

One to preferve what Cother cannot fave, 

Ané refcue virtue rifling from the grave. 


Len 


THE WORKS OF CONGREVE. 


Te thee, O Montague, thefe ftrains are fung, 
Vor thee my voice is tun’d, and Ipeaking lyre is 
firungs = 

For every grace of every mufe is thine $ 
In thee their various Gres united thine, , 
Dazling of Phebus and the tuneful Nine !. 
‘Yo thee alone (dare my fong commend, 
Whofe nature can forgive, and power defend, t 
And flow by turns the patron and the friend, 
Begin, my mufe, from Jove derive thy fong, 
Thy fong of right does firlt to Jove belongs 
For thou thyfclf art of celeftial ieed, 
Nor dare a iire inferior boaft the breed. | 
When firft the frame of this vaft ball was made, 
And Jove with joy the finifh’d work furvey'd; 
Vic:flitude of things, of men and ftates, 
Their rife and fall, were deftin'’d by the fates, 
Then time had firt a name; by firm decree 
Appointed lord of all futurity, 
Within whofe ample bofom fates repofe 
Cautes of things, and fecret feeds enclole, 
Which, ripening there, -fha'l one day gain a birth 
And force a paflage through the teeming earth, 
To him they give to rule the {pacious light, » 
And bound the yet unparted day and night; 
To wing the hours that whirl the rolling {phere, 
Yo fhitt the feafons, and conduet the year, 
Duration of dontinion and of power f 
‘To him prefcribe, and fix each fated hours - 
This mighty rule to time the fates ordain, 
But yet to hard conditions bind his reign ; 
For every beauteous birth he brings to light, 
(How good foe’er and grateful ins his fight,) 
He muft again to native earth reftore, 
And all his race with iron teeth devour, : 
Nor good nor great fhail feape his hungry-maw, 
But bleeding nature prove the rigid law, 

Not yet the loofen’d carth aloft was flung, ' 
Or pois’ amid the fkiesin balance hung; . 
Nbr yet did golden fires the fun adorn, 
Or borrow’d luitre filver Cysithia’s horn ¢ 
Nor yet had time commiflion to begin, 
Or fate the many twifked web to fpins -. , 
When all the heavenly hott affembled came 
To view the world yet refting on its frames 




















| Eager they prefs, to fee the fire difmifs 


And roll the glybe along the vatl abyfs. ‘ 

When éccp revolving thoughts the ged retain, 
Which for a ipace fufpend the promis’d f{cene ; 
Once ntore his eyes on time intentive looks 
Again infpect face’s univerfal book : 

Absoad the wondrous yolume be difplays, 
And prefer views the deeds of future daya. 

A beauteous feene adorns the foremoit page, 
Where nsiure’s bloom prefents the gelden age, 
The golden leaf to filver foon refigns, 
he dheet, but yet more faintly, fhines: 
Of bafér brafs, the next denotes the tintes ; 

nipious page, deform’d with deadly crimes, 
The fourth yet wears a worfe und brownor dace, 
And adds to gloomy days an iron race. 
He turns the book, and every age reviews, - 
‘Then all the kingly Hine his eye purfues ; 
The firt of men. and lords of earth defign’d, 
Who under him should goverz human-kind, 


. 











‘ PO 
@f future herses, there, the fives he ccads, 
th fearch of gtory fpent, and godlike deeds; 
Who empires found, and goodly cities build, 
And favage men compel to leave the field 

All this be faw, and al} he faw approv'd 

When lo! but thence a narrow Space remov'd, 
And hungry time has all the feewe defac’d, 
The kings dettroy'd, and laid che kingdoms wafte: 
"Together all in common ruins lie, 
And but anop, and ev’n the ruins die. « 
*Th’ Almighty, indy tcuch'd, coupaflion found, , 








~ Yo fee great actions in oblivion drown’d ; 


And forward fearch’d thé roll, to find if fate 
Fiad no referve to fpare the good and great. 
Bright in his view the Trojan heroes thine, 
"And Sian ftrugtures rais’d by hands divine 3 


* But iam foun in native duit is laid, 


And alt her boafted pue arvin made. 


+ Nor great “Eneas can her fall withftand, 


But flies, to fave his gods, to iereign land. 
"Phe Roman race fucceed the Dardan fate, 
And firt, and fecond Cxefar, godlike. great. 
Still on to after-days his eyes detcend, 
And rifing heroes itil! the fearch attend. 
Proceeding thus, he many empires pafs'ds 


When fair Britannia fix’d his fight at lait. 


‘Above the waves the lifts her filver head, 

‘And looks a Venus born from Ocean’s bed. ban, 
For rolling years, her happy: fortunes {mile,” 

And fates propitioys bleis the beautcous isles 
To worlds remote fhe wide extends her reign, 


* And wields the trident of the flormy main. 
~: ‘Thus on the bafe of cnipire firm fhe Mands, 


‘While bright Et 





rules the willing lands. 
ing fky comes on apace, 





‘But feou a to 


* And fate revers'd Shows an ill omen'd face, 


‘The void of keaven’a gloomy horror fills, 
And. cloudy veils involve her fhining hills 5 


Of greatnefs pats'd no feottteys the retains, 


“Sunk in a feries of inglorious reigns. 


She feels the change, and decp regrets the fhame 
Of honours lof, and ber dinsinifh’d name + 


_ Cunfcious, the fecks from day to fhrowd her head, 


And glad would fhrink bencach her oozy bed. 
"Thus far, the facred leaves Britannia's wos 
In thady draughts and dufky lines éifclafe. 
‘yh’ enfuing icene revolves a martial age, 


* And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 


* From iron fleep; 


Behold! of radiant hight an erb arife, 


"Which, kindling day, reftores the darken'd fics: 
_ And few! on feas the beaty ball defends, 


‘And now its courle to fair Britaunia bends: 

Along the foamy main the billows bear 

‘The floating fire, and walt the fhining: fphere. 

Hail, kappy omen! Hail, auipicious bghe ! 

‘Thou glorious guide to yet a yrester lighe. 2 

For fee a prince, whom dazzling arms array, 

Purluing clofely, plows the wareiy way, 

"Sracing the glory through the Haming fea, ge 
Britannia, rife; awake, O faireft ifle, 

again thy fortunes finile. 

‘Once more lovk up, the mighty msn behold, 

‘Whofe reign renews the fermerage of gold, 

"The fates at length the blis{ul web have fpun, 

And-bid it round in endlefe circlestun, : 








{ “xpsin chy martial fons fhastl chic 
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\ Again thall ditant lands confefs thy fways < 
! Again the watery world thy rule chey; 
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And «in ip foreign ficlds a deathicls samsz 

For. William's genius every foul ivipires, 

And warms the frozen youth with warlike fires, 

‘Already, fee, the hottile troops retreat, 

‘And feem forewarn'd of their impending fate. 

Already routed foes his fury feel, 

And fly the force ef his uncrring fteel. ; 

‘The haughty Gaul, who well, till pow, might boat 

A matchlefs (word and unrefified holt, 

‘At his forefeen approach the fieid forfkess 

His cies tremble, and bis empire thakes, 

His towering enfigns long had aw'd the plain, 

‘And ficets audaciowfly wfurp’d the mains, 

A gathering ftorm he teen a, which from afar 

reemi’d with 2 delugeaf deftructive war, ° 

Till William’s fironger genins fuar’d above, © 

And down the fies the daring tempe't drove. 

So feom the radiant fun retires the night, 

And weftern clouds fhot through with orient light. 

$o when th’ affuming god, whem flotms obey, 

“Yo all the warring winds at ence gives way, 

‘The frantic brethren ravage all around, : 

And rocks, and woods, and fhores, their rage 
refound 5 : 7 

Incumbent o'er the main, at length they fweep 

The liquid ylains, and raife the pezceful deep. 

But when fupeticr Neptune leaves his bed, 

Bis trident shakes, and fhows his awful head; 

Yhe madding winds are hufh’d, the tempets ceafe, 

And cvery rolling Surge refides in peace. 

Aud now the facred Jeaf a landikip wears, 
Where heaven ferene, and air pamov'd, appears. 
The rofe and tily paitt the verdant plains, 

And palm and olive hade the Sylvan fcenes. 

The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides, 
And feft, and ftill, the filver furface glides, 

yrs fan the ficlds, the whilpering breeze 
With fragrant breath rensurmurs through the trees, 
The warbling birds, applauding new-born light, 
In wanton meatures wing their airy Bight, 

Above the floods. the firny race repair, se: 
Aud bound aloft, and befk in upper air; ~ ; 
‘They gild their fealy backs in PLocbus' beams, 
And scorn to fin the level of the ftreams, 

Whole nature wears a gay and joyous face, 

‘And blooms apd ripens with the fruits of peace. 

No more the labouring hind r: his toil, 
But cheerfully manures the grateivl foil 5" 

Sceure the glebe a plenteous crop will yield, 

And golden Ceres grace the waving field. 

Th’ adventurous man, whe derf the deep explore, 
Oppofe the winds, and tempt the thelly thore, 
Beneath: his roof now tafles eebreken reft, 
Enough with native weakdvan, 2 

No more. the forward youth purfue: 
Nor leaves the sacred arts for tubborn a: 
No sore the motheis from their hopes are torn, 
Nor weeping maids ‘d lover mourn. 
No more the widows’ firicks, and orphans’ cries, 
‘Yorment the patient air, and pierce the fk: 
peaceful joys the profperons times alfur 
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age ae 
And he whofe arms alane fuftain’d the toil, 


And propp’d the nodding frame of Britain's ifle; 


_ By whefe illuftrious deeds, ber leaders fir'd, 
Have honours loft retriev’d, and new acquir’d, 
‘With equal fway wiil virtue’s laws maintain, 
And good, as great, in awful peace fhall reign; 
For his exemple ftill'the rule thall give, 
And thofe it taught to conquer, teach to live. 
Proceeding on, the father {till unfolds 
Succeeding leaves, and brighter ftili beholds; ~~ 
The lacett fren the faireft feems to fhine, 
Yet fudden does to one more fair refign, | 
Th’ Eternal paus’d. 
Nor would Britannia’s fate beyond explore; i 
Enough he faw befides the coming ftore, 
Enough the hero kad already done, 
And round the wide extent of glory rua: < 
Nor further now the fhining path purfues, 
But like the fun the fame bright race renews. 
And thall remorfelefs fates on him have power! 
Or time unequally fuch worth devour ! 
Then, wherefore thall the brave for fame contett ? 
Why is this man diftinguith’d from the reit? 
Whole foaring genius now fublime afpires, 
And deachlets fame the due reward requires. 
Approving heaven th’ exalted virtte views, 
Nor can the claim which it approves refute. 
‘Fhe great Creator foon the grant refolves, 
And in his mighty mind the means revolves. 
He thought; nor doubted once again to choofe, 
But fpake the word, and made th’ immortal mufe. 
Ne’er did his power produce fo bright a child, 
On whofe creation infant nature fril’d, 
Perfect at firft, a finith’d form the wears, 
And youth perpetnal in her face appears. 
Th’ affembled gods, who long expeting fhaid, 
With new delight gaze on the lovely maid, 
And think the with’d-for world was well de- 
Jay’d. 
Nor did the fire himfelf his joy difguife, 
But fledfaft view'd, and fix'd, and fed his eyes: 
Intent a fpace, at length he filence broke, 
And thus the god the heavenly fair befpoke: 
““ To thee, immortal maid, from this blefe’d 
“ hour, 
© O'er time and fame, 1 give unbounded power. 
“ ‘Thou from oblivion fhale the hero fave 
“ Shalt rife, revive, inmortalize the brave. 
“ To thee, the Dardan prince fhall ewe his fame;— 
“ To thee, the Cafars their eternal name. 
“ Kiiza, fung by thee, with fate hall rive, 
™ And long as time in facred verfe farvive. 
* And yet, O mufe, remains the nobleft theme; 
‘ The firft of men, mature for endlefs fame, 
Thy future fongs fhall grace, and all thy lays, 
“ Thenceforth,alone hall wait on William's praife. 
Qn his heroic deeds thy verfe fhall rife ; 
Thou thale diffufe the fires that he fupplies. 





. ‘Through him thy fongs fhall more fublime af-_ 


{pire ; > {quire; 
© And he, through them, fhall deathlefs fame ac 
“ Nor time nor fate his glory fhall oppofe, 

* Or bladt the monuments the mufe beftows.” 
This faid; no more remain'd. Th’ ethereal 
Again impatient crowd the cryftal coaft. ’ [hoft 
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The father, now, within his fpacious hands, 

Encompafs’d all the mingled mafs of feas an€. 
lands; 

And, having ‘heav'd aloft the Ponderows fphere, 

He launch’d the | world to float in ambient air, 


ae te tie . oes a 





~ ON MRS. ARABELLA HUNT, SINGING: 
. IRREGULAR ODE, : 


: ae ‘ 
Ler all be hufh'd, each fofteft motion ceafe, 
Be every loud tumultuous thought at Peacey 
And every ruder gafp of breath g 
Be calm, as in the arms of death. 
And thou, moft fickle, moft uneafy part; 
Thou reftlefs wanderer, my heart, ~..- 
Be fill; gently, ah leave, 
Thou bufy, idle thing, to heave, 
Stir not a pulfe; and let my blood, 
‘That turbulent, unruly flood, 
Be foftly Qtay’d : : 
Let me be all, but my attention, dead. 
Go, reft, unneceffary fprings of life, 
Leave your officious toil and ftrife 5°, 
For 1 would hear her voice, end try 
If it be poflible to die. 





at Oh aie Ae 
Come, all ye love-fick maids and wounded {wain: 
And liften to her healing ftrains. : 
A wondrous balm between her lips the wears, 
Of fovereign force to foften cares 5 
And this through every ear fhe can impart 
(By tuneful breath diffus’d) to every heart. “” 
Swiftly the gentle charmer flies, 
And to the tender grief foft air applies, 
Which, warbling myftic founds, 
Cements the bleeding panter’s wounds, 
~ But ah! beware ef clamerous moan; * 
Let no unpleafing murmur, or harth groan, 
Your flighted loves declare: 
Your very tendereft moving fighs forbear, 
For even they will be too boiiterous here. 
Hither let nought but facred filence come, 
And let all faucy praife be damb. 
wil. 
“And lo! Silence himfelf is here ; 
Methinks I fee the midnight god appear. 
In all his downy pomp array'd, 
Behold the reverend fhade ; 
An ancient figh he fits upon, 
Whoie memory of found is long fince gone, * 
And purpofely annihilated for his throne: 
Beneath, two foft tranfparent clouds do meet, 
In which he feems to fink his fofter feet. ‘ 
Amelancholy thought, condens’d to airy 
Stol’a from a lover in defpair, 
Like a thin mantle, ferves to wrap 
In fluid folda his vifionary fhape. 
A wreath of darknefs round his head heweats, 
Where curling mifts fupply the want of hairs; 
While the itill vapours, which from poppies rife 
Bedew his hoary face, apd lull his eyes. 
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17, : 
But hark! the heavenly {phere turns round, 
And filence now is drown’d 
Jn ecftafy of found. 
Flow on a fudden the ftill air is charm'd, 
‘As if all harmony were juft alarm’d ! 
And every foul, with tranfport fill'd, 
Alternately is thaw’d and chill’d. 
See how the heavenly choir 
Come flocking to admire, 
And with what {peed and care” 
Defcending angels cull the thinneft-ait! 
atte then, come all th’ immortal throng, | 
And liften to her fong! 
Leave your lov'd manfiongin the iky, 
And hither, quickly hither fly. 
Your Jofs of heaven, nor fhall you need to fear 5 
While the fing, ’tis heaven here. 
v. 


Sce how they crowd, ice how the little cherubs 
feip! 
While others fic around her mouth, and fip 
Sweet Hullelujahs from her lip, 
Thofe Jips, where in furprife of bli they rove ; 
For ne'er before did angels tafte 
So exquifite a feaft, 
OF mutic and of love. 
Prepare then, ye immortal choir, 
Each facred minftrel tune his lyre, 
And with her Voice in chorus join; 
Fier voice, which next to yours is moft divine. 
Blefs the glad earth with heavenly lays, 
And to that pitch th’ eternal accents raile, 
‘Which only breath infpir’d can reach, [teach : 
To notes, which only fhe can learn, and you can 
While we, charm’d with the lov'd excels, 
Are wrapt in fweer forgetfulness 
Of all, of all, but of the prefent happinefss 
Withing for ever in that {late to hie, 
For ever to be dying fo, yet never die. 





PRIAM’S LAMENTATION AND PETITION 
TO ACHILLES, 


TOR THE BODY OF HIS SON HECTOR, 
Cranflaied foom the Greek of Homer, liad w. 


Beginning at this line: 
oe pa Quvtnas aarten wags paexgdv"OAueON. 


“Beubiay 


Argument introduEtory to this tranflation. 


Hestor’s body (after he was flain) remained ftillin 
the poffeflion of Achilles; for which Priam 
made great lamentation. Jupiter had pity on 
him ; and fent Iris to comfort him, and direé& 
him after what manner he fhould goto Achil 
Jes’s tent; and how he fhould there ranfom the 

~ bedy of his fon. Priam accordingly arders his 
charist to be got ready, and, preparing sich pre- 


S4E 


fents for Achilles, fets forward to the Grecian 
camp, accompanied by nobody but his herald 
“Idzus.. Mercury, at Jupiter's command, meets. 
him by the wayin the figure of a young Gree. 
cian, and, after bemoaning his misfortune, ua 
dertakes to drive his chariot unobjerved throughy. 
the guards, and to the door of Achilles’s tent s 
which having performed, he difcovered himfelf 
a god, and giving him a fhort inftrufion how 
to move Achilles to compaffion, flew up to hea- 
ven. 
80 fpake the god, and heavenward took his fight; 
When Priam from his chariot did alight; 
Leaving Ideeus there, alone he went 
With fotern pace into Achilles’ tent. 4 # 
Hecdlefs he pafs’d through various rooms of ftate, 
Until approkching where the hero fates « 
There, at a feaft, the good old Priam found 
Jove's beft-belov’d, with all his chiefs around; 
Two only were t’ attend his perfon plac’d, ’ 
Automedon and Alcymus; the reft 
At greater difance, greater ftate exprefe'd, 
Priam, unfeen by thefe, his way purfued, 
And firft of all was by Achilles view'd. 
About his knees hiPtrembling arms he caft,” 
And agonizing grafp’d and held them faft 5 3 
Then aught his hands, and kife’d and prefs'd them 
clofe, 
Thofe hands, th’ inhuman authors of his woes;'. 7 
Thofe kands, whofe unrelenting force had cof 
Much of his blood (for many fons he loft). 
But, as a wretch who has a murder done, 
And, feeking refuge, does from juftice mun, 
Entering fome houfe, in hafte, where he’s unksto 
Creates amazement in the lookers-on: 
So did Achilles gaze, furprie’d to fee 
‘The godlike Priam’s royal milery ; 
Allon each other gaz’d, all in furprife, He 
And mute, yet feem'd to queftion with their eyes, 
Till he at length the folemn Gilence broke; . 
And thus the vencrable fup, liane fpoke : 
“ Divine Achilics, at your fect behold ‘ 
A proftrate king, in wretchednefs grown eld : 
Think on. your father, and then look on me, 
“ Bis hoary age and helplefs perfon fee; 
So furrow'd are his cheeks, fo white his hairs, 
Such, and fo many, his declining years; 
* Could you imagine (but that cannot be) 
Could you imagine fuch, his mifery ! 
“ Yer it may come, when he fhall be opprefs*d,-..., 
* And neighbouring princes lay his country waftey 
“« Ev’n at this time, perhaps, fome powerful fos, 
Who will vo mercy, no compaffion, fhow,: 
« Entering his palace, fees him feebly fly, 
« And feek protection where no help is nigh, 
“ In vain he may your fatal abfence mourn, 
“ And with, in vain, for your delay’d return; 
“ Yet, that he hears you live, is fome relief; 
“© Some hopes alleviate his excefs of grief: 
“ Te glads his foul to think he once may fee 
His much-lov'd fon; would that were granted, 
me! < 
“ But f, moft wretched }! of all bereft! 
* Of all my worthy fons how few are lefe! 








54% 
“© Yet fifty gnodly youths Thad to hoaft, 

When firlt the Grecks invaded Hion’s coal : 
Ninetecn, the joyful iffae of one wurmb, : 
v, els! a mourntul pribute to one tomb, 
efs war this devafiation wrought, 






“ Still one was left,in whom was all my hope, 
My age's comfort, and his country’s ptop 3 * 
* Heélor, my darling, and my lal defence, 
® Whofe life alone their deaths could recompenfe ; 
And, to complete my fore of countlefe vue, 
Him you have flain——of him bereav’d me too! 
For his fake only hither am I come; 





* Rich gifts 1 bricg, and wealsh, an endlefe fam ; 


* Ailto redeem that fatal prize you won, 

* A worthlesi m for fu brave a fon, 

“ Fear the juft gods, Achilles; and on me 

With pity luok 5 think you your father fee; 

Such as Lam, he iss alone in this, 

Tear no equal have in mileries ; 

Of all maukind mott wretched and forlorn; 

Bow’d with fuch weight as never has been 
borne; - . 

Reduc’d to kneel and pray to you, from whom 

“Phe {pring and fource of al! my torrows come; 

With gitts to court mine and my country’s bane, 






~“ And ifs thofe hands which have my children 


» flaia.?” = 
He Spake~—— ' 

Now fadnefs o’er Achilles’ face appears, * 
Priam he views, apd fur bis father fears; 
‘That, and compatiion, melt him junto tears. 
‘Then gently with his hand he put away 
Old Priam’s face; but he ftill prottrate lay, 
And there, with tcars apd fighs, afeefh begun 


"Lo mourn the fall of his iil-fated fon, 


Bot paflion diferent ways Ackilles tarns, 
Now he Patroclus, now his father mourns ¢ 
‘Thus both with lamentations fill’d the place, 
‘Till orrow feem’d to wear one common face. 





THE LAMENTATIONS OF 


HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HELEN 


OVER THE DEAD BCDY OF HECTOR. 
Tranplated from the Greek of Honier, Wiad we 
.’ Beginning at this line : 
"His Bi agedwendes iniBrale wcavis’ alan 
‘Connestion of this with the former tranflation 


Prizm, at laft, moves Achilles to compaffion, and, 
altcr having made kim prefents of great value, 
obtains the body of his fon. Mercury awakens 
Priam early in the morning, and advifes him to 
hafte away with the body, loft Agamen:non 
fhould be informed of his. being in the camp : 
he himfelf helys to harnefsthe mules.and hortes, 
and conveys him fafely, and without noife, cha- 

“riot aad all, from among, the Gr 





And their ftrong nerves to diffolutian brought. 
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then flies up to heaven, leaving Priam and Ideus 
to travel on with the body toward Troy... 


Now did the fafron morn her béamis difpluy, 
Gilding the face of univerfal day ; 
When mourning Priam to the town return'd; * 
Slowly his chariot mov'd, as that had moura'd s 
The mules beneath the mangled body go, = 
As bearing row) unufual weight of woe. 3 
Yo Pergamus’ high top Caffandresiies, 
Thence the afar the fad proceffion Spies : 
Her father and Ideeus firt appear, 
Then Heétor’s corpfe extended on a bier; 
At which her boundleds grief lond crigs began, 
And, thus lamenting, through the ftreet fhe ran: 
“ Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all !, 
“ Behold the gedlike Heétor’s funeral ! ' 
“ If e’er you went with joy to fee him come 
Adorn’d with conqueft and with laureis home, 
“ Affemble now, his ranfom’d body fee, 
“ What once was all your joy j now all your mi- 
fery 
She fpake, and ftrait the numerous crowd obey’d, 
Nor men, nor woman, in the city fay’; : 
Common confent of grief had made thenr one; 
With clamorous moan to Scaa’s gate they run ¢ 
‘There the lov’d body of their Hedor meet, : 
Which they, with loud arid freth lamentiigs, greet. 
His reverend mother, and his tender wife, 
Equal in love, in grief had equal ftrife : 
In torrow they no moderation knew, 
But, wildly wailing, to the chariot few : " 
There firove the rolling wheels to hold, while each * 
Atrempred firft his breathlefs cerpfe'to reach: - 
Aloud they beat their breafts, and tore their hair. 
Rending around with thricks the fuffering air. . 
Now had the throng of people ftopt the way, 
Who would have there lamented all the day’; 
But Priam from his chariot refe, and {pake, 
“ Trojans, enough; trace with your forrows 
make ; . : 
** Give way to me, and yield the chariot room : 
“ Firftlet me bear my Hedtor’s hody home, 
“ “Then mourn your fill.” Ac this the crowd gave 
Yielding like waves of a divided fea. fway, 
{deus to the palace drove, then laid 
With care the body on a fumptuous bed, 
And round absut were fkilful fingers plac’d, 
Who wept, and figh'd, and in fad notes, exprefs'd 
Their mean; all in a chorus did agree! 
Of univerfal mournful harmony, Gh 
When firlt Andromache her paffion broke, 
And thus (clefe preffing his pale cheeks) the fpoke: 











“ 





ANDROMACHE’s LAMENTATION. 

O my loft bufband | Jet me ever mourn, 
Thy early fate, and too untimely urn:* | P 
In the full pride of youth thy glovies fade, 
And thou in afhes muft with them be Jaid. 

Why is my heart thus miferably torn! + 
Why am I thus diftrefs’d! why thus forlorn? 
Am I that wretched thing a widow left ? 
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft ? 

Yee 1 were.bieit, were I alune undone; 
Alas, my child! where can an ‘infant ren 2 


By Hedtor’s hand, on him will vent his rage, 


PQeE 
U-happy orphan! thou in woes art nurs'd; > 
Why were you born ?—I am with bleflingscurs'd 5 
For long ere thou fhalt be to manhood grown, 
Wide defolation will lay wafte this tow: : 
Who is there now that can protection give, 
Since he, who was her ftrength, no more doth live? 
Who of her reverend matrons will have care? 
Who fave her children from the rage of war? 
Yor he to all father and huthand was, 
‘And all are orphans now, and widows, by his lofs. 
Soon will the Grecians now infulting come, 
‘And bear us captives to their difant home 5 
1, with my child, muft the fame fortune fhare, 
And all alike be prifoners of the war; 
*Mongft bafe-horn wretches he his lot mutt have, 
And be to fome inhuman lord a flave. 
“Fife fome avenging Greek, with fury fill’d, 
Or for an only foo or farher kill 


‘And with his blood bis thiry grief affuage; 
For many fell hy his zelenclefs hand, 
Biting that ground, with which, theie blood was 
‘s fain’, . 

Fierce was thy father (O my child) in war, 
Ané never did his foes in batue fpare; 
‘Shence come thefe fulferings, which fo much have 

; coft. ; 
Mach woe to all, but fure to me the moft: 
} faw hin not when in the pangs of death, 
Nor did my lips receive his lateft breath 5 
Why held he not to me his dying hand? 
And why receiv'd not,} his Lat command ? 
Something he would have faid, bad 1 been there, 
Which Lfbould fill ia fad remenrbrance beae 5 
For could never, never-srevds forget, 
Which night and day I fhould with tears repeat. 
She fpake, and wept afrefb, when all around 
Agenctal figh diifus'd a mournful jound. 
Then Hecuba, who long bad been oppreft 
‘With bo.ling paffions in her aged breaft, 
Mingling her words with fighs and tears, begun 
A lamentation for her darling fon. 

e RECURA’S LANENTATION, 

Hegto1, my joy, and to my foul more dear: 
Than ali my other numerous iffue were 5 
© my laft comfort, and my beft-belov'd 
Thod, at whofe fall even Jove himfelf was mov'd, 
And fent a god his.dread communds to bear, 
So far thou wert high Heaven’s peculiar care ; 
From fierce Achilles’ chains thy corpfe was freed, 
So kind.a fate was fur none clfe decreed + i 
My other fons, made prifoners by his hands, 
Were fold like flaves, and fhipt to foreign lands. 
"Phou too were fentenc’d by his barbarous doom, 
And drage’d, when dead, about Patroclus’ tomb. 
His lov’d Patroclus, whom thy hands had flain : 
and yet that cruelty was us‘d in vain, 
Since all cousd not reftore his life again. 
Now frefh and glowing ev’n in death thou art, 
And fair as he who fell by Phecbus’ dart. 
Here weeping Hecuba her patlion flay'd, 
And univer{al moan again was made; 
When Helen’s lamentarion hers fupply’d, 
gad thus, aloud, chat fatal beauty aya 
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HELEN’S LAMENTATION. 
O Heor, thou were rooted in my heart, 
No brother there had half fo large a part! 
Nor lefs than twenty years are now paly'd o'er, 
Since firft 1 landed on the Trejan fhore ; 
Since t.with godtike Paris fled from home: 








(Would {had dy’d befare that day had come !} 
{In all which time (fo gentle was thy mind) 
I ne’er could charge thee with 2 deed unkind ; 
Nor one uatender word, or look of fcorn, 
Which 4 too often have from others borne. 

Bue you from their reproach fill fet me free, 
‘And kindly have reprov'’d their cruelry;# 

Hf by my fifters or the queen revii’d, 

(For the good king, like you, was ever mild) 
Your kindnefs ftili has all my grief beguil’d. 

Ever jn tears let me your lofs bemeaa, 

Who had no friend alive but you alone : 

All will reproach me now where’er I pafs, 

And fly with horror from my hated face. 

his faid, he wept; and the vait throng was mov'd, 
And with a general zh her gricf approv'd, 
When Priam (who had heard the mourning 

crowd) 
Rofe from his feat, and thus he {pake aloud : 
“ Ceafe your lamentings, Trojans, for a while, 

« And fell down trees to build a funeral pile; 
«© Fear not an ambuth by the Grecians laid, 

“ For with Achilles twelve days truce I made.” 
He fpake; and all obcy’d as with one mind, 
Chariots were brought, and mules and oxen join’d; 

Forth from the city all the pcople went, 

And nine days {pace was in that labour fpent 5 

Vhe tenth, a mo2 fupendous pile they made, 

And on the top the manly Heétor laid, 

Then gave it fire; while all, with weeping eyes, 

Beheld the rolling flames‘and fmoke arife. 

All night they wept, awd all the night it burn’d 5 

But when the roly morn with day recura’d, 

About the pile the thronging people came, 

And with black wine quench’d the reining flame. 

His brothersthen and tricnde fearch'd every where, 

And gachering up his frowy bones with care, 

Wept o’er them; when an urn of gold was 
broughr, 

Wrapt in folt purple palis, and richly wrought, 

In which the facred afhes were interr’d, 

‘Yhen o'er his grave a monument they rear’d. 

Meantime ftrong guards were plac'd, and caree 
ful fpies, ° : 

‘To watch the Grecians, and prevent furprile. 

The work once ended, ali the vait refor 

Of mourning people went to Priam's-court ; 

‘There they refrefh’d their weary limbs with reft, 

nding the funeral with 2 folemu Leait, 








PARAPHRASE UPON HORACE, 
: " ODE Kix, LIB. Le 
“© Mater fieva Copidinum, &e.* 


are i 
Tue tyrant queen of foft defires, 
Wah the reuatiess aid of iprightly wine 





‘es And wanton eafe, confpires 
“ ‘Tovmake my heart its peace refign, 
And re-admit love's long-rejected fires. 

For heauteous Glyceta | burn, {return, 
The flames fo long repell’d with double force 
Matchieds her face appears, and fhines more bright 
Than polift’d marble when refl.dting light : 

Her very coynefs warms; 
Add with a grateful ful.ennefs the charms: 
Each lovk darts forth a thoufand rays, 

Whofe luftre an unwary fight betrays; 

‘My eye-balls fwim, and J grow giddy while I gaze. 
aa 

She comes! fhe comes | fhe ruthes in my veins! 

At once all Venus enters, and at large the reigns ! 

. Cyprus no more with her abode is ble; 
Yam her palace, and her throne my breaft, 
Of favage Scythian arms no more | write, 
Of Parthian archers, who in fiying fight, 

‘i And make rough war their fport;. 

Such idle themes no more can move, 

‘Wor any thing but whar’s of high import 

And what's of high import, but eve? 

‘Wervain and gums, aud the green eurt prepare ; 
“With wine of two years old your cups ve fili'd : 
“After our facrifice and prayer, 

“Phe goddefs may incline her heart to yield, 


————___— 


STANZAS 
IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 
BIB. (2, ODE XIV. 


* Eheu fugaces, Pofthume, Pofthume, 
© Labuntur anni, &c.” 


‘ 
An‘ no,’tis all in vain, believe me "tis, 
‘This pious artifice. 
Not all thefe prayers and alms can buy 
Ove moment tow’rd eternity. 
Eternity! that boundlefs race, 
Which Time himfclf cam never ran 
a¢Swift as he flies, with an unweary'd pace) : 
Which, when ten thoufand, thouland years are 
done, 
Is ftill the fame, and ftill to be begun. 
Fix'd are thofe limits, which preferibe 
A fhort extent to the moft lafting breath; 
“And though thou could’ft for facrifice lay down 
Millions of other lives to fave thy own, 
*Cwere fruitiefs all; not all would bribe 
“Gare {upernumerary gafp from death, 
ak 
In vain's thy inczhaufted fore 
Of wealth, in vain thy power; 
Thy honours, titles, all musi fail, 
Where piety itfelf can nought avail. 
The rich, the great, the innocent, and juft, 
Mutt all be huddled to the grave, 
With the molt vile and ignominious Dave, 
And undiftinguifh’d le in dut. 
In vain the fearful flies alarms, 
te vain he is fecure from wounds ef arms, 





THE WOKES OF CONGREVE. 


In vain avoids the faithlefs fear, 
An: is confin’d to home and eafe, 
Bounding his knowledge, to extend his days, 
Tn vain are al] thefe arts we try, 
All our evafiens, and regret to die: 
From the contagion of mortaliry, 
No clime is pure, no air is frees 
And no retreat 
Is fo obfeure, as to be hid from fate. 
oe tea 
Thou muft, alas’ thou muft, my friend; 
(The very hour thn new dof ipend 
In ftudying to avoid, brings cn thy end) 
Thou mutt forego the dearcft joys ot life; 
Leave the warm bofon: of thy tender wife, 
And all the much-ov'd offspring of her womb, 
To moulder in the cold e::.braces of a tomb. 
All mutt be left, and all be loft; 
Thy houfe, whole ttately ftru@ure fo much cof, 
Shail not afford 
Rovm for the ftinking carcafe of its lord. 
Of all thy pleaiant garcens, grots, and bowers, 
Thy coiily fruits, thy far-fetch'd plants and 
flowera, 
Nought thalt thou five; 
Or but a fprig of rofemary halt have, 
To wither with thee in the grave : 
The reft fhall live and flourith, to upbraid 
‘Their tranfitory mafler dead. 





we 
Then fhall thy long-expe@ing heir 
A joyful mourning wear : 
And riot in the wafte of that eftate 
which thou haft taken fo much pains to get. 
AN thy hid ftores he thal) unfold, 
And fet at large thy captive geld 
That precivus wine, condemn’d by thee 
To vaults and prifons, thall again be trees 
Bury'd alive though now it lies, 
"Again thall rife; 
Again its fparkling furface fhow, 
And free as clement profuiely flow. 

With fuch high food he ‘hall fet forth his feafts, 
‘hat cardinals shall with to be his guetts; 
And pamper’d prelates fee 

Thenafetves outdone in luxury. 


IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 
ODE 1x. LIB. 1. 


Vides ut alta, &c.'* 


Bress me, ’tis cold! how chill the air! 
flow nuked does the world appear | 
But fee (big with the offspring uf the north) 
The teeming clouds bring forth s 
A fhower of Jott and fleecy rain 
Falls, to new-clothe the earth again. 
Behold the mountain-tops around, 
As if with fur of ermius crown’d ; 
And to! bow by degrees 
The univerfal mantle hides the trees 
In hoary fakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the autumn of the ky: 


Trembling, the grovee fuftain theie weight, 
Like aged Jimbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a venerabis head of fnow. 
ite 
Diffafive cold does the whole ear:h invade, 
Like a difeate, through all its veins ’tis {pread, 
Ané each late living flream is numb'd and dead. 
Let’s melt the frozen hours, make warm the air; 
Let cheerful fires Sol’s feeble beams repair ; 
Fill the large bow) with fparkling wine ; 
Let's drink till our own faces thine, 
"Till we like fans appear, 
To light and warm the hemifphere. 
Wine can difpenfe to all both light and heat, 
They are with wine incorporate 5 {mix, 
"That powerful juice, with which no cold dares 
Which {till is Buid, and no froft can fix: 
‘Let that but in abundance flow, 
‘And let it ftorm and thunder, hail and fnow, 
*Tis Heaven’s concern: and let it be 
"The care of Heaven ftill for me + [feas, 
'Thofe winds which rend the oaks and plough the 
Great Jove can, if he pleafe, 
With one commanding nod appeate, 
ik 
Seck not to know to-morrow’s doom 5 
"That is not ours, which ia to come : 
"The prefent moment’s all our ftore ; 
The next fhould Heaven allow, 
"Then this will be no more + 
Go all our life is but one inftant now. 
J.oole on each day. you've pait 
‘To be a mighty treafure won; 
And lay each moment out in haite; 
We're fure to live too faft, 
‘And cannot live too foon, 
Youth doth a thovfand pleafures brings _ 
Which from decrepit age will fly ¢ 
The flowers that flourith in the {pring 
In winter’s cold embraces die. 
iv, 
Now Love, that everlafting boy, invites 
‘Vo revel while you may, in foit delights: 
Now the kind nymph yields all her charms, 
Nor yields in vain to youthful arms, . 
Slowly fhe promifes at night to meet, 
Hut cigerly prevents the hour with fwifter feet. 
To gloumy groves and fhades wbfcure the flies, 
"Phere veils the bright confeflion of her yess 
Unwillingly the Bays, 
Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in foft fighs conveys 
The whifpers of her heart. 
Stil} the invites and fill denies, 
‘And. vows fhe'll leave you if you're rude 5 
Then from her ravifher fhe flies, 
But flies to be purfu'ds 
If from his fight fhe does herfelf convey, 
With a feign’d laugh the will herfelf betray, 
And cunningly inftrué him in the way. 


oe 


SONG. 


{bow 











L . 

{roor’p, and I figh’d, and I with’d T could fpeak, | 
‘Aud very fain would have been at her; 
You. Vi. 


P Ovg M & 3 
and | But when I frove moft my great paffion to breaks” 


ee 
Sull then I faid leak ef the matter. , 


Is. 
I fwore to myfelf, and refolv'd I would try 
Some way my poor heart to recover 5 
But chat was all vain, for I fooner could die, 
Than live with forbesring to Jove her. 
bei 
Dear Cxlis, be kind then; and fince your own 
eyes 
By looks can command adaration, 
Give mine leave to talk toa, and do not defpie 
‘Thofe oglings that tell you my paffion. na 
Iv. 
Well look, and we'll love, and though neither 
fhould {peak, ; 
The pleafure we'll ftill be purfuing ; {make 
And fo, without words, I don’t doubt we may. 
A very good end of this woving. oe “ee 


THE RECONCILIATION, 


RECITATIVEs 
Farr Celia love pretended, 
And nam’d the myrtle bower, 
Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis'd hour. 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expectation, 
His heart with rage o’erfdwing, 
He vented thas his paffion. 
ODE. 
To all the fex deceitful, 
A long and Iaft adicu ; 
Since women prove ungrateful 
As oft as men prove trues 
The pains they caufe are many, 
And long and hard to bear; 
‘The joys they give (if any) 
Few, fhort, and infincere. 
RECITATIVEs 
But Celia now, repenting 
Her breach of affignation, 
Arriv’d wish eyes confenring, 
And fparkling inclination. 
Like Citherea fmiling, 
She blush’, and laid his paffion 5 
‘The fhepherd ceas'd reviling, 
And fung this recantation. 
FALINODEs 
How engaging, hew endearings 
Isa lover’s pain and care! 4 
‘And what joy the nymph’s appeatingy 
After abfence or defpair!', - 
Women wife increafe defixing> 
By contriying kind delays; 
And advancing, or retiring, 


All they mean is-more to pleafe. 
























“ABSENCE, 


Axas! what pains, what racking thoughts be 
proves, es 


| Whe Jive remov'd from her he deareft loves: 
d 


of oy 


48. THE WORKS oF CONGREVE, 


In cruel alfener dasm'd pak joys to mourn, 
And think on hours that will no more retaca ! 
Oh let me never the pres of abfeuce try, 
“Save me from abfence, Love, or let me: 








SONG, 


Farse though fhe he to me and love, 
Pil ne'er purfue revenge; 

“For (till the charmer } approve, 
Though I deplore ber change. 


Yo hours of Mifs we oft hav met, 
They could not always lat ; 
And though the prefent | regret, 

Vm grateful for the pat. 





SONG IN DIALOGUE, 


POR TWO WOMEN, 


hn 
Love and am below’d again, 
Serephon no more fhall figh in vain 
‘T've try'd bis faith, and found him true, 
And all my coyne(s bid adicu. 
it 
T love, and am belov'd again, 
Yet Mill my Chysiis thali complain; 
Vm fore he's mine, while L retufe him, 
But when J yicld, I fear to lefe him. 
%. Men wiil grow faint with redious fating : 
% And both wiil tire with ofscn tafling, 
‘When they find the blils not lating, 
1. Love is complete in kind jv ffefling. 
#. Abno: ah no: that ends the blelling. 
CHORUS AF ROTH. 
Then let us beware how thr we confent, 
Too foon when we yield, tco lae we repent; 
‘Tis ignorance makes mien admire ; 
And granting defire, 
We feed not the fire, 
But make it more quickly expire. 


SONG. 


.c 
Teer me no mere tam deceived, 
“That Cloe’s falfc and common; 
Fglways knew (2t leatt believ'd) 
°She was a vecy woman: 
As fuch f Jik'd, as fuck carefs'd, 
She fbill was conftant whea poflefs'd, 
She could do moze for no man. 
in 
Bat, oh! her thoughts oa others ran, 
and that you think a hard thin 
Perhaps fhe fancy’d you the man, 
“And what care Lone farthing ? 
Vou think fhe’s falfe, I'm fure ficls kind; 
take her body, you her mit:d, 
Who has the better bargain? 











‘s THE PETITICN. 
Grant me, 
| One dear bhiling ere f die 
Long I've besne excels of p 
} Let me row fome blifs obtain 
Yhus to almighty Love Lery’d, 
-When argry thus the god repiy'd : 
Bleflings greater nope can have, 
Art thou not Amynta’s flave? 
Ceafe, fond anortal, to implore, 
Vor Love, ev’n Love himfelf's no more. 














SONG. 
1 
Carer Amynta can you fee 
A-beart thus torn, which you hetray'd ? 
Love of himfelf ne‘er vanquith'd me, 
But threvgh your eyes the conqueft made. 
We a 
In ambohh there the traitor lay, 
Where I wasted by faithlefs fmiles; 
No wretches are fo loft a9 they 
Whom much fecurity begnites. 





L 
Sex, fee, the wakes, Sabina wakes! 
And now the fun beysns to.rife; 
Lefs glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair cycs, 
ie 
With light urited, day they give, 
Bot different fates ere night fulfil; 
How many by his warmth will live! 
How many will her coldnefs kill ! 


a 


Occafoned bya Lady's baving writ Perfes in commen 
dation of a Poem which was written in praife of anv« 
ther Lady. 


Haro is the tafk, and bold th* adventurous flight, 
Of him, who dares in praife of beauty write, 

For when to that high theme our thoughts afcend, 
’Tis to detra&, too Poorly to commend. 

he, whe, praifing beauty, does no wrong, 
May boaft to be fuecefiful in his fong : 
But when the fair themfelves approve hi: 
And ose accepts, and one youch{afes to prize 5 
His wide ambition knows no farther bound, 

Nor can his mufe with brighter fanie be crown'd, 


| 
! 
| 














EPIGRAM, 


the doccafe of Mrs. Arabella Hunt, uns 
der ber Piéture dravea fleyivg ona Lutes 








Weer there on earth an 
Another hurd fy blef 





r voice like thine, 
Hill divine ¢ 





POEMS 


Whe late afided world fome hopes might have, 


And harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 
SONG 
Provs Seiinda goes to prayers, 





ital afk the favour; 
And yet che tender foul’s m tears, 
Wh en the believes (Il Jeave her. 
n 
Would I were free from this reft 
Or elfe had hopes to win her ! 
Would the could make of me a faint, 
Oc Lot her a finnes! 








A NYMN TO HARMONY, 
YN HONOUR OF 8ST. CECILIA’S DAY, MUCCI. 
Set to Mific by Mr. obm Ecclee. 


ia 
© wanmony, to thee we fing, 
To thee the grateful tribute bring 
Of facred verte, and fweet refounding lays; 
Thy aid invoking while thy power we praife. 
All hail to thee, 
All-powerful Harmony 
Wife nature owns thy undifputed me 
Her wondrous works refigning to thy care t 
"fhe pleserary orbs thy: rule obc Ys 
And tuneful roll, anerring in their way, 
“Lhy voice informing each melodious {phere. 
CHORUS. 
All hail to thee, 
All-powerful Harmony! 
ite 
Thy voiwe, O Harmony, with awful found 
Could penetrate th’ abyls profound, 
Exylore the realms of ancient wight, 
And fearch the living fource of unbor light. 
Confulion heard thy voice, and fled, 
And © haos deeper plong’ 'd his vanquith'd head. 
dich. théuy Marmony, give birth 
fair form of heaven and earth; 
Ii th. fe fhining woilds above 
dance began to move 
Around the radiant {phe re of central fire, 
A neversceafing, never-filent choir. 
CHORUS. 
Confufion heard thy voice, and fled, 
And Chaos cecper piung’d bis vanquith’d head. 
art 
“hou only, goddels, firft could’tt tell 
eivijhty charms in uumbers found 5 
And didi to heavenly minds reveal 
"the fecret force of tuneful found. 
When fir Cyllenius forai'd the lyre, 
‘Thou didtt the god infpire; 
When firft the vocal fhell he ftrung, 
To which the mufes fung; {play’d, 
‘hen firft the mufes fung ; melodious trains Apollo 
aud mulic irk began by thy autpicions aid. 






















347, 
Hark, hark! again Urania fings' 
Again Ayalio firikes “he iremblin og Itrings! 
‘And fec, the liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and deveur the found. 
ciioRUs. 
Hark, hark! again Urania fings! 
Again Apolio ftrikes the tren bling firings? 
{ And fee, the liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and devour the found. 
Iv. 
Defcend, Urania. heavenly fair! 
To the relief of this afflidted world repairs 
See how. with various woes oppreft, 
The wretched race of is worn; s 
Confunr’d with cares, with doubts diftrelty 
Or by confli@ing pailtons torn. 
Reafon in vain cmploys her aid, 
The furious will on fancy waits; 
While reafon fill by hopes or fears betray’dy 
Too late advances or too foon retreats, 
Mufic atone with fudden charms can bind 
he wandering fenfe, and calin the trovbled minds 
CUORUS. * 
Mefic alone with fudden charms can bind 
The wandering fenfe, aud calm the troubled mind 
‘. 
Begin the powerful fung, ye facred nine, 
Your iniruments ‘and voices join ; 
Harmony, peace, and fweet defire, 
In every breatt infpire. 
Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 
And foft repofe to refilefs thoughts impart. 
Appeafe the wrachfol mind, 
To dire revenge, and death inclin’d : 
With balmy’ founds his boiling bload affuage, 
And melt to mild-remerie his burning rage. 
’Tis done; and‘now tumultuous paffions ceafe 3 
And all is huh’ ‘d, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is bleft, 
By mufic lall’d to pleafing reft. — 
CHORUS, 
Tis done ; and now tumultuous paffions ceafe; 
‘And all is huth’ ‘d, and all is peace, 
The weary world with welcome eale i is dled, - 
By mufic luli’d to pleafing reft. 
Vi. 
Ah, fweet repofe, too foon expiring ! 
Ah, foolifh man, new toils requiring ! 
Curs‘d ambition, {rife purfuing, 
Wakes the world to war and ruin, 
Sce, fee, the battle is prepar’d + $ 
Behold the hero comes ! 
: Loud trumpets with fhrill fifes are heard 5 
! And hoarfe refounding drums. 
War, with difcordant notes and jarring noife, 
‘Lhe harmony of peace deftroys. . 
cuoens, 
War, with difcordanr notes and jarring noife, 
‘The harmony of peace deftroys. 
Vil. 
See the forfaken fair, with reaming eyes, 
Hee parting lover mourn ; 
She weeps, the fighs, defpairs, and dies, 
And watchful waftes the lonely livelong nights, 
Bewailing patt delights 
i} That may no more, 9 never more return, ‘i 
Mum ij ° 














bs . 
© footh her cates 
~ With foftett, fweeteft airs, 
, . Till vidory and peace reftore 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaft, 
Within her folding arms to ref, 
‘Thence never to be parted more, 
- No never to be parted mere, 
? CHORUS. 

Let victory and peace reftore 
Fier faithful lover to her tender brealt, 
°°" Within her folding arms to reft, 

‘Thence never to be parted more, 

No never to he parted more. 

: von 
Enough, Urania, heavenly 
Now to thy native ikics rep: 
And rule again the ftarry {phes 








Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fill’d, 
“4 To eafe the world of care, 


Pecilia, more than all the mufes fkill’'d | 
is 


Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield, 





And at her feet lay.down 
His golden harp and laurel crown, 
The foft enervate lyre is drown'd 
Fp the deep argan’s more majeftic found. 
peals the {welling notes afcend the tkies, 
Petpecual breath the {welling notes {upphies, 
And lafting as her name, * 
‘Who form’d the tuneful frame, 
‘Th’ immortal mufic never dies, 
GRAND CHuonus, 
Fecilia, more than all the mufes fkill'd, 
» © Phoebus himfelf to her mutt yicld, 
. And at her. feet lay down 
His golden harp and laurel crown, 
‘The foft enervate lyre is drown'd 
In.the deep organ’s more majeftic found. 
Yorpeals the {welling notes afcend the fkies, 
Perpetual breath the {welling-notes fupplies, 
And Jafting as her name, , 
Who form’d the tuneful frame, 
‘Th’ pnmortal music never dies,’ 
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VERSES TO THE MEMORY OF 
GRACE LADY GETHIN, 
Occafioned by reading her Book, entitled, 

| RELIQUIZ GETHINIANE. 





ram a painful life in ftudy fpent, 

Fhe learn’d themfelves their ignorance lament ; 

And aged men, whofe lives exceed the fpace 

Which feems the bound prefcrib'd ‘to mortal race, 
ith hoary heads, their fhort experience grieve, 

As doom’d to die before they harn’? to live, 

So hard it is true knowledge to attain, 

Bo frail is life, and fruitleis human pain! 

‘Whuoe'er on this reffeéis, and then beholds, 

With ftriét attention, what this book unfolds, 

‘With admiration ftruck, thali queftion who 

Bo very long could live, fo much to know? 

Fox fo complete the finith’d piece appears, 











That learning feems combin’d with Length of year; 
dere ‘ it 


THE WORKS OF CONGREVE. 


And hoth improv'd by pureft wit, to reach 
At all that findy or that time can teach, 

But to what height muft his amazement rife, 
When, having read the work, he turns his eyes 
Again to view the foremoft opening page, 
And there the beauty, fex, and tender age, 
Ot her beholds, in whofe pure mind arole 
Th’ ethereal fource from whence this current fowsi 
When prodigies appear, our reafon fails, 

And fugerftition o’er philofophy prevails. 
Some heavenly minifter we itrait conclude, 
Some angel-mind with female form enducd, 
To make a fhoipabode on earth, was fent 
(Where no perfé@tion can be permanent) 
And, having left her bright example here, 
Was quick recall'd, and bid to difappear. 
Whether around the throne, eternal hymna 
She fings amid the choir of feraphinns; 

Or fome refulgent ftar informs, and guides, 
Where the, the bleft intelligence, prefides ; 

Is not for ug to know who here remain ; 

For ’twere as impious to inquire as vain = 
And all we ought, or can, in this dark tate, 
Js, what we have admir’d, to imitate, 





EPITAPH 


UPON ROBERT HUNTINGDON, OF STANTON BAR. 
COUKT, ESQ, AND ROBERT Hif SON. 


Tris peaceful tomb does now contain 
Father and fon, together Jaid; 

Whole living virtues fhal! remain, 
When they and this are quite decay’d. 


What man fhould be, to ripenefs grown, 
And finifh’d worth fhould do, or fhun, 

At full was in the father thown; a 
What youth could promife in the fon, 


But death, obdurate, beth deftroy'd 
The perfed fruit, and opening bud: 
Firtt feiz'd thofe fweets we had enjoy’d, 
‘Thien robb’d us of the coming good, 


TO MR. DRYDEN, 
ON HIS TRANSLATION OF PERSIUS. 


As when of old heroic ftory tells, 
Of knights imprifon'd long by magic fpells, 
‘Till future time the deftin'd hero fend, 
By whom the dire enchantment is to end: 
Such feems this work, and fo referv’d for thee, 
Thou great revealer of dark poely 
Thofe fullen’ clouds, which have for ages pat, 
O’er Perfius’ too-long fuffering mufe been caft, 
Difperfe, and fly before thy facred pen, 
And, in their room, bright tracks of light are feea, 
Sure Phecbus’ feif thy {welling breaft infpires, 
The god of mufic, and poctic fires: 
Elfe, whence proceeds this great furprife of light! 
How dawns this day, forth from the womb of 
night! . POS 
aa 





Our wonder now doe2 out palt folly fhow, - 
Vainly contemping what we did not know ¢ 
$o unbelievers impioufly defpife 

*¥ he facred oracles in myfteries. 
Perfius before in {mall efteem waa had, 
Unlefs what to antiquity is paid; 
But like Apocrypha, with-feeuple read 
(So far our ignorance eurtfaith miiled) 5 
Till you, Apollo's darling prick, thought fit 
To place it in the poet’s facred writ. 

‘Ascoin, which bears forne awful monatch’s face, 
For more than itsintrinfie worth will pafs; 

So your bright image, which we here behold, 
‘Adds worth to worth, and dignifies the gold, 
To you we all this following treafure owe, 
‘This Hippocrene, which trom a rock did flow, 

Old ftoic virtue, clad in rugged lincs, 
Polifh’d by you, in modern brilliant thiness 
And as before, for Perlius, our efteem 
To his antiquity was paid, not him ; 
$5 now, whaiever praife from us is due, 
Belongs act to old Perfius, buc the new. 

For ftill obfevre, to'us no light he gives; 
Dead in himfelf in you alone he lives. 

So ftubborn ints their inward heat conceal, 
"Till art and force th’ unwilling {parks reveal ; 
Buc through your tkill, from thofe {mall feeds of 

fire 
Bright flames arife, which never can expire. 





THE ELEVENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL, 


The Argument, 


Tar defign of this Satire is to expofe and repre- 
hend all manner of intemperance and de~ 
bauchery; bat more particulary that exorbi- 
tane luxury ufed by the Romans is their feafling, 
The poet draws the oceafion from an invicatign 
which he here makes to his friend to dine with 
him; very artfully preparing him with whet 
he was to expect from his treat, by beginning 
the Satire with a particolar invective againtt 
the vanity and folly of fome perfons, who, 
having but mea fortunes in the world, at- 
tempted to live up to the height of men of 
great cftares and quality, He fhows us the 
mifecable end of fuch fpendthrifts and gluttons, 
with the manner and courfes which they took 
to bring themfelves to it; advifing men to live 
within bounds, aud to proportion their incli- 
nations to the extent of their fortune, He gives 
his friend a bill of fare of the entertainment he 
has provided for him; and from thence he takes 
occafion to reflect upon the temperance and 
frugality of the greateft men in former ages: 
to which he oppofes the riot and intemperance 
of the prefent; attributing to the latter a vi-+ 
fible remiffnefs in the care of heaven over the 
Reman {tate. He inftances fome lewd praétices 

- az feait-, and, by the bye, touches the nobility 
with making vice and debauchery confit with 


mg 


their principal pleafures. He concludes with ®: 
repeated invitation to his friend; advifing him 
(in one particular fomewhat freely) to a neglect 
of all cares and difquiets for the prefent, and @ 
moderate ule of pleafures for the future. : 


Tr noble Atticus make fplendid feafts, 

And with expenfive food indulge his guefts, 

His wealth and quality fupport the treas; 

Nor is it Juxury in him, but ftate. 

But when poor Rutilus fpends ail his worth, 

in hopes of -fetting one good dinner forth; 

’Tis downright madnefs: for what greater jetts, 
Than begging glutrons, or than beggars’ feals? 

But Rutilns is now notorious grown, bom 
And proves the common theme of all the tow®, 

A man in his full tide of youthful blopd, 

Able for arms, and for his country’s good; 
Urg’d by no power, reftrain’d by no advice, 
Bur fullowing his own inglorious choice > 
*Mongft common fencers practifes the trade, 
Vhat end debafing for which arms were made 5 
Arms which to man ne’er-dying fame affurd, 
But his difgracc is owing to his {word, 

Many there are.ef the fame wretched kind, 
Whom their defpairing creditors may find 
Lurking in fhambles; where with borrow’d coi’ 
They bay choice meats, and in cheap pleuty dine¢ 
‘Such, whofe fole blifs is eating; who can give 
Bur that one brutal reafon why they live. 

And yet what’s more ridiculsus, #f thefe 

‘The pooreft wretch is fill moft hard toppleafes 
And be whofe thin, tranfparent rags declare 
How much his tatter’d fortune avants repair, 
Would ranfack-every. clement for thaice 

DE every fith and ftw st-any. price; 

If, brought from fae, It‘very dear has coft, 

It has a flavour then, which pleafes moft, 
And he devours it with a greater guit. 

In riot thus, while money lafts, he lives, 
And,that exhaufted, fill new pledges gives; 
Till fore’d of mere neceflity to eat, Rs 
He comes to pawn his difh to buy hia meat. © 
Nothing of filver or of gold he fpares, 

Not what his mother’s facred image beara; 
The broken relic he with {peed devours, 

‘As he would all the reft of ’s anceftors, 

If wrought ‘In gold, or if expos'd to fale, 
They'd pay the price of one luxurious meal. 
Thus certain ruin treads upon his heels, > 
The ftings of hunger, foon, and want, he feelss 
And thus is he reduc’d, at length,.to ferve 
Fencers for miferable feraps, or farve.~ 

Imagine now you fee a plenteons feat 3 

The queftion is, at whofe expence “tis dreft, 

In great Ventidius we the bounty prize; 

In Rutilas the vanity defpife.. . 

Strange ignorance ! that the fame man who knows 

How far you. mount above this mole-hill thows, 

Should not perceive adifference as great 

Between fimall incomes aud a vait eitate ! 

From heaven, to mortals fure that rule was fent, 

Of “ Know-thyfelf,” and by fome god was meant 

To be our pever-erring pilot here, 

Through all the various courfes which we fleer, 
M mm iij ws 








aie THE WORKS OF 
Therfites, though the moft prefumptiious Greek, 
“Yet dnrft not for Achilles” armour fpeak ; 
When fcarce Ulyifes had a good pretence, 
MWith all th’ advantage of his eloquence. 
‘Whoe’er attempts weak cuuies to fupport, 
Onght to be very ture he’s able for’r ; ‘ 
And not miftake {trong lungs and impudence, 
For harmony of words and force of fenfe : 
Fools only make attempts beyond their ficill; 
»& wife man’s power’s the limit of his will. 

If Fortane has a niggard ‘been to thee, 
Devote thyfelf to thritr, not laxury ; 
And wifely make that kind of food thy choice, 
‘To which neceffity confines thy price. 
“Well may they fear fume milcrable end, 
Whom gluttony and want at once attend; 
‘Whole large voracious throats have fwallow'd all, 
Both land and ftock, intereft and principal : 
‘Well may they fear, at length, vile Pollin’s fate, 
‘Who fold his very ring to purchafe meat ; 
‘Aad, though a knight, ’mongf common flaves 

now ftands, 7 





Begging an alms with undiftinguish'’d hands, 
Sure fudden. death to {uch fhould welcome be, 
‘On whom each added year heaps mifery, 
Scorn, poverty, reproach, and infamy. 

‘But there are teps in villainy which thefe 
‘Obferve to tread and follow by degrees. 

Money they borrow, and from ail that lend, 
Which, never meaning to reflore, they fpend; 
But that and their {mall ftock of credit gune, 
Left Rome: fhould grow too warm, from thence 
; they run 

For of late years ’tis no more feandal grown, 
For debt and roguery to quit the tuwn, 

‘Yhan, in the midtt of fummer’s fcorching heat, 
From crowds, and noife, and bulinefs, to retreat. 
‘One only grief tuch fugitives can find, 
‘Reflecting on the pleafures left behind, 

‘The plays and loofe diverfions of the place ; 
But not one biufh appears for the difgrace. 
“Ne’er was of modefty fo great a dearth, 

That out of countenance Virtue’s fied from earth ; 
‘ Bafled, expos’d to ridicule and fcorn, 
She's with Aflrea gone, not to return. 

This day, my Perficus, thou fhalt perceive 
Whether myfeif I keep thofe rales I give, f 
Or elfe an unfufpecied glutton hve; 

AE moderate fare and abftinence £ prize 
‘¥n public, yet in private gormandize 
eSvandes's feaft reviv'’d, to-day thou'lt fee ; 
“That poor Evander, 1, and thou fhale be 
Alcides and Alneas both to me, 
‘Meantime, | fend you now your bill of fare ; 
“Be. not furpris'd that ‘tis alt homely cheer : 
For nothing from the fhambles | provide, 
* But from my own fmall farm the terdereft kid, 
sand -fatteft of my flock, a fuckling yet, 
“That ne’er had nourifhment but from the teat; 
No bitter willow-tops have been its food, 
“Searce grafs; its yeins have more of milk than bleod. 
~Next chat, fhall mounzain '{paragus be laid, 
Pull'd by fome plain, but cleanly country maid. 





'Yhe largelt eggs, yet warm within their nef, 
“Together wich tue bens which laid them, dreft; 
& x 
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CONGREVE. 


Clofters of grapes preferw’d-for aif a year, 
Which plump and frefh as on the vines appeas’3 
Apples of a ripe flavour, fresh and fair, 
Mixt with the Syrian aud the Signian pear, 
Mcllow’d by winter, from their cruder juice, 
Light of digeftion now, and fit for ufe. 

Such food as this wou'd have been heretofore 
Accounted riot in a fenstor : 
When the good Curius thought it no difgrace, 
With his own hands a few {mail herbs to drefs: 
And from his little garden cull’d a feaft, 
Which fetter’d flaves would now difdain to tatte; 
For fearce a flave, but has to dinner now, 
The well-drefa’d paps of a fat pregnant fow, 

But heretofore "twas thought a fumpruvus treat, 
On birth-days, feltivals, or days of fate, 
A falt dry flitch of bacon to prepare : 
Tf they had trefh.meas, ’twas delicious fare! 
Which rarely happen’d: and *twas highly priz'd 
If aught was left of what they facrific’d.. 
‘To entertainments cf this kind would come 
The worthieft and the greateft men in Rome; 
Nay, feldom any at fuch treats were feen, 
But thofe who had, at Jealt, thrice confuls beens 
Or the diGator’s office had difchary’d, 
And now from honourable til enlarg’d, 
Retir’d'to hufband and manure the and, 
Humbling themfelves to chofe they might com- 

* mand. [haite, 

Then might y’ heve feen the good old general 
Before th’ supsintes hour, to fuch a feat; 
His fpade alolt, as *twere in triumph held, 
Proud of the conquefk of fame ftubborn field. 
Twas then when pious confils bore the fwar, 
And vice, difcourag’d, pale and trembling lay, 
Our cenfors then were fubjed to the law, 
Ev’n power itfelf of juftice tiood in awe. 
ic was not then a Roman’s anxious thought, 
Where largeft tortoife-fhelis were to Le bought, 
Where pearls might of the greateft price be mt 





And fhining jewels to adorn his bed, 

‘Vhat he at vatt expence might loll his head. 

Plain was his eouch,.and only rich his mind ; 

Contentedly he flept, as cheaply as he din’d. 

The foldicr then, in Grecian arts unfkill’d, 

Reruraing rich with plunder from the field ; 

Uf cups of filver or of gold be brought, 

With jewels (et, and cxquificely wrought, 

Vo glorious trappings ftraight the plate he turn’d, 

And with the glittering fpoil his horfe, adera’d; 

Or elle a helmet for himfelf he made, 

Where various warlike figures were inlaid + 

The Roman wolf fuckling the twins was there, 

And Mars himfeif, arm’d with his fhicid and 
fpear, 

Hovering above his creft, did dreadful thaw, 

As threatening death to cach refilting cr, 

No ufe of filver, but in arms, was known ; 

Splendid they were in war, and there alone. 

No fideboards then with gilded place were drefs'd, 

No fweating flaves with maflive dilhes prefs'd ; 

Expenfive riot was not underflood, 

But carthern platters held their homely food. 

Who would not envy them that age of bir: 

That foes with fhame the luxury of this 














leaven wnwearied th 
and pitying Jove fo 
Kind were thes familiar ith the yoda; 
He (uu d their incenfe with gracious nod 5 
“And would have fill been boparedts, a5 of-old, 
“Had we not lef. him for thettidal.gold. 
His golden fiatues hemce-ehe-god have driven: 
For well he knows where our devatipn's given. 
* Tis gold we worfaipy tiangh we pray to hea- 
ven. oe eS 
Woods of our own alforded tables then, 
"Vhough none can pleafe-us now but from Japan. 
vite my lord th-dine, and let him have 
nice difh hisappetite can crave 5 
t it op.sn oaken board be fet, 
Lerdthip will grow fick, ana cannot cat: 
Something's amifs, the knows not what to think, 
Hither your venifon's rank, or cimtments ftink. 
Order fome other table to be brought, 
Something at great expence in India bought, 
Beneath whos orb large yawning pantiters lie, 
Carvid on rich pedeflals of ivory: 
Fe finds no more of that offentive fmell, 
"The meat recovers, and my lord grows well, 
Aniv wi-is a certain whet ; 
You would not think how heartily he'll eat, 
As w vigour to his teeth were fent, 
mpathy from 'thofe 0° th’ elephan. 
Jur fuch fine feeders are no gueits for me: 
Biot agrees not with frugality 5 
‘Vher, that unfufhionable man am T, 
\ vith me they'd ftarve for, want of ivory + 
Por not one i::ch does my whole houfe afford, 
Joon in my very tables, or chefs-hoard ; 
©f bone the handles of my knives are made, 
tno ill tate from thence-affeéts the blade, 
Or what L carve; sor is there ever left 
Any unfavoury havt-goQe from the haft. 
‘A hearty welcome to plain whelefome meat 
‘ou'll find, but ferv’d up in no formal ftate 5” 
No fewers nor dextrous carvers have I-got, 
Such as by fkilfal Prypherusare taught; 
Jn whofe fam’d {chools the various. forms appear 
Gf fithes, beaits, nd ail che fowls o’ th’ air; 





en did bleflings pour, 

















i 
















And where, with blunted knives, his {cholare learn 


Yow to diffe, and the nice joints difcern 5 

ail the ueighbours are with noife oppreft, 
the harfh carving of his;woaden feaft. 
One & js a raw. upfkpfus lad, © 

On fragments fed, in homely: garments clad, ¢ 
Atoncs my carver, anid my Ganymede + 

Wish diligence he'll ferve us while we dine, 

ain beechen vefiels fill our wine, 

“ ve | kap, from Phrygia brought, 
Mo catuinites, t melui pandars taught: 

Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 
Unikill’d in any but the:rr mother-tongue 5 

Alike in feature both, and garb appear, 

With honeft faces, though with uncurl'd hair. 
"This day thou fhale my rural pages fee, 

For { have dre them both to wait on ihee, 

Of country fwains they both were horn, aud one 
My ploughman’s is, t' o:ker my fhepbcrd’s 
‘A cheerful fiveetnefs in hig looks he has, 2 
And innocence unartfyl in bis faces 
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cold each dangerous hours 


To-peace and foft repofe give all the day. 
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‘Though fometimes fadnefs will o’ercaft the joy, 

Y And gentle fighs break from the tender boy 5 

His abfence from his mother ofc’ he'll mourn, 

And with his eyes look wifhes to return; 

Longing te fec bis tender kids again, 

And feed hislantsupon the flowery plain. 

A modef biahh be wears, not form’d by art, 

Free from deceit-hié face, and full as free his heart 

Such looks, fuch bafhfulnefs, might well adorn 

The cheeks of youths that are more nebly born; 

But noblemen thofe humble graces fcorn, 

‘This youth to-day dall:my final! treat attend, ; 

And only he with wite fhalt Terve my friend, 

With wine from his own country. brought, and” 

made 2 fhade’ 

From the. fame vines; beneath whofe fruitiyl € 

He and his wanton kids have often playa ee 

But you, perhaps, expect a modith fealk, é 

With “amorous fougs and wanton dances gracds 

‘When fprightly females, to the middle bare, 

Trip lightly o’er the ground, and frifk in airs ° 

Whofe pliant limbs in various poftuies move, 

Aad twine and buund as in the rage of love. 

Such fights the languid nerves to action ftir, 

And jaded lutt fpring: forward with this fpar. 

Virtue would fhrink to hear this lewdnels toldy. 

Which hafbands now do with their wives behold: 

Aneedful help, to make thera both approve 

The dry embraces of long-wedded love, 

In nuptial cinders this revives the fire, 

‘And turns their mutual loathing to defire. 

But the, who by her fex’s charter mutt 

Have double pleafure paid, feels double lutt; 

Apace fhe warms with an immoderate heat, 

Strongly her bofom heaves, and pulfes beat; © acy 

4 With glowing cheeks and trembling lips the liga, 

With arms expanded, and with naked thighs, , 

Sucking in patlion both at ears and eyes. 

But this becomes not me wor my eftate 5 

Thefe are the vicious fies of the great. 

Let him who does on. ivory tables dine, 

Whofe marble Suors with drunken fpawlings. 

thine; i 

Let him lafcivious fongs and dances have, 

Which, or to fee, or hear, the lewdeft flave, 

‘The vileft proftitute in all the Rewa, 

Wich bafhful indignation would refufo, 

But fortune, there, extenuates the crimes. 

What's vice in me, is only mirth in him 

The fiuiss which murder, cards, or dice afford, 

‘A veftal ravifa’d, or a matron whor'd, 

Are laudable diverfions ina lords... 
But my poor entertainment is defign’d 

T° afford you pleafures of another kind >: 

Yet with your taite your bearing fhall be fed, 

And Homer's facred Ines aod Virgil's zead ; 

Either of whom does dil mankind excel, 

Though which exceeds the other nove can tell. 

It matters not with what ill tone chey’re fing; 

Verle fo fubliinely good no voice can wrong. 
Now then-he ali thy weight? cares away, 

Thy jestoufies and fears; and, while you may, 





















































-Frora thoughts of debt, or any worldly ili, 
Be free; be al! wreafy paflien i, 
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‘What though thy wife do with the morning light 
(When thou in vain haft toil’d and drudg’d all 

night) 

“Steal from thy bed ahd houle, abroad to roam, 
Aud, having quench’d her flame, come breath. 

§ lefs home, 

Fleck’d in her face, and with diforder’d hair, 
Her garments ruffled, and her bolem ber 

With ears Rill tingling, and her cyes on fire, 

~ Half drown’d in fin, ftill burning in defire : 

"Whitt you are forc’d to wink, and fecm content, 
Swelling with paflion, which you dare not vent; 
Nay, if you would be free from night alarms 
You muft feem fond, and doating on her 

charms, 

Take her (the laft of twenty) to your arms, 

Let thie, and every other anxions thought, 
At th’ entrance cf my threfhold be forgot ; 
AU thy domeftic gricfs at home be lefe, 

‘The wife’s adultery, with the fervant’s theft ; 
‘And (the moft racking thought which can intrude) 
Forget falfe friends and their ingratitude. 

Let us our peaceful mirth at home begin, 
‘While Megalenfian thows are in the Circus feen; 

“There (to the bane of horfes) in high ftate 

~The Prator fits on a triumphal feat ; 

Wainly with enfigns and with robes adorn’d, 

As if with conqueft from the wars retarn’d. 

"This day all Rome, (if | may be allow’d, 

‘Without offence to fuch a numerous crowd, 

To fay all Rome) will in the Circus fweat ; 
Echoes already do their fhouts repeat : 

* Methinks (hear the cry-— Away, away, 
® The green have won the honour of the day.” 

| Oh, theuld thefe {ports be but one ycar forborn, 
Rome would in tears her low’d diverfion mourn; 

“For that would now a caufe of forrow yield, 
Great as the lofs of Cannas fatal field. 

. Such fhows as thefe were not for us defign’d, 

But vigorons youth to active fports inclin’d. 

On beds of rofes laid, let us repofe, 

‘While round our Heads refrething ointment flows ; 

; Our aged limbs we'll bafk in Phabus’ rays, 

And live this day devoted to our cafe. 

“Early to-day we'll to the bath repair, 

‘Nor peed we now the common cenfure fear + 
On feftivals it is allow’d no crime 
"Yo bathe dnd eat before the ufual time; 

But that continued, would a loathing give, 
Mor could you thus a week together live : 

For frequent ufe would the delight exclude ; 

-Weafure’s a toil when conftantly purfued. 








PROLOGUE TO QUEEN MARY, 


“Dpow ber Majefly’s coming to foe the Old Batchelor, 
apter baving fien the Double Dealer, 


+ By this repeated adt of grace, we fee 
‘Wit is again the care of Mujefty; 
And while chus honour’d our proud flage appears, 
We {ecm to rigal ancient shears. 
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Thus flourith’d wit in our forefather's age, 
And thus the Roman and Athenian ftage. 
Whofe wit is beft, we'll not prefume to tell s 
But this we know, our audience will excel: 
For never was in Rome, nor Athens, feen 
So fair a circle, and fo bright a Queen. 
Lorg las the mufes’ land been overcaft, 
And many rough and ftormy winters palit ; 
Hid from the werld, and thrown in fhades of 
night, = 
Of heat depriv’d, and almoft void of light : 
While wit, a hardy plant, of nature bold, 
Has flruggled ftrongly with the killing cold ¢ 
So does it fill through oppofition grow, 
As if its root was warmer kept by inow: 
But when fhot forth, then draws the danger near, 
On every fide the gathering winds appear, 
And blafts deftroy, that fruit; which frofts would 
fpare, ae 
But dder new vigour atid new life ie knows, 
And warmth that from this royal prefence flows... 
O would fhe thine with rays more frequent 
here! 
How gay would then this drooping land appear ! 
Then, like the fun, with pleafure the might view 
The {iniling earth, cloth’d by her beams anew. 
O'er all the meade: fhould various flowers be 
feen 3 
Mix'd with the laurel’s never-fading green, 
The new creation of a gracious Qucem 





EPILGGUE 
At the opening of the Queen's Theatre, in the Hage 
Markt, 


WITH AN ITALIAN PASTORAL. 


Waratever future fate our houfe may find, 

At prefént-we.expe& you fhould be kind; 

Inconflancy itfelf can claim no right, 

Before enjoyment and the wedding-night, 

You mutt be fix’d a little ere you range, 

You muft be true till you have time to change, 

A week, at leaft; one right is fure too foon: 

But we pretend not toa Honey-n:oon, 

To novelty we know you can be true, 

But what, alas! or who, is always new ? 
‘This day, without prefumption, we pretend 


“With novelty entire you're entertain’d ; 


For not alone our houfe and feenes are new, 

Our fong and dance, but even our actors too. 
Our play itfelf has fomething in’t uncommon, 
Two faithful lovers, and one conftant woman. 

In tweet Italian ftrains our fhepherds fing, 

Of harmlefs loves our painted forefts ring, : 
In notes, perhaps, lefs foreign than the thing. 

To found and thow at firft we make pretence, 

In time we may regale you with fome fenfe, 

But thst, at prefent, were too great expence. 


*| We only fear the beaux may think it hard, 


To be to-night from fmutty jefts debarr’d : 
But, in good-breeding, fure they'll once excufe 
Evo modefty, when in a flranger-mule, 


: yorM Ss ~ 


The day’s at hand when we shall fhift the {cene, 
And to yourfelves fhow your dear felves again : 
Paint the reverfe of what you've feen to-day, 
“and in bold Strokes the vicious town difplay. 





PROLOGUE TO PYRRHUS KING OF EPI- 
RUS, 


A TRAGEDY. 
. By Charles Hopkins. 


Our age has much improv’d the warrior’s art; 
For Sighting, now, is thought the weakelt part i 
And a good head, midre ufeful than a heart. 
This way of war does our example yield ; 
‘That Rage will win, which longelt keeps the field, 
‘We mean not battle, when we bid deftance ; 
Bue ftarving onc another to compliance, 
Qur troops encamp’d are by each other view"d ; 
‘And thofe which firlt are hungry, aré fabdu'd. 
And there, in truth, depends the great decifion : 
"They conquer, who cat off the foe’s provifion. 
Let fools with ‘knocks and bruifes keep a pother, 
Our war and trade is to outwit each other 
But, hold; wilf uot the politicians tell us, 
That both our condug and our forefight fail us; 
To taife recruits, and draw new forees down ; 
Thus, in the dead vacation of the town, 
‘Yo mutter up our rhymes, without our reafon, 
And forage for anaudience ont of feafon ? 
Our authar’s fears-miift this falfe Rep excufes 
Tis the firit flight of a jufl-feather'd mufe + 
‘Th’ occafion ta’en, when critics are away ; 
Half wits and beaux, thofe ravenous birds of prey. 
vt, heavin be prais'd, far hence they yent their 
wrath, 
Mauling, in mild Jampoon, th’ intriguing Bath. 
nee does our author his firit flight commence ; 
thus, againft friends at firtt, with foils we fence ? 
‘Thos prudent Gimerack try’d if he were able 
(Ere he'd wet foot) to {wim upon a table. 
Then fpare the youth; or, if you'll damn the 
play, 


Let him but firft have his, then take your day. 


EPILOGUE: TO OROONOKO.’ 


You fee we try all thapes, and fhifts, and arts, 

"To tempt your favours, and regain your hearts. 

We weep, and laugh, join mirth aud grief together, 

Like rain and funthine mix’d in Aprit weather. 

Your different taftes divide our poet’s cares : 

One foot the tock, ¢'other the bufkin wears : 

‘Thus while he flrives to pleafe, he’s-forc’d to do’t, 

Like Volfcius, hip-hop, in a fingle boot. 

Critics, he knows, for this may damn his books : 

But he makes feats for friends, and not for cocks. 

‘Though errant-knights of late no favour find, 

Sure you will be te ladies-errant kind. 

To follow fame, knights-errant make pro- ~ 
re feffion : 

We damfels fly, to fave our reputation : 

So they their valourfuow; we, our diferstion, 


| ‘Alas! they make a confcience of their vows! 
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‘To lands of monfters and ficrce beaits they-go + 

We to thofe iflands where rich hefbands grow; 

Though they’re no monfters, we may make 
them fo. 

If they’re of Englifh growth, they'll bear’t with 
patience + 

But fave us from a {poufe of Oroonoko’s nations £ 

Then blefs your ftars, you happy London wives, 

Who Jove at large, each day, yet keep your lives 

Nor envy poor Imoinda’s doating blindnefs, 

Who thought her hufband kill’d her out of kinds 
nefs, : 

Death with a hy(band ne'er had fhown fuck charms, 

Had fhe once died within a lover’s-arms. 

Her excor was from ignorance praceeding : : 

Poor foul : the wanted fome of our town-breed« 
ing! ies 

Forgive this Indian's fondnefs of her. fpoufé; 

Their law no Chriftian liberty allowa: « ” . 





If virtue ia a heathen be a fault, 

‘Then damn the heathen {chool- where fhe was. 
caught. 

She might have learn’d to cuckold, jilt, and thane”. 

Had Covent-Garden been in Surinam, 





| PROLOGUE TO THR HUSBAND FUS OWN, 


a CUCKOLD, - 
a A COMEDY, 

Written by Mr, F. Dryden, Faniov. 
Tuts year has been remarkable two ways, 
For blooming poets, and for blafted plays : 
We've been by much appearing plenty mock’d, 
At once buth tantaliz’d and over-itock'd. 
Our authors tao, by their fuccefs of late, 
Begin to think third-days are out of date. 
What can the caufe be, that our plays won’t keepy, . 
Unlefs they have a rot fome years, like theep? 
For our parts, we confefs, we're quite afham’d, 
To read fuch weekly bills of poets damn’d. ©” 
Each parilh’ knows ‘tis but a mournful cafe 
When chiriftenings fall, and funerals increafe. 
Thus ‘tis, and thus "twill be when we are dead, 
There will be writers which will ne’er be read. 





{| Why will you be fuch wits, and write fitch thitgs: 


You're willing to be wafps, but want the flings. 

Let not your fpleen provoke you to thae eight: 

’Odslife ! you don’t know what yor do, firs, whem 
you write. 

-You'il find that Pegafus has tricks, when try’d, 

Though you make nothing on’t, but up and 
ride = 

Ladies and all, i’faith, now get aftride. 

Contriving characters, and {cenes, and plots, 

I, grown as common now, as knitting knots: 

With the fame cafe, and negligence of thought, 

The charming play is writ, and fringe is wreoghte- 

‘Though this be frightful, yet we're more afraid, 

When ladies leave, that beaux will take the trade + 

Thus far ’tis well enough, if here ‘twould op, 


| Bur fhould hey write, we mht c’en hut up drop 
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How fhall we make this mode of writing fink? 

A mode, faid 1? "tis a difeafe 1 think, 

A ftubborn tetter that's fot cur’d with ink. 

For {till it fpreads, til each th” infeGion takes, 

And feizes ten, for one that it forfzkes. 

Our play to-day is {prung from none of thefe ; 

Nor fhould you damn it, te-ugh it does not 
* pleafe, 

Since born without the bounds of your four feas. 

For if yeu grant no favour as ’tis new, 

‘Yet asa ftranger, there is fomething due : 

From Rome (te try its fate) this play was fent; 

Start not ac Rome ! for there’s.no popery meant ; 

"Though there the poet may his dwelling choofe, 

Vet ftill he knows his country claims his mufe. 

Hither an offering his firft-born he fends, 

Whofe good, or ill fuccefs, on you depends, 

Yet he has hope fome kindnefs may be thown, i 


As due to greater merit than bis own, 

And begs the fite may for the fon atone. 
‘There's his. laft refuge, if the play don't take, 
Yet ipare youny Dryden for his father's fake. 








PROLOGUE TO A VERY GooD WIFE, 
: & COMEDY, BY POWELL. 
Sjoten by Mir. Haines. 


Hene’s a young fellow here—an actor—Powell-— 

One whofe perfon, perhaps, you all may know 
well; So eg 

And be has writ a play—this very play 

Which you are all come here to fee, to-day 5 

And fo, it being an ufual thing to ‘peak 

Something or other for the aythcr’s fake, 

Before the play.(in hepeste anake ic take) 

Y'm come, being his friend and feilow-player, 

"Fo fay what (if you pleaic) you're like to he: 

Fir know, that favour which I'd fain hav 
fhown, 

Y afk not for, in his name, but my own; 

For, without vanity, I’m better known, 

‘Mean time then, let me beg you wonid forbear 

Your cat-ca'ls, and the inttruments uf war, 

For mercy, mercy, at your feet we fall, 
Before your rearing yods deft wy us al 

Vil {peak with words fwect as diftitfing 

With words—as if I meant to borrow 

Fair, gentle firs, moit foft elluriug be 

"Think "tis a lady, that for pity fues, 

Bright ladies—but to gain the ladies grace, 

Uthink Inecd no more than fhow my face. 

Next then, you authors, be net you fevers ; 

Why, what a fwarin ef feribblers have we here! 

One, two, three, four, five, fix, leven, cight, nine, 
ten, 

All in one row, and brethers of the pen. 

‘All would be poets; well, your fuvour's due 

‘Yo this day’s author, for he’s cue of yor 

Aniong the few which are of 

Vin fafe ; for I myfelf am onc 

You've feen me finvke at W 

Vn witty tuo, os they are— 
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Now, you, our city 

By three o'clock, to make tu 

While fpoufe, tuckt-wp, docs in her pattensk 2 
trudge it, * [bu ‘i 

With Landkerchief of prog, like troll w 

And here, by turns, you ear pluwb cake « 
judge it; . 

Pray be you kind, let me your grace importune, 

Or elfe—egad, Pll tell you all yous fortune. 

Well now, 1 have but one thing more to fay, 

And that’s io refcrence’to our third day ; 

An odd requeit—may be vou'll think it fo; 

Pray come, whether you like the play or no: 

And if you'll fay, we fhall be giad to fee you, 

If not—leave your half-cruwns, and peace be wi" 
you! . * 





PROLOGUE TO THE COURT, 
ON TUE QUEEN'S BIRTM-DAY, 1704. 


Tue happy mofe, to this high fcene preferr'd, 
Hereafter fhall in loftier flrains be heard ; 
And, faring ta trapicend her vfual thenic, 
Shall fing of Virtue and beraic fame. 

No longer thal] fhe toil epon: the flage,' 









Sad fruit ts war with vice and folly wage ; 

No mor n difeuife the thail appear, 

And thap {reforin be fore’d to wear 
While ipnerance and nevtice }'n'd to blame, 





if 

And break the mirror that reiicets their thame. 

Henceforth the thali purfue a nobler tafk, 

saow ber bright virgin face, and feorn the fatyr’s 
mafk. 

Happy her fature days! which are defign'd 

Alone to paint che beauties of the mind: 

By jutt originals to dedw with. care, 

And copy from the-court a faultleds f 

Such labours with fucecfs her hopes 

And fhame to manners an incorriy 

While this defign her ch 










s 
crown, 
town. 
ght purfues, 
the views, 


ero Lx, or which to "hank 











f che daring flight, 
wes her wich fuperior-lirhe- 
From that attempt the conicious-mufe retircs, 
Nor to inimitable worth afpires ; 
Eut fecretly applauds, and filently adm: 
Hence the refie¢is upon the genial ray 
‘Vhat firtt enl'ven'd this aufpicious day: 
On thar bright ttar, to whole indulgent power 
We owe the bleflings of the prefent hour. 
Concurring omens of propitious 
Pore, with one facred birch an equ:l date; 
Whence we derive whatever we poh, 
Ly foreign congueft, or domeftic peace. 
Then, Beirain, thea, thy 4: of blifs begun; 

n ap this fun! 
hould fucceed, 
Aud by whofe arm the Coriitian world be freed 
‘Vhen the fierce fae was pre-ordaiu’d to yield, 
Aud then the batile yros at Blecheim’s glorious 





















POEM Ss. 


Ter TEARS OF 
AMARYLLIS FOR AMYNTAS, 


A PASTORAL; 
Lamenting the death of the Late 
LORD MARQUIS OF BLANDFORD. 


INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 
LORD GODOLPHIN, LORD BIGH PAEASURER OF 
ENGLAND, 


Qualis populed marens Philomela fub umbra 

Amiffus querisur forrus— 

miferabile carmen 

Integrat, et mecttis laté [ca queftibus implet.”” 
: Vias. Georg. 4 


“ 








ue 


°Ywas at the time when new-returping light 

‘With welcome rays begins to cheer the fight ; 

‘When grateful birds prepare their thanks to pay, 

And warble hymns to hail she dawning day; 

When wholly flocks their bleating cries renew, 

And {rom their flecey fides firft thake the filver 
dew. 

"Twas then that Amaryllis, heavenly fair, 
Wounded with grief, atid wild with her defpaic, 
Forfook her myrtle bower, and soly bed, (dead. 
"To tell the winds her wocs, and mourn Amyntas 
Who had 4 huart fo hard, that-heard her cries 
And did not weep? who fuch relentlefs eyes? 
‘Tigers and wolves thety-wonted rage forego, 
Aud dumb difirefs, and new compailion fhow; 
As taught by her to tate of human woe, 

N.sure herfelf attentive filtuce kept, 

And taction feem’d fufpended while fhe wept; 

"Lhe rifing fun reftrain’d his fiery courfe, 

And rapid rivers liften'd at their fource ; 

‘Kvn Echo feae’d to catch the flying found, 

Left repeticion fhould her accents drown ; 

The very morning wind withheld his breeze, 

Nor fann’d with fragrant wings the uoitclefs trees ; 
_ Asif the gentle Zephyr kad buen dead, 

And in the grave with loved Amyntas laid. 

No noife, no whifpering figh, v0 murmuring groan, 

Prefan'd to mingle with a mother's moan ; 

Her cties alone her anguifh could exprefs, 

All other mourning would have made it lets, 

ar me,” fhe cried,“ ye nymphs and fylvan 








ots of thefe once-low’d abodes ; 

Hear my diflreds, and lend a pitying ear, 

Hear my coniplaint—you would not hear my 
© prayer; 

The lofs which you prevented not, deplore, 

Aud mourn with me Amyntas Now no more. 

* Have not caufe, ye crue! powers, to mourn? 

Lives there like me another wretch forlorn ? 

‘Yell me, thou dun that round the world doth 
“ fhine, 

® }Latt thou beheld another lofs like mine? 

Ye winds, who on yeur wings fad acceuts bear, 

Andcateh the founds of forrow and defpair, 

‘Tell me if eer your tender pinions hore 

oe Such wel oe, fush deadly fighs, before? 
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“ Teli me, thon earth, on whofe wide Spreading 

The wretched load is laid of human race, {baie 

Dott thou not feel thyfelf with me oppreft? 

Lie all the dead fo heavy on thy breaft? 

When hoary winter on thy fhriuking head 

His icy, cold depreffing hand bas laid, 

* Haft thon not felt lefs chillnefs in thy veins? 

Do I not pierce thee with more freezing pains? 

But why to thee do f relate my woe. 

Thou cruel earth, my moft remorfelefs foe, 

Within whofe darkfome womb the grave is 
«“ made, 

Where all my joys are with Amyntas laid ? 

What is’t to me, though on thy naked head 

Eternal winter should his horror fhed, _{frott, 

Though all thy nerves are numb’d with endlefs 

And all thy hopes of future {pring were loft? 

To me what comfort can the {pring afford ? 

Can my Amyntas be with fpring reftur’'d? 

® Can all the rains that fall from weeping tkies,, 

Unlock the tomb where my Amyntas lies ? 

No, sever' never !—Say then, rigid earth, 

What is to me thy everlafting dearth ? 

Though never flower again its head fhould rear, 

Though never tree again fhould bloffom bear, 

Vhough never grafs fhould clothe the naked: 
“ ground, {found. 

“ Nor ever healing plant or wholefome herb be 

“ None, none were found when I bewail’d their 

“ want; (plant, 

“ Nor wholefeme -herh was found, nor healing 

* To cafe Amyntas of his cruel pains; 

“ In vain I fearch’d the valleys, hills and plains; 

But wither’d leaves alone appear’d to.view, 

“ Or poifonous weeds diftilling deadly dew. 

“ And if fome naked ftalk, not quite. decay’d, 

“ Lo yield a freth and friendly bud effay’d, 

Soon as I reach’d to crop the tender fhoot, 

“ A theicking mandrake kill’d it at the root. 

“ Witnefs to this, ye fawns of every wood, 

“ Who at the prodigy a‘tonith’d ftood, 

Well I remember what fad figns ye made, 

Whar fhowers of unavailing tcars ye fhed ; 

How each ran fearful to his mofly cave, 

“ When the Litt gafp the dear Amyntas gave. 

For then the air was fiil’d with dreadful cries, ’ 

And fudden night.o’erfpread the darken’d ties ; 

Phantoms, and fiends, and wandering fires ap~ 
“© pear’d, 

And fcreams of ill-prefagirg birds were heard. 

The fore thook, and Ainty rocks were cleft, | 

And irghted ftreants their wonted channels lefts 

With frantic grief o’erflowing fruitful ground, 

Where mary a herd and harmilefs fwain wap 
“ drown'd 

While 1 forlorn and defolate was left, 

sf every help, of every hope bereft ; 

To every element expos'd I lay, 

And to my gricfs a more defencelefs prey. 

Fer thee, Amyntas, all thefe pains were berne, 

For thee thefe hands were wrung, thefe hairs - 
“ were torn; : 

For thee my foul to figh fhail never leave, 

Thefe eyes to weep, this throbbing heart te 
* heave, 


oe 


¥ 


as 
“« ‘To mourn thy fall, PU-Ay the hated light, 

® And hide my héad in thades of endlefs night: 
“ For thou wert light, and life, and health to me; 


* The fun but thanklefs hhines that fhows not thee. 


“ Wert thou nat lovely, gracefnl, goad, ard young? 
‘* The joy of fight, the talk of every tongue? 

“ Did ever branch fo fweet a bloffom hear ? 

* Or ever early fruit appear fo fait ? 

“ Did ever youth fo far his years tranfcend ? 

“ Did ever life fo immaturely end? 
.“ For thee the’tuneful fwains provided lays, 

“ And every mufe'prepar'd thy future praife. 

“ For thee the bufy nymph ftripp'd every grove, 
“ And myttle wreaths and flowery chaplets wove, 
But now, ah difmal change! the tuneful throng 
To Joud lamentings turn the ‘cheerful fong, 
Their pleafing tatk the weeping virgins leave, 
And with unfinith'd garlands ttrew thy grave. 
There let me fall, there, there lamenting lie, 

“ There grieving grow to carth, defpair, and die.” 

‘This faid, her loud complaint of force fhe ceas’d, 
Excefs of grief het faultering fpeech fupprefs’d, 
Along the ground her colder Jimbs the laid, 
‘Where late the grave was for Amyntay made; 
Then from her fwimming eyes began to pour 
Of foftly falling rain a filver thower; 

Her loofely-flowing hair, ‘all radiant bright, 
O'erfpread the dewy grafs like ftreams of light : 
As if the fun had of his beams becn thorn, 
And caft to earth the glories he had worn, 
A fight fo lovely fad, fuch deep diftrefs, 
No tongue can tell, 0 pencil canexprefs. [ftill, 

And now the winds, which had fo long becn 
Began the fwelling air with fighs to fill: 

‘The watcr-nymphs, who motionlefs remain‘d, 
Like images of ice, while fhe complain’d, 

Now loos’d their ftreams;-a9 when defcending rains 
Roll the fteep torrents headlong o’er the plains, 
“Phe prone creation, who fo long had gaz'd, 
Charm’d with her cries, and at her grie{s amaz’d, 
Began to roar and how! with horrid ycll, 

Difmal to hear, and terrible to tell ; 

Nothing but groans and fighs were heard around, 
And cho multiplied each monrnful found. 

When all at once an-univetfal paufe 

Of gricf was made, as from fome feerct caufe, 
‘The balmy air with fragrant {cents was fill’d, 
As if cach weeping tree had gumis diftili'd, 
Such, if not fwecter, was the rich perfume 
Which fwift afcended from Amyntas’ tomb : 
As ifth? Arabian bird her neft had fir'd, 

And on the fpicy pile were now expir'd. 

And now the turf, which late was naked feen, 
‘Was fudden {pread with lively-(pringing green ; 
Aad Amaryllis faw, with wondering eycs, 

A flowery bed, where the had wept, arife 5 _ 

Thick as the pearly drops the fair had thed, 

The blowing buds advane’d their purple head ; 

From every tear that fella violet grew, 

And thence their fweetnefs came, and thence their | 
mournful huc, i 

Remeniber this, ye nymphs and gentle maids, 
‘When lolitude yc feek in gloomy thades; 

Qr walk on banks where filent waters flow, 
For there this lovely fower will love to grow, 


“ 
* 
“ 
“ 
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Think on Amyntas oft as ye thall loop 

To crop the italks, and take them foftly up. 

When in your {nowy necks their fweets you wear, 
Give a foft figh, and drop a tender tear: ins 
To low'd Amyntas pay the tribute due, {grew. 
And blefs bis peaceful grave, wheré firft they 





TO CYNTHIA, 
WEEPING, AND NOT SPEAKING. 
Evecy. 


Way are thofe hours, which heaven in pity lent 
To longing love, in fruitlefs forrow {pent ? 
Why fighs my fair? why does that bofom move 
With any paffion ftirt’d, but-rifing love ? 

Can difcontent find placé within that breatt, 

On whofe foft pillows ev'n defpair might ref 7 
Divide thy woes, and give me my fad part; 

T am no ttranger to an. aching heart ; 

Too well I know the force of inward grief, 
And well can bear it to give you relief; 

All love’s fevereft pangs I can endure: 

U can bear pain, though hopelefs of a cure, 

T know what ’tis to weep, and figh, and pray, 
To wake all night, yet @read'the breaking day; 
1 know what ’tis to with, and hope, and all in vain, 
And mect, for humble love, urikind difdaia ; 
Anger and hate I have been fore'd to hear, 
Nay, jealoufy—and I have felt defpair. 

Thefe pains for you I have been fore'd to prove, 
For cruel you, when I began to love, 

Till warm compaflion tovk at Iength my part, 
And melted to my with your yielding heart. 
© the dear hour in which you did refign! 


When round my neck your willing arms did 

twine, . i 
And, in a kits, you faid: your heart was mine, 
Throngh each returning year may that hour be 
Diftinguith’d in the rounds of all eternity ; : 
Gay be the fun that hour in all his lighe, ~ 
Let him colle the day to be more bright, 
Shine all that hour, and let the reft be night. 
And fhall | ali this heaven of blifs receive 
From you, yet not lament to fee you grieve 
Shall I, who nourith’d in my brealt defire, 
When your cold {corn and frowus forbid the fires 
Now when a mutual flame you have reveal’d, 
And the dear union of our fouls is feal’d, 
When all my joys complete in you I find, 
Shall I not fhare the forrows of your mind? 
O tell me, tell me all—whence does arife [fighs? 
This flood of tears? whence are thefe frequent 
Why does that lovely head, like a fair lower 
Opprefs’d with drops of a hard-falling thower, 
Bend with its weight of grief, and feem to grow 
Downward to earth, and kifs the root of woe ? 
Lean on my breaft, and let me fold thee faft, 
Lock'd in thefe arms, think all thy forrows paft; 
Or what remain think lighter made by me; 
So 1 fhould think, were I fo held by thee. 
Murmur thy plaints, and gently wound my ears 
Sigh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears; 
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Jols to my check thy cold and dewy face, 

And let pale grief to glowing love give place. 

© {peak—for woe in filence moft appears; 
“Speak, ere my fancy magnify my fears. 

Js there a caufe which words can not exprefs? 

Can I not bear a part, nor make it lefs? 

3 know not what to think—am I in fault? 

Thave not, to my knowledge, ert’d in thought, 

Nor wander’d from my loves nor. wonld I be 

Lord of the world, to live depriv’d of thee. 

You weep afreth, and at that word you ftart! 

Am J to be depriv’d then ?—inuft we part? 

Curfe on that word fo ready to be fpoke, 

¥or through my lips, unmeant by me, it broke. 

Oh no, we mutt not, will net, cannot part, 

And my tonguc talks, unprompted by my heart, 

Yer fpeak, for my diltraction grows apace, 

And racking fears and reftlels doubts increafe 

And fears and doubts to jealouly will turn, 

‘The hotteft hell, in which a heast can burn. 


mm 
AMORET. 


% 
Farx Amoret is gone aftray ; 
Purfue and feek her, every lover; 
@il tell the figus by which you may 
‘The wandering thepherdefs difcover. 
ye 
Coquet and coy at one her air, : 
Both ftudy’d, though both feem negle&ed 5 
Carclefs the is with artful care, g 
Affecting to feem unaffeded. 
mn 
With {kill her eyes dart every glance, 
Yet change fo foon you'd ne’er fufpeét them ; 
For fhe’d perfuade they woutid by chance, 
Though certain aim and art direct them, 
Iv. 
the likes herfelf, yet others hates 
— For that which in herfelf the prizes; 
And, while fhe laughs at them, forgets 
She is the thing that the defpifes.’ 





LESBIA. 


When Lefbia firt 1 faw fo heavenly fair, 

With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air, 
Ithought my heart, which durft fo high afpire, 
As bold as his who fnatch’d celeftial fire. 

But foon as e’er the beauteous idiot fpoke, 

Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke, 

Like balm the trickling nonfenfe heal’d my wound. 
And whag her eyes enthrall’d her tongue uabound. 





DORIS, 


“ Dorts, a nymph of riper age, 
Has*every grace and art, 


af) 
A wile obferver to engage, 
©r wound a heedlefs heart. ‘ 


\ of native bluft, and rofy dye, 


Time has her check bereft; 
Which makes the prudent nymph fupply 
With paint th’ injurious theft. ‘ 


Her fparkling eyes fhe ftill retains, 
and teeth in good repair; - 

And her well-furnifi'd front difdaing 
To grace with borrow’d Hair, ~ 


Of fize, fhe is aor thort, nor tall, 
And does to fat incline 

No more than what the French would ealf 
Aimable Embonpoint, ee 


Farther her perfon to difclofe 
T Jeave—let it fuffice, 

She has few fanits buc what fhe knows, 
And can with fill difguife. 


She many lovers has refus’d, 
With many more comply'd; 
Which, like her clothes, when little us’d, 
She always lays afide, ” = 
She's one who looks with great contemp! 
On each affected creature, 7 
Whofe nicety would feem exempt 
From appetites of nature, 


She thinks they want or health or lenée, 
Who want an inclination; : 
And therefore never takes offence 
At him who pleads his paflion, 


Whom fhe refufes the treats ftill 
With fo’much fweet behaviour, 

That her refufal, through her kiil, 
Looks almoft like a favour, 


Since fhe this foftnefs can exprefa 
To-thofe whom the rejeds, 

She mutt be very fond, you'll gues, 
@f fuch whom fhe affects: 


Bot here our Doris far outgoes 
All that her fex have done ; 
She no regard for cuftom knows, 
Which reafon bids her fhun. 


By reafon her own reafon’s meant, 

"Or, if you pleafe, her will: 

For, when this lait is difcontent, 
The firtt is ferv'd but ill, 


Peculiar therefore is her way; 
Whether by nature taught, 

I thall not undertake to fay, 
Or by experience Bought. 


But who o’er night obgain’d her graag, 
she can npxt day difown, : 





Wofit Vfollow where he led the way, 

And court appliufe by what I fcem_so pay, 
Myielf { praife, while 1 thy praife intend, 
-EoF “tis fome virtue, virtue to commend ; 
And next to deéds which our own honour raife, 
Isto diQinguith them wh» merit praile. 








"TO A CANDLE. 
ELEGY, 


‘Tuov watchful taper, by whofe filent light 

L lonely pafs the melancholy night ; 

‘Thou taithful witned/s of my fecret pain, 

"Fo whom alone | venture to complain : 

O learn with me my hopelefs love to moan ; 
Commiferate a life fo like thy own, 

Like thine, my flames to my deftruétion turn, 
‘Waiting that hearr by which fupply'’d they burn. 
Like thive, my joy and faffering they difplay ; 
At once are figus of life, and fymproms of decay. 
And as thy fearfut flames che day decline, 

And only during neht preiume to shine s 

Their humble rays aoc daring to afpire 

Before the fun, che fuursain of their fire ¢ 

So mine, with confcious thame, aud equal awe, 
‘Yo thades obfeure, and fulitude ¥; Saw 5 

Nor dare their hyht before her eyes aiiclofe, 
From whofe bright beams their being firh arofe. 
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TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH VERSE, 


Wherein be recommends the rules and inflruttions to the 
Lair Sev in the conduét of their amours ; after having 

—~ already conipofed te books for the uj2 of Men upon 
the fame fubjett, ; 

‘Tue men are arm’d, and for the fight prepare; 

And now we muil inftrud and arm the fair, 

Both fexes, well appointed, take the field, 

‘And m'ghty love derermine which thall yield. 

Man were ignoble, when thus arm’d,to fiaw + 

Unequal force ayaintt a aked foe : 

No glory froni fuch conquelt can be gain'd, 

And odds are aiways by the brave difiain'’d, 
But fome exclaim, “ What phrenzy rules your 

“ mind? 
“ Would you increafe the craft of woman kind! 
“ Teach them new wiles and arts! As well you 
~ # mia: 

“ Inftrud a fnake to bite, or wolf to prey.” 

But, fure, tao hard a cenfure they purfue, 

‘Who charge on all the failings of a few. 

Examine firft impartially each fair, 

‘Thén, as fhe merits, or condenin, or fpare. 

af Menclaus, and the king of men, 

With joflise of their fiter-wives complain ; 





POR NM f- . 





335 
If fa'fe Eriphyle forfook her faich, : 
Ard for reward procur’d her hufband’s deaihg 
Penelope was loyal till. and chafe, 

Though twenty years her lord in abfence pafs'd, 

Reflect how Laodama's tenth was try'd, 

Wis, though in bloom of youth, and beauty’s 
pride, Pe 

To fhare:her hufband’s fate, untimely-dy'd, 

Think how Alcette's piety was prov’, 

Who loft her life to fave the mau fhe lov'd. 

Receive me, Capaneus, Avadne cry'ds 

Nor death itfelf oar nup*ials fhall divide : 

Yo join thy afhes, pleas'd [ fhall expire ; 

She faid, and leap’d amid the funeral fire. 

Virtue herfelf a goddefs we confefs, 

Both se in her name and in her drefss 

No wonder then, if, to ber fex inclin'd, . 

She cultivates with care a female mind, 

Bur thefe exalted fouls exceed the reach , 

Of that foft art which I pretend to teach, 

My tender hark requires a gen‘le gale, 

A little wind will filla little fai, > 











Gf fportive loves | fing, and fiow what ways >° 
The willing nyn:ph moft ufe her blifs to raite, 
And how to captivate the nian {he'd plete, 


Woman is fuft, and of a tender heart, 
Apt to receive, and to retain, love's dart: 
Man hasa brea rebuft, and more fecure, 
Tt wounds him vot fo ceep, nor hits fo fure. 
Men oft are falfe; and, Wf you fearch with care, 
You'li find lefs fraud imputed to the fair, 
The fuithlefs Jafon from Medea fled, 
‘eula partner of his hed. 
bis git Ariadne, vd an unknown thore ...: 
Thy abfence, perjur'd Thefeus, did deplore, 
tfthva the wild inhabicants of air 
¥orvore her tender jovely limbs to tear, 
It was pot owing, Mheicus, to thy care, 
Inguire the cauie, and let Demophoon tell, 
Why Phyllis by a fate untimely fell. 
Nine times, in vain, upon the promis'd day, 
She fought th’ appointed fhore, and view'd the feat 
Her fail the fadiug trecs confent to mourn, 
And fhed their leaves ra her lamented urm, 

‘The prince fo far for picty renown’d, 
To thee, Eliza, was unfaithful found; 
To thee firlorn and languithing with grief, 
His fword aloue he left, thy Intt relief, 
Ye ruin’d nymphs, thal} I che caufe impart 
OF all your woes? ‘T'was want of needful art. 
Love of itfelf too quickly wiil expire ; 
Bur powerful art perpetuates defire. 
Women had yet their ignorance bewail'd, 
Had not this art by Venus been reveai’d. 

Before my fight the Cyprian goddefs thone, 
And thus the faid; “ What have poor women 

done? : 7 

“ Why is that weak, defencelefs fex expos’d, ° 
* On every fide, by men welj-arm'd, inelos’d 2 
* ‘Twice are the meu infirugted by the mule,” 
“ Nor mutt the now to teach the fex refufe. 
“ The Burd, who injur'd Helen in his fong, 
“ Recanted after,and redrefs'd the wrong. 
“ And you, if on my favour you depend, 
“ The, caufe of women, while you jive, defend," 






























Bee fed, a myrtle fprig, which berries bore 

Bhe @ve me (for a myrtle wreath fle wore). 
Phe gift receiv’d, my fenfe enlighten'd geew, 
Ard trom her prefepce infpiration drew. 
Attend, ye nymphs, by wedlock unconfin’d,fmind: 
And. hear my precepts, while fe prompts my 
Ey‘n now, in bloom of youth, and beauty’s prime, 
Keware of coming age, nor waite your time: © 
Row, while you may, and ripening years invite, 

* Enjoy the {cafonable, {weet delight + 

2 For rolling years, like ftealing waters, glide; 

"Wor hope to ftop their ever-ebbing tide : 
‘Think not hereafter will the tofs repay ; 

_ For every morrow'will the tafte decay, j 
And leave lefs rclifh than the former day. 

"ve feen the time, when, on thet wither’d thorn, 
Fhe blooming rofe vied with the blufhing morn. 
«With fragrant wreaths 1 thence have deck’d my 

oe head, : 
Bnd fee how leaftefs now, and how decay’d! 
ud you, whe now the Jove-fick youth reject, 
Will prove, in age, what pains attend neglect. 
one, then, will prets upon your midnight hours, 
“Nor wake, to ftrew your ftrect with morning 
flowers. 
‘Then nightly knockings at your door will ceafe, 
Whole noifelefs hammer, then, may rufl in peace, 
“Alas, how foon a clear complexion fades ! 
How focn a wrinkled fkin plump flefh invades { 
And what avails it, though the fair-one fwears 
She from her infancy had fome gray hairs? 
he growe all hoary in afew more years, 
And then the venerable truth appears. 
Thefnake his fein, the deer his horns may colt, 
And both renew their youth and yigours pail : 
But no receipt can human: kind relieve, 
Doonvd to decrepit age without reprieve. 
"hen crop the flower which yet invites your eye, 
And which, ungather’d, on its ftallk muft die. 
Belides, the teuder {cx is forin’d to bear, 
‘And frequent births too fuon will youth impairs 
Gontinual haevelt wears the fruitful field, 
And earth itfelf decays too often tili’d. 
‘Thou didft not, Cyathia, {corn che Latmian fwain; 
Nor thou, Aurora, Cephalus difdain ; 
Che Paphian qucen, who for, Adonis’ fate 
So deeply mourn’d, and who laments him yet, 
Has not been found inexorable fince ; 
Witnefs Harmonia, and the Dardan prince. 
Then take example, mortals, from zbove, 
“And like immortals live, and like them love. 
Refufe not thofe delights, which men require, 
Nor let your lovers languifh with delire. 
Yale though they prove, what Jofs can you fuftain c 
"hence Jet « thoufand take, ’twill all rewai 
"Though conflant ufeev'n flint and feel impairs, 
What you employ no diminutien fears. 
‘Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny? 
Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry ? 
* Still women lafe, you cry, if men obtain ; 
What do they ole, that’s worthy to retain ? 
‘Phink not this faid to proftitute the fex, 
But undeceive whom needlels fears perplex. 
Thus fur a gentle breeze fapplies our fail 
Roy lauach’¢ to bea, we afk a bride 























vee THE WORKS OF CONGREVE. 


And, firft, we treat of drefs. The well-drefs'd 
vine 

Produces plumpeft grapes, and richeft wine ; 

And plenteous crops of golden grain are foundye 

Alone, to grace well-cultivated ground. = 

Beauty’s the gift of gods, the fex’s pride ! 

"Yet to how many is that gift deny’d ? 

Art helps a face; a face, though heavenly fair, 

May quickly fade for want uf needful care. 

Ip ancient days if women flighted drefs, 

Thea men were ruder too, and Hk’d it lefs. 

H Hector’s fpoufe was clad in ubborn fuff, 

A fuldicr’s wife became it well enough. 

Ajax, to shield his ample breaft, provides 

Seven lufty bulls, and tans their ftordy hides; 

And might not he,d’ye think, be well carefs’dy 

And yet his wife-not elegantly drefs’d? 

With rude fimplicity Rome firft was built, 

Which now we fee adorn’d, and carv’d, and gilt. 

‘This capitol with that of old compare ; 

Some other Jove, you'd think, was worfhipp’d there, 

That tofty pile, where fenates diate law, [fcraw. 

When Tatius reign’d, was poorly thatch'd with 

And where Apollo's fane refulgent ands, 

Was heretofore a track of pafture-lands, 

Let ancient manners other men delight 5 

But me the modern pleafe, as more polite. 

Not that materials now in gold are wrought, 

Aad diftant thores for orient pearls are fought : 

Nor for, that hills exhauft their marble veins, 

And ftru@tures rife whofe bulk the fea reftrains; 

But, that.the wozld is civiliz’d of late, 

And polith’d from the ruft of former date. 

Let not the nymph with pendants oad her ear, 

Nor in embroidery, or brocade, appear; 

Too rich a drefs may fometimes check defire, 

And cleanlinefs more animatep-Jove’s fire. 

The hair difpos'd, may gain oF lofe a grace, 

And mtch become, or mifbecome the face. 

What fuits your feacures, of your glafs inquire ; 

For no one rale is fix'd for head-attire. . 

A face too fong fhould part and flat the hair, 

Left, upward comb’d, the length teo mnch ap« 

So Lacdamia drefed, A face too round [pease 

Should fhow the ears,and with a tower be crowa’d, 

On either fhoulder, one her locks difplays ; 

Adorn’d like Phoebus, when he fings his lays 

Another, al] her treffes ties behind ; 

So drefs’d, Diana hunts the fearful bind. 

Difhevell’d locks mott graceful are to fome 5 

Others, the binding fillets more become + 

Some plait, like fpiral fhells, their braided hair, 

Others, the loofe and waving curl prefer. 

Bat to recount the feveral dreffes worn, 

Which artfully each feveral face ado:n, 

Were endicfs, as to tell the leaves on trecs, 

‘The beafts on Alpine hills, or Hybla’s bees. 

Many there are, who feem to flight all care, 

And with a pleafing negligence enfnare; 

Whole mornings oft in fuch a drefs are fpent, 

And all is are that looks like accident. 

With fuch diforder Iole was grac’d, 

When great Alcides first the nymph embrac'd. 

So Ariadne came to Bacchus’ bed, 

When ‘vith the conqueror from Crete the fled, 






2 OUR M™S. 


Who would not take offente; to fee aface 


‘Wature; indulgent to the fex, repays 

"The Loffes they fultain, by various ways. | 

Men ill {upply thofe hairs th y thed in age, 

Loft, like autumnal Jeaves, when north-winds 
. Tage, 

Weamen, with juice of herbs, gray locks difguife, 

And art gives colour which with nature vies.” i 

The well wove towers they wear, their own are 








But only a eir own, a8 what they've bought. 
Nor need they blufh to buy heads ready drefs'd, 
» And thyofe,ut public hops, what fuits chem belt 
Colily apparel! let the tuir one fly, . 

“Enrich’d with gold, or with the Tyrian dyes, 
‘What folly mult in fuch expence appear, 
‘When more ming colours are leis dear? 
One with a dye ig rirtg’d of lovely blues 
“Such as, through air ferene, the fky we view. 
With yellow luttre fee another Spread, * 
Asif the golden flvcce compos’d the thread. 
Bome of the fea-geeen wave the catt difplag; 
‘With this the‘.ymphs their beauteoes forms ar- 














tay; 
And fone the faffron hue will well adorns 
Such is he mantle of the blufhing morn, 
OF myrtle-berties, one che tinure hows; 
In this. of amerhyits, the purple grows, - 
‘And that more imitates the paler rofe. 
Nor Thracian cranes turget, whote filvery plumes 
tive patterns, which employ the mimic looms. 
Nor afmond, nor the Chefnut dye diiclaim ; 
Nor others, which from wax derive their name. 
As ficlds you find, wish various flowers o’er- 
 -Spread, . ps pe 
‘When vineyards bud, and winter's froft is fied ¢ ” 
» So various are the colours you may ty, 
Of which, the thirlty woolrimbibes the dye. 
‘Ty every one :, what befk becomes you, wears 
Forno compiexion al alike can bear. 
Sfiair the fin, black may becumse it bef, 
Jn black the lovely fair Brifeis drefe'd : 
If brown the nymph, let her be cloth’ in white, 
LAndromeda fo chaim’d the wondering fight. 

1 need not warn $s con powerful imesls, _ 
“Which fometimes healdf, or kindly hear, expels. 
Not, from your tendcr legs to pluck 
The cafsal growth of all unteemly ha: 
"Though nat to nyayphs of Cancafes f : ¢ 
Nor fuch whé tate remote the Myfian {pring 
‘Yet, Jet me warn you, that, through no de 
You Jet your teetin diiclofe the Jeatt defed, 
You know the ufe of white to muke you fair, ¢ 
And how, with red, loft colour to repair ; 
Imperfed eye-brows you by art can mend, ‘ 
And fkin when wanting, o’er a fearcxiend. *” 
Nar need the fair one’be alhanid, who tries 
By art, to add new luftre to her eyes. ‘ 

<A little book Pve ntade, but with great care, 
How to preferve the face, and how repair. * 
In thar, the nymphs, by time ar chance annoy’d, 
* May fee, what pains to pleafethem HP ve employ’d. 
. Bat, ftill beware, chat from your lover's eye 
« You keep conceal’d the medicines you apyly ¢ / 
‘Though art affifts, yet muft that art be Lid, 
Lett, whom ic would invite, it dhould forbid. 
Vou. VII, > -* 
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Alldaub’d, and Uripping with the me'ted greafe? 

And though your ‘unguents bear th’ Atheniag, 
mame, «st 

The wool’s unfaveury {cept is fill the fame. 

Marrow of ftazs. nor your pomatums try, 


| Nor. clean your’ furry teeth, when men are bys 


For many things, when doze, afford delight, 
Which yet, while doing, may offend the fight. 
Ev’n Myro’s tatutes, which for art furpafs 
All other’s, once vere hut a thapelefs mafs; 
Rude was that gold which-now in rings is wortry 
As once the robe you wear was woolunfhorn, 
Think, how that fone rough in the quarry grew, 
Which, now, a perfe@ Venus thaws to view. 7 
White we fuppofe you fleep, repair your face, 
Leck’d from cbfervers, in fume fecret place. 
Add the Jatt hand, befote yourfelves you thows 
Your need of art, why fhould your lovers kuow 
For tany things, when moft conceal’d, are belts, 
d few of rigt inquiry bear the te, ” 
‘hofe Gynres whitch jx theatres are feen, 
hays, are caranion woad withia, 
But no fp Gaturs are nliow'd to pry. °F 
Fill all is RutWd, which alluces the eyé. 
Yet, Pmut own, it oft effords delight, 






























“Fallow her ngek, und o'er her fnoulder fpready 


Bat ket her look, tat fhe wich care avoid 

Ali frecful atrs, while fhe’s fo employ'd; 
Let her aot fiiflundo, with peevith hatte, 

All that ber woman dees, who does her beft. 
E bate a vixen, that her mai, 
And feratches with her bodkin, or her nails; > * 
Whale the poor gir) in blood and tears mult mourn; 
And her heart curfes what hee hands adorn. 

_Let her who has vo hair, ov has but fome, 
Plant centinels before her dreflug-room : 
Or in the fane of the good goddets drefs, 
Where all the male-kind are debarr’d accefa, 

* Vis faid, that £ (but ’tis a tale deviv'd) 
A lady ac her toifet once furpris’d ; | 
Who, flarting, faatch’d in hafte the tower the wore, 
And, in ahurty, plac’d the hinder part before, 
But on our fucs full every fuch difgrace, 
Cr barbarous beauties of the Parthian race, 
Ungraceful "tis to fee without a hogan 
The lofty hart, whom branches belt adorn 
A leafelefs tree, or an wnverdant mead; 
And as urigraceful is a hairicfs head, 
But thiak not thefe inflruetions are Gefign’d 
For firft-rate beauties of the finifh’d kind: 
Not to a Semel; of Leda bright, : 
Nor an Europa, thefe my rutes { write ; 
Nor the fair Helea do I teach, whofe charms. 
Stirr'd up Atrides, and all Greece, to arms: * 
Thee to regziv, well was that war began,. * 
And Paris well defended what he won; ie 
What lover, or what Kufband, would not fight 
In fuch a caufe, where both are in the right? 

‘Vhe crowd I teach, fome homely, and fome fair: 
But of the former fort, the larger fhare. ! 
"The haudfeme Teaft require the help of art, : 
Rich in themfelves, and pleas’d with nature's parts 

5 Nt. 
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‘When calm the fea, at cafe the pilot lies, 

But all }: il excrts when florms arife. 

Faults in your perfon, or your face, correct : 

And few are feen that have not fome defead. 

‘The nymph too dhort her feat fhoald feldom quit, 

Left, when fhe Nanda, the may be thought to fit; 

And when extended on her couch the lies, 

Let length of petticoats conceal her fize. 

‘Lhe leag of thick-wrought Muff her clothes thoald 

ode, i 

And fuller made, than what the plumper ufe. 

Af pale, let ber the crimfon juice apply ; 

Wiwarthy, tothe Pharian varnifh fly. 

Z Jey toe lank, tight garters @ill mu? wear; 
ur Thould an ill-fhap'd foot be ever bare. 

Rowand fhov.lders, bolder’d, will appear the leat; 

And lacing ftrait, confines too full a breaft, 
Whofe fingers are too fat, and nails ton ‘cnarfe, 
Should always fhun much gefture in difcouyfe. 
And you, whofe breath is touct?d, this caution 

sa take, 
Nor f{2Qing, nor tgo near another Speak. 
Vet not the aymph with laughter. much abound, 
‘Whofe, teeth are black, uneven, or nvfound. 
Vou hardly think how much on this depends, 
And how a laugh, or fpoils a face, or mends. 

. Gape nat too wile, left you difclofe your gums, 
4nd lofe the dimple which the check becomes, 
Nor let your fides too Rrong concuffions thake, 
Lek you the foftnefs of the fex forfake. 

In fome, diftortions quite the face difnife ; 
Another laughs, that you would think fhe cries, 

». In one, too hoarfe a voice we hear betray’, 

» Another's iy as harth as if the bray'd. 

‘p+ What canuct art attain! many, with eafe, 

i, Have learn to weep, both when and how they 

leate. 

“forhers, rong affetation, lifp, aud find, 

In imperfection, charms to catch mankind. 
legit no means which may promote your ends; 
Now learn what way of waiking recommends. 

| Too mafculine a motion fhocks the fight; 

: But femile grace allares with Grange delight. 

One has an artful fwing and jut behind, 

Which helps her ccats to catch the {welling wind 3 

Swell’d with the nton wind, they locfely flow, 

And every ftep and graceful motion fhow. 

Another, like an Umbrian’s tturdy {puufe, 

Strides all the fpace her petticoat allaws. 

Between extremes, in this, a mean adjult; 

Nor how. too nice a gait, nor too rebutt. 

TE fuowy white your neck, you till fhocld wear 

‘that, and the thoulder of the left arm, bare, 

Such fights ne'er fail to fire my amorous heart, 

And make me pant to kifs the naked part. 

rens, though monfters of the ftormy main, 

in fhips, when under fail, with fongs, detain: 

* Scarce could Ulyffes by his friends be bound, 
“When firft he liften’d to the charming found. 
Singing infinviatess learn, alk ye maids; 

Of, whien a face forbids, a voice perfuades,* 
Whether on theatres loud ftrains we hear, 

; Or in RuchleTome foft Egyptian air, 

“Well thall the fing, of whom Y make my 

‘Bnd with her luce accompany her voice. 
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‘The rocks were ftirr’d, the beafts to tifen 

When on his lyre melodious Orpheus play'd; ‘ 

Ev'n Cerbcrus and hell that found obey’d. 

And ftones officions were, thy walls to raile, 

O Thebes, attracted by. Ampliun’s lays. 

The dolphin, dumb itfelf, thy voice admir'd, 

And was, Arion, by thy fongs isfpir’d. 

QF {weet Callimachus the works rehcarfe, 

And read Philetas’ and Anacreon’s verfe. 

Terentian plays may mach the mind improve 5 

But fofteit Sappho beft inflrudts to live. 

Propertins, Gallus, and Fibuilus read, 

And let Varronjan verfe to thefe fucceed. 

Then mighty Maro’s work with care perufe ; 

Of all the Latin bargs the nohleft mufe. 

Ev'n |, ‘tis poffible,.in after. days, 

May “{cape oblivion, and be nam'd with thefe. 

My labour'd Jines fume readers may approve, 

Since I've inftru@ed either fex in love. 

Whatever book you read‘of this foft art, 

Read with a lover’s voice, and lover’s hear. 
Tender epiftles too by me are fram’d, 

A work before unthought-of, and unnam'd, 

Such was your facred will, O tuneful Nine! 

Such thine, Apolio! and, Lyzus, thine! 
Suil unaccomplith’d may the maid be thoughr, 





‘Who gracefully to dance was never tanght : 


‘That a@ive dancing may to love engage, 
Witnefy the well-kept dancers of the tage. 
Of fome old triftes !’m atham’d to tell, 
Though it becomes the fex to trifle well; 
To raffle prettily, or flur a dye, : 
Implies both curning and dexterity. 
Nor is’t amifs at chefs to be expert, i 
For games moft thoughtful, fonctiznes, mofl divert, 
Jearn every game, you'll find it prove of ufe ; 
Partics begun at play, may love praduce. 
But eafier ’tis to learn how bets to lay, 
‘Than how to keep your temper while you play. 
Unyuarded then cach breaft is open laid, 
And while the head's intent, the heart’s betray’d. 
Then bafe defire of gain, then rage appcars, 
Quarrels and brawIs arife, aad anxious fears ; 
Then clamours and revilings reach the ky, 
While lofing gamefters all the gods defy. 
Then horrid aaths are utter'd every catt ; 
They grieve, and curfe, and ftorm, nay, weep at 
lag. 
Good Jove, avert i:.ch dhameful faults as thefe 
From every nymph whofe'heart 's inclin'd to’ 
pleate. 
Soft reer¢ations fit the female kind ; 
Nature, for men, has rougher fports defign’d : 
To wield the fword, and hurl the pointed [peat 5 
To top, or turm the fteed in full career. 
‘Vhough martial fields ill fait your tender frames, 
Nor may you {wim in Tiber's rapid ftreams; 
Yet when Sai’s burning wheels from Leo drive, 
And at the glowing Virgin's fign arrive, 
*Tis both allew'd and fir you fhould repair 
To pleafant walks, and breathe refrething air. 
To Pompey’s gardens, or the thady groves 
Which Cafar honours, and which Phoebus loves 3 
Pheebus, who funk the proud Egyptian feet, 
And made Augullus’ vigtery complete, 
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Or feek thofe thades, where mondDments of fame 
Are rais’d, to Livia's and DGavin’s name ;. 
Or where Agrippa fir edagn’d the ground, 

~ When he with naval viGory was crown’d. 
To Uis’ fane, to.thesttes refort ; 
And in the cireus fee the noble fport. 
In every public place, by turns, be thown; 
In vain you're fair, while you remain unknown. 
Should you, in finging, Chamyras ecanfcend ; 
Your voice nnheard, who could your fkill com- 

mend? 

Had not Apelles drawn the fea-born queen, . 
Her beauties ttill beneath the waves had been, 

Poets, infpir’d, write only for a name, 

And think their labours well repaid with fame. 

Is former days, 1 own, the pocts were 

OF gods and kings the molt peculiar care ; 

Majettic awe was in the name allow'd, | 

‘And they with rich poff-fiions were endow'd. 

Eannins with honours was by Scipio grae’d, 

And, next his own, the poet's fatue plac'd. 

But now their ivy crowns bear. no efteem, 

And all their learning’s thought an idle dreari. 

Still, there's a pleafure, that procecds froat 
praife ; . 

What could the high renown of Homer raife, 

But that he fung his !lidd’s deathicf’s lays? 

Who could have been of Daniae’s charms affur'd, 
Had the grown old, within her tower imnuir’d? 
This, ds a eyle, let every nymph purfue ; 

That ‘tis her intereft oft to come in view. 

_ Ahongry wolf at all the herd will rua, | 

in hopes, through many, to make fure of ane, 

So, let the fair the gazing crowd affail, 

"That over one, at jeaft, fue may prevail. 

In every place to pleafe, be all her thought 5 

Where, fometimes, lealt we think, the fith is 
caught. F 

Sometinies, all day, we hunt the tedious foil ; 

Anon, the ftag hinifelf thall feck the eal. + 

How could Andromeda gude doubt relief, 
Whole chats of heighven’d’ dnd adurn’d by 

” phiel : 


While yer fhe weeps, may kindle new defire, 

And Elymen’s torch ce-light with funeral fire, 
Heware of men who are too fprucely drels’d; 

And look, you fly with fpeed a fop profefs'd. 

Such tools, to you, and toa thoufand more, 

Will tell the fame dull ttory o’cr and o'er. 

‘This way and that, unfteadily they rove, 

And, never fix’d, are fugitives in love. 

Such flatreriug things all women fure frould 

hate, : 

as themfelves, and more effeminate, 

a me, all I fay is for your good ; 

Tad Priam been belicv’d, ‘Troy ftill had food. 
Many, with bafe defigns, will paflion feign, 

Who kaow no loye, but fordid love of gain. 

But let no powder’d heads, nor effenc’d hair, 

Your well-belicving, eafy hearts enfnare. 

ick clothes are oft by common fharpets worn, 

end rings feleniot 

your lover burt with fi 

tg to enjey, and befk as 


g wie 
‘The widow'd fair who fees her lord expire, Q 



















\ And clap oa all the 1 








Poor Clee, robb'd, runs erying through the frecta 
And as fhe runs, * Give me my own,” Fepéats 
How often, Venous, hait thou heard fuch cries, 
And laugh’4 amidft thy Appian votariest 
Some fo notoriqus are, their very name 
Muft eyety nymph whom they frequent, defame. 
Be warn’d by ills, which others have deftroy'd; 
Aad faithlefs men with conftant care avoid. 
Yruft not a Chefeus, fair Athenian maid, 
Who has fo oft th’ actefting geds betray'd. | 
And thou, Demophoon, heir to Thefeus’ crimeng 
Hatt loft thy crédit to all futare times. 
Promife for promife equally afford, 
But once a contra@ made, keep well your words 
Pur the for any a% of hell is ft, 
And, undjfmay'd, may facrilege commit, 
With impious hands could quench the veftal fire 
Poifon her hufvand in her arms 'for hire; 2 
Who firft to fake a lover's gift complies; 
And then defrauds him, and his clatos denies’ 
But hold, my mufe, check thy unruly horfe, 

And more in fight purfue th’ intended courfes 

, 1 love-epiftles tender lines impart, 
And bilfet-doux are fent, ro found your heart 
Let all fuch Ieteers, by a faithful maid, * 
Or corifident, be fecretly ¢onvey’d : ss 
Boon from the words you'll judge, if ead 


Site, . en : 
When feign’d a pafltin is, sind when fincenes 
Ere in return you write, fome time require 3" 
Delays, if not too long, inkteafe defire: : 
Nor let the preifing youth with eafe obtains 
Nor yer tefufe him with too rudé difdain : 
Pay fet bis bipet, Fay bet sor increafe,, 
uc bi¥ id Ant fear. to) ive place, ee 

Be thse ichodd fe phitafess when yottwrite 
The ufual way of Epeech is more polite, 
How have | feen the puzéled lover vex'd, 
‘To read a letter with hard words perptex'd ! 
A ftyle too coarfe takes from a handfome face, 
And makes us wifli an uglier in its place. 

But fince (though chaltity be not your €are’y, 
You from your hufband fill would hide,th’ aff} 
Write to no ftranger till his truth beery’d,, 
Nor in a foolift meffenger confide. 

What agonies that woman undergoes, 

Whofe hand the traitor threatens to expofe 5 
Who, rafhly trufting, dreads to be decciv’d, 
And lives for ever to that dread tnftay’d! 

Such treachery can never be forpafs‘d, ~ 

For thofe difcoveries fure as light’ning blaft 
Might E advife, fraud theuld with fraud be 
Let arms repel all who with dems invade, 

But fince your letters ray be brought to ligtt 
What if in feveral hands you learn’d to write? 
My carfe on him whe firft the fex betray’d, 
and this advice fo neteffary made. 
Nor let your pocket-book two hands containg: 
Firft rab your fover’s out, then write agaitt: * 
Still one contrivance more remains behind,” 
Which you may-vfe as a convenient blind ; 
As if co women writ, your letters frame, 
Andlet your friend to you fublcribe a female nag 

Now gréater things to ted!, my mufe prepare: 
2 bark can bear, 

Nea ij 















$04 : 
“bet no rede palfions in your looks find place ; 
‘or fury will deform the fineft face : 
fwells the lips, and biackens all the veins, 
{While iu the eye a Gorgon horror reigns. 
When on her flute divine Minerva play’d, 
nd in a fountain faw-the change it made, 
welling her check ; the flung it quite afide : 
‘8 Nor is thy mufic fo mech worth,” the ery’d. 
Zook in your glafs when you with anger glow, 
id you'll confefs, you fcarce ycurfelves can 
7" - know. 
for with exceffive pride infurlt the fight, 
For gentle looks, alc ne, to love invite. 
jBelieve it as a truth that’s daily try’d, 
“There's nothing more deteftable than pride. 
JHow have 1 feert fome.airs difguft create, 
‘Like things which by antipathy we hate! 
‘Let looks with looks, and {miles with {miles be 
aid y Z 
kid when your lover bows, incline your head. 
‘Ro, love preluding, plays at firft with hearts, 
bia after -vounds with deeper-picrcing darts. 
‘Nor mea melancholy miftrets charms; 
Let fad Fecmeffa weep in Ajax’ arms. 
et mourning beauties fuilen heroes move, 
‘We cheerful men like gaiety in lave. © -' 
Let Hector in Andromache delight, 
Who, in bewailing Troy, waftcs all the night. 
eed they not both born children (to be plain), 
“ne'er could think they’d with their hufbands lain. 
Hono idea in my mind can frame, 
“Phat either’ one or t’uther doleful dame 
Could toy, could fondle, or could call their lords 
My life, my foul,” or {peak endearing words, 
1 Why from tonmparifons theutd [ refrain; 
@r'fear {mall things by greater to explain ? 
@bferve what condud prudent generals ufe, 
And how their feverai officers they choofe; 
Po one a charge of infantry commit, 
Another fir the horfe is thought more fit. 
So you your fevesal lovers fhould feleet, 
Bee. as you find them qualified, direst. 
¢ wealthy lover ftore of gold fh..uld fend; 
‘The lawyer fhould, in courts, your caufe defend, 
who write verfe, with verfe alone thould 
“Aribe ; 
ft apt to love is all the tunefw] tribe. 
‘ws, your fame fhall through the world be 
blaz'd; 
Bo Nemefis, fo Cynthia's name was rais’d. 
From caft to weft, Lycoris” praifes ring; 
Wor are Corinna’s filent, whom we fing. 
fofrand the poct's facred breait can bears 
Mlifd are his manners, and his heart fincere + 
Nor wealth he feeks, nor feels ambition’s fires, 
Bat ‘thuns the bar; and books and thades re- 
. quires. 
Broo faithfully, alas‘ we know to love, 
UWith dafe we fix, but we with pain remove; 
swith our fouls combine, 
rnefs our bearts incline, 
to the poct's prayer, 
‘shim, and the 
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*Tis fin, a price from poets to exad; 
But "tis a fin no woman fears te act. 
Yet bide, howe’er, your avarice ‘from fight, 
Left you too foon your new admirer fright. 
As kkilful riders rein with different force, 
A new-back’d courfer, end a well-train’d horfe; 
Do you, by diffcrent management, engage 
The man in years, and youth of greener age. 
This, while the wiles of love are yct unknown, 
Will gladly cleave to yeu, and you alone: 
With kind carcffes oft itdulge the boy, 
And all the harvett of his heat enjoy. 
Alone, thus blefs'd, of rivals moft beware ; 
Nor love nor empire can a rival bear, 
Men more difcreetiy love, when more mature, 
And many things, which youth difdains, endure ¢ 
No windows break, nor houfes fet on fire, 
Nor tear their own, or miftrefs’s attire, 
In yeuth, the boiling blood gives fury vent, 
But men in years more calmly wrongs refent. 
as wood when green, or as a torch when wet, 
They flowly burn, but long retain their heat. 
More bright is youthful flame, bu: fconer diess 
Then {wiftiy teize the joy that fwiftly fies, 
‘Thus ali betraying to the beauteous foe, 
How furely to enflave ourfelves we fhow! 
‘To truft.a-traitor, you'll no fcruple make, 
Who's traitor only foryout ‘fake, a 
Who yields too foon, will foon her fovartofe; 
Would you retain him long, then long refule, 
Oft a: your door make him for entrance wait, 
There let him lie, and threaten and entreat. 
When cloy'’d with fweets, bitters the tafte reftore 
Ships, by fair winds are fometimes run afhore. 
Hence fprings the coldnefs of a marry’d life, 
The hufband, when he picafes, has his wife. 
Bar but your gate, and let-your porter cry 
 Here’s no admittance, Sir; Imuft deny.” 
The very hufband, fo repuls’d, will find 
A growing inclination to be kind, 
‘hus far with foils you've fought; thofe laid 
afide, 
{now tharp weapons for the fex provide; 
No d.ubt, againft myfelf to fee them try’d. 
When firtt afover you defign to charm 
Beware, left jealonfies his foul alarnes 
Make him believe, with ali the fill you can, 
‘thathe, and only he’s the happy mun _ 
Anon, by due degrees, fmall doubts create, 
And let him fear fome riva!’s better fate. 
Such little arts make love its vigour hold, 
Which elie would languith, and too foon grow old 
Then ftrains the courler, to ourftrip the wind, 
When one before him runs, and one he hears bee 
bind. 
| Love, when extin@, fufpicions may revive s 
Towa, when mine’s fecure, ‘tis {carce alive. 
Yet one precaution to this rule belong: ; 
Let ug at molt iufpect, not prove our wrongs, 
} Somerinies, your Jover to incite che more, 
Precend your hufband’s [pies befet the door; 
Though tree as ‘Thais, Rill affect a fright,” 
For feeming danger heightens the delight. 
Oft let the youth in through your window fteal, 
{ Though ie might enter at the door as well: 
4 
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And fometimes let your maid fucprife pretend, 

And beg you in fome hole to hide your friend. 
_ Net ever and anon difpel his fear, . 

And let him tafte of happincls fincere ; 

Left quite dithearten'd with too much fatigue, 

He should grow weary of the dull intrigue. 

But | forget to tell how you may try 
Both to evade thé hufband, and. the {py. 

"That wives fhould of their hufbands fland in 

awe, 
Agrees with juftice, modefty, and law: 
But that a miftrefs may be lawful prize, 
None but her keeper, [ am fure, denies: 
For fuch fair nymphs thefe precepts are defign'd, 
Which ne’er can fail, join’d with a willing mind. 
Though ftuck with Argus' eyca your keeper 
were, 
Advis’d by me, you fhall elude his care. 

When y.u to waih or bathe retire from fight, 
Can he oblurve what letters then you write? 
Or, can his caution againft fuch provide, - 
Which, in hee brealt, your confident may hide? 
Can he the note beneath her garter view, 

Or that, which, more conceal’d, is in her thoe ? 
Yet, thefe perceiv’d, you may her back undrefs, 
And, writing on her fkin, your mind exprefs. 
New milk, or pointed fpires of flax, when green, 
Willink (apply’ and letcers mark unfeen 

Fair will the paper thow, nor can be. read, 

Till all the writing’s wit warm afhes fpread. © 

Acrifius was,’ with all his care, hetray*d; 
And in bis tower of brafs a grandfire made, 

Can fpies.avail, when you to plays refort, 

Or in the circus wew the noble fport ? 

Qr, can you be to fis’ fane purfued, 

Or Cybele’s, whofe rites all men exclude? 

"Though watchful fervants to the bagnio come, 

‘They're ne’er adniitted to the bathiug room. 

Or when fome fudden ficknefs you pretend, 

May. you not take to your fick bed a friend? 

Falle keys a private paffuge may procure, 

If not, there age more ways dcfides the door. 

Sometimes, with wine, your ‘watchful follower 
treat; . 

When drank, you may with eafe his care defeat 5 

Oc, to prevent too fudden a farprife, 

Prepare a fleeping draught to feal his eyes? 

Or let your maid, {iil longer time to gain, 

An inclination for his perfon feign ; 

With faint reliftance let her dri) him on, 

And, alter competent delays, be won. . 

But what need all thefe various doubtful wiles, 
Since guld the greatett vigilance beguiles? 
Beueve me, men and gods with gifts are pleas'd ; 
kiv'n angry Jove with offerings is appeas'd. 
‘With prefenis, fools and wife alike are caught, 
Give but enough, the hufband may be bought, 
Bur let me warn you, when you bribe a fpy, 
"That you for ever his connivance buy; 

Pay him his price at oncey for wich fuch men 
You'll know no end of giving now and then. 

Once, I remember, 1 with caufe compiain’d 
Of jealoufy, occafion’d by a friend : 

Believe me, apprchenfions of that kind 
Ase not aleng to our falfe fex confin’d, 
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Truft not too far your the. gompanion’s truth, 
Left the fometimes thould intercept the youth + 
The very confident that lends the bed, 

May entertain your lover in your fkead; 

Nor keep a fervant with too fair a face, 

For fuch Pve known fupp:y her lady’s place. 

But whither do | ran with heedlels rage, 
‘Teaching the foe unequal war to wage? 

Did ever bird the fowler’s net. prepare? 

Was ever hound inftraéted by the hare? 

But, all felf-ends and intereft fet apart, 

PIl faithfully proceed to teach my art: 

Defencelefs and unarm’d, cxpofe my life, 

And for the Lemman ladies whet the knife. 

~ Perpetual fondnefs of your Jover feign, 

Nor wil you find it hard, belief to. gains 

Full of himfelfy he your defign, willaid, 

| To what-we with, ‘tis eafy.to perfuate.. 

With dying eyes his fage.and form furvey, 

Then figh, and wonder hé fo long could ftay.. 

Now drop a tear your forrows to affuage, 

Anon reproach him, and pretend to rage > 

Such proofs as theie will all diftruft remove, 

And make him pity your excedfive love, 

Scarce to himfelf will he forbear to cry, 

‘How can I let this poor fond creature di 

But chiefly one, fuch fond behaviour. fires, f 

Who courts his. gla(é; and his own ‘charms. ag: 
mires na ts . 2 

Proud of the homage to his merit done, ". 

He'll. chink a goddely might with eafe be wone .* 

Light wrongs, be furc, you full with mildnefs 

bear, 
Nor ftraight Gy out, when you a.rivtl fear t 
Let net your paflion o'er yourrfenfe, peovaily 
Nor credit lightly, every idfé tale? "s 
Let Procris’ fate a fad example be 
Of what effects attend credulity. 

Near where his purple head Hymettus hows,’ 
And flowering hiilsy a facred fountain flows; 
With faft and verdant turf the foil is {pread, : 
And fweetly-fmelling thrubs the ground o’erthade 
‘There rofemary and bay their edours join, 

And with the fragrance myrtle’s {cent combine. 
‘The tamarifks with thick-leav’d box are found, 
And cytiffus and gardeu pines abound : Bh 
While through the boughs. foft winds of zephys 

als, . . 
Trembie the leaves, and tender tops of gtafs. 
Hither would Cephaius retreat to reff, 
When tir'd with hunting, or with heat oppreit; 
And thus to Air the panting youth wauld pray, 
«© Come, gentle Aura, come, thisheat allay.” 
But fome tale-bearing, too officious friend, 
By chance o'erheard him, as.he thus complain’é 
Who with the news to Procris quick repair’d, . 
Repeating word for word what the had heard, 
So as the name of Avra-reach’d her cars, 
Wirh jealouty furpris’d, and fainting fears, — 
Her rofy colour fled her lovely face, 
And agonies, like death, fupply’c the place z 
Pale fhe appear’d as are the falling leaves, 
When frit the vinc.the winter's blaft receives. 
Of ripen’d quinces, fuch the yellow hae, 
Or, when unripe, we corne}-berricewiew. 
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Reviving from her fwoon, her robes the tore, 
¢ Nor her own faultleis face to wound forbore. 
“Now all diftevell'd, to the woud the flies, 
“Mich Bacchavalian futy*in her eyes. 

hither arriv'd, the teaves below her friends, 
And all alone the thady hill afcends. 
s"What folly, Pracris, o'er thy mind prevail’d? 
_ What sage thas fatally to lie conceal’d ? 
eMWhoe’er this. Abra be (fugh was thy thought), 
She now thall in the very fad be canyht: 
‘Aalgp, thy heart tepente its rath deGg 
~Axad now to go, and how to flay inclines: 
ufbus love with doubts perplexes ftill thy mind, 

4 (Aud makes thee feck what thou’ mutt dfead to 
. find. 
‘But flill chy rivat’s name rings in thy ears, 
And more fufpicicus (till. the plase appears; 
‘But more thau all, exceflive love deteives, 
AW hich all it fears, too ecfily believes. 
And now a chilnefs runs through every vein, 
Soon as the faw where Cephalus had hain. 
"wae noon, when' he again retir’d, to shun 
“The fcorching ardour of the mid-day fun : 
ith ‘water firit he fprinkled o'er his face, 
‘Which glow'd with. heat, then fought his ufual 
“! place, ‘ fr 
‘procris! with anxious, but with filent care, 
4 Wiew'd him extended, with his bofom bare; 
‘And hear'd him foon th’ accuQtom'd words repeat, 
+f, Come, zephyr; Aura, come; allay this heat :"” 
238oon as the found her error, from the word, 
“Her colaur and her temper were reftor’d: , 
With joy the rofe to clafp him in her arena, 
“But Cephalus, the ruftling noife alarms ;+. 
@Bome bealt: he thinks ‘he in the buthes hears, 
ownd ttrait bis arrows and his bow prepares, 
i Hold, bold, -unbappy youth !’—f eall in vain, 
vMWith thy own hand thou haft thy Procris flain:- 
“ Me; me (fhe cries) thou’f’wornded with thy 






























- “ dart! + t 
i But Cephalus was wont to wound this heart. 
* Yet lighter on nny afies carth willie, 
Since, though untimely, I anrivall’d die : 

* Come, ‘clofe with thy dear hend my eyes in 
rn “death, 6 os Go: ie . 
* Jealous of air, to air I yield my breath.” 

Ctofe te his heavy heart her cheek he laid, 















sand wath’d, with ftreaming tears, the wound he 


5 made ; ' bay 8 
At length the fprings of life their currents leave, 
Ad her lat gafp her hufband’s lips reecive... ., 

a _ Now, to purfue our voyage we provide, 

< "Till fafg x0 pert our weary-bark we guide. : 

*" You may expect, perhaps, ! now fhould teach 
‘What'roles to treats and entertainments reach, 
Come not the frit, invited toa feats... 
Rather come laft; as a. mare grateful gett. 

2 For that, of which we fear .o-be depriv'd, 

= Meets with the fare welsomémehsa ari 









bcfides, complexions ofa qoarferkind 
From candie-light ne imal! adyantage find. 
‘During the time you eat obferve fome grace, 
Ner ict your unwip’d hands befmear your face; 
‘Nor yet top fqueamithly your meat avoid, 

Gch we falpeet you were ip private cloy’d, 
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OF all extremes in either kind beware, 

And full before your belly’s fuil forbear. 

No glutton. nymph, however fair, can wound, 

Though more-than Helen fhe in charms abound. 
Town, I think, of win nioderate ute 

More suits the fex, and fsoner finds excufe; 

Je warins the blood, adds ludire ro the eyes, 





" ‘| And wine and loye have always been allies, 


But carefully from all intemperance keep, 
Nor driuk till you fee'double, lilp, or fleep. 
For in fuch fleeps brutalities are done, 
Which, thotigh you lothe, you have na power to 
~. fhun, : : 
And sow th’ inftruéted nymph from table led, 
Should uext be taught how to behave in bed, 
But modefty forbida : ‘ner more, my mufe 
With weary wings the labcur'd flight purfues; 
Her purple fwans unydk*d the chariot Jeave, 
And needful reft (their-journey donc) receive. 
Thas, with impartial care, my art | fhow, 
And equal arms on either fex beftow + 
While men and maids, who by my rules improve, 
Ovid mutt own their mafter is in love. ote 





OF PLEASING. 
AN EPISTLE To s18 RIGK ARATE 





‘Tis flrange, dear Temple, how it comet. 
‘That no one man is phes'd with what he men 
So Horace fingy-and fure as range is this, 
‘That no.one noan’s difpleas'd. with what he is, 
‘The foolith, agly, dull, impertinent, 
Are with their perfons and their parts contents 
Nor is that all, fo odda thing is man, F 
He moft would be -what leat be fhould or can. 
Hence, homely faces ftill are foremoft foen, 
And crofs-thap'd fops affe@ thie tice fuicn 5 
Cowards extol true courage to’ the-fikies, .. 
And fools are ftill mof forward to-edvife 5 
‘Th’ untrutted wretch to fecrecy pretends, 
Whifpering his nothing round to all as friends. 
Dull rogues affect the politician's. pare; 
And learn to nod, and fmile, and shouy with art, 
Who nothing has to lofe, the wac-bewailgs:: 
a he who nothing paya, at thuce rail. 
us man. perverfe againgt ptatngaturs fhrives, 

And ta be arcfully atturd deere a 
Plautus will dance, Lufepeat ogling aims, 
Old Fritus keeps, and undone-Drabus games, 
Noifome Curculio, whof4etivenom’'d breath, 
Though ata oath Aton bering death, 

ull in your teeth ‘his G4 ‘whifper throws ; 
Nor mends his mai thoogh: you hold your nofe., 
Therfites, who:feema born-te give offence, 
From uncouth form, and froatlefs impudence, 
Affomes foft aiss, and with a flur comes in, 
Attempts a-finile, and thecks you with a grin, 
Raucus haranguesqwith a-diffnalive grace, 
And Helluo invites with.a forbidding face, 

Nature to east: sflots his proper {phere, 

But, that forfakény we Like comers err: (broke, 
‘Tofs'd through the vaid, by fome rude thock, we'se 
And ji her boafled fire ig loft in Smoke. vat 
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Next to obtaining wealth, or power, or cafe, 
Men moft affect in general to plealey 
SOF this affection vanity’s the fource, 

* And vanity alone obftrudts its courfe ; 

* "Phat telefcope of fools, through which they fpy 
Merit remote, and think the object nigh. 
‘The glafs remov’d, would each himfelf furvey; 
And in juft fcales his itrength and wesknefs 

weigh, 

Parfue the path for which he was defign'd, 
And to his proper force adapt his mind ; 
Scarce one but to fome merit might pretend, 
‘Perhaps might pleafe, at leaf! would not offend. 
Who would reprove us while he makes us laugh, 
Mutt be no Bavius, but a Bickerfaff. 
If Garth, or Blackmore, friendly potions give, 
‘We bid the dying patient drink and live: 
When Marus comes, we cry, “ Beware the pill” 
‘And with the tradefman were a tradefman ftill, 
If Addifon, or Rowe, or Price write, 
We ftudy them with profit aud delighe + 
But when vile Macer and Mundungus rhyme, , 
"We grieve we've learnt to read, ay, curfe che time. 
All rules of pleafing in this one anite, 
+ Affedt not any thing in pacure’s fpite.”* : 
Baboons and apes ridiculous we find ; 
For whet? For ill-refermbling human-kind, 
« None are, for being what they are, in fault, 
Bur for not being what they would be thought.” 

Thus {, dear friend, to you my thoughts impart, 

As to one perfedt in the pleafing are; 
Uf art it may be call'd in'you, who feem 
By nature form'd for love, and for elteem, 
Affecting none, a virtues you poffels, 
And really are what others but profels. 
Vil not offend you, while myfelt t pleafe; 
4 loath to flatter, though I love to praife. 
But when fuch early worth fo bright appears, 
And antedates the fame which waits on years; 
Ycan't fo flupidly affected prove, 
Not to confefs it in the man I tove. 
Though now | ain: not at that known applavfe 
You've won ip arms, and in your country’s caufe; 
Nor patriot now, nor hero I commend, 

_ Bat the companion praife, and boaft the friend. 

But you may think, and fome, lefs partial, fay, 
That I prefume too much in this effay. 

How fhould 1 thow what pleates? tlow explain 
Arule, to which { never could artain? i 
"Yo this objection Pi make no reply, 

But tell a tale, which, after, we'll apply. 

I've read, or heard, a learned perion once 
(Concern’d to find his only fon a dunce) 
Compos'd a book in favour of the lad, 

Whole memory, it feems, was very bad. 

This work contain’d a world of wholefome rules, 
"Vo help the frailty of forgetful foo!s, 

"The careful parent laid the treatife by, 

Till time fhould make it peopet to apply. + 
Simon, at length, the look’d-for age attains, 
To read and profit by his father’s pains; 

And now the fire prepares the book ¢? impart, 
Which was yclept, of memory the are. 

But, ch! how oft is human care in vain t 

Eqr, now he could avs Sud his book again. 








A perion pleafirg, 


88% 
The place where he had laid ir he forgot, = - 
Nor could himfelf remember what ke wrote- 

Now to apply the ftory chat 1 tell, 
Which, if not true, is yet invevted well, 
Such is my cafes like moft of theirs who teach; 
Till may praélife what { well may preach. 
Mpyfelf not trying, or not turn’d to pieafe, 
May lay the line, and mesfure out the ways. 
The Mulcibers, who in the minozies {weat, 
And mafiive bars on fubborn anvils beac, 
Peform'd themfelves, yet forge thule flays of feel, 
Which arm Aurclia with a shape to kill. . 
So Macer and Mundungus fcheol che mss, 
And write in rugged profe the rules of fofier 

rhymes, Ni segs 3 

‘Well do they play the careful critic’s part, 
Inftru@ing doubly by their marchlefs are t 
Rules for good verfe they fir with pains indire, 
Then show us what are bad by what they write. 














eo A LETTER 
VO TRE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE 
LORD VISCOUNT COLHAM, 1719, 


Albi fermonum noftrorum candide. judex.” 


Sinceresr critic of my profe or rhyme, 
“Celi how thy pleafing Stowe employs thy time, 
Say, Cobham, what amufes thy retreat ? 
Or ftratagems of war, or fchemes of ftate? 
Doit thou recal ta mind with joy, or grief, 
Great Marlborougl:’s actions; that immortal chief, 
Whofe flighteft trophy rais’d in each cam: aiga, 
More than futhe’d to fignalize a reign? 
Does thy remembrance rifing warm thy lieart 
With glory patt, where thou thyfelf had pase? 
Oc dott thou gricve indignant new co fee 
The fruitlefs end of all thy victory ; 
‘Yo fee th’ audacious foe, ia late fobdued, 
Lifpute thofe terms for which fo long they fued, 
As it Britannia now were funk fo lew, : 
To beg that peace fhe wontcd to beitow ? 
Be far that guilt! be never known that thame?! 
‘That England thonld retraét her rightful claim, 
Or, cea to be dreaded and adar’d, 
Stain with her pen the luftre of her fword. 
Or doft thou give the winds :far to blow 
Each vexing thought, and heart devouring woe, 
And fix thy mind alone. on ruval fcenes; © ‘ 
To turn the leveli'd lawns to liquid plains, 
To raife the creeping rills from humble beds, 
And force the latent fprings to lift their heads, 
On watery columuis, capitals to rear, 
“Lhat mix their flowing curls with upper air ! 
Or dot thou, weary grown, thele works negle&, * 
No temples, fatues, obelifks, ered, pais 
But catch the morning breeze from fragrant meads?, 
Or fhun the noontide ray in wholefome fiadsst 
Or flowly walk along the mazy wood, 
To meditate on ali that’s wile and good? 
For nature, boantiful, in thee has join’d 
vith a worthy si oy 

Nai 
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*: Not given thee form alone, but Means, and art, 
"To draw the eye, or to allure the heart, 
Poor were the praife in-fortune to excel, 
Yet want the way to ufe that fortune well. 
. While thus adorn’d, while thus with virtue crown'd, 
» At home in peace, abroad in arms renown’d; 
Geaceful inform, and winning in addrefs ; 
“While well you think, what aptly you exprefs; 
‘With. health; with honour, with a fair eftace, 
> Alfable free, and eloquently neat, 
“What can be added more to mortal blifs? 
‘What can he want who ftands poffett of this? 
‘What can the fondeft withing mother more 
‘Of heaven attentive for her fon implore ? 
“And yet @happine(s remains unknown, 
‘Or to philofophy reveal'd alone; 
“A.precept, which, unpractis’d, renders yain 
Thy flowing hopes, and pleafure turns to pain, 
- Should hope and fear thy heart alternate tear, 
Orslove, or hate, or Tage, or anxious care, 
yhatever paffions may'thy mind infett, 
‘QWibere is that mind which paffions ne'er moleft ?) 
Amdt the pangs of fuch inteftine Mtrifey, 
Sti think the prefent day the lait of life ; 
Deter not till to-morzow to be wife, 
oemorriw's fin to thee may never rife, 
v Or-thould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fight 
‘With her entivening and unlook’d-for light, 
“How grarbful will sppear her dawning rays! 
As favours unexpected doubly pleate. {fues, 
“Who thus can think, and who fuch thoughts pur- 
Content may keep his life, or calmly tole : 
All proofs of this thou may’ thyfelf receive, 
‘When leifure from affairs wilt sive thee leave, 
Come, fee thy friend, retir’d without regret, 
Forgetting care, or ftriving to forget ; 
In eafy contemplatibn forthing tinie 
With morals much, and now and then with rhyme: 
Not fo robuft in body, as in mind, 
And always undejeded, though declin'd ; 
, Not wondering at the world's new wicked ways, 
* Compar'd with thofe of our fore. father's days 
For virtue now is neither more or lefs, 
And vice is orfly varied in the drefe. 
Believe it, men have ever bien the fame, 
_ find all the golden age is but a dream. 


























WRITTEN AT TUNBRIDGE WELLS, 
= ON 
MISS TEMPLE, 
ATTERWARDS LADY OF S1R THOMAS LYTTELTON, 


cr ae leave the drawing-room, 

here flowers of beauty us’d to bloom; 
‘The'nymph that’s fated to o"ercome, 
Now triumphs at the wells, 

‘Her thape, anid air, and eyes, 

‘Her face, the gay, the grave, the wife, 
He bean, in {pite of box and dice, 

a Acknowledge, all excels. 


























Geale, ceale, to afk her name, 
‘The crowned mufe’s noblett theme, 
Whole glory by immortal fame 
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Shalt only founded be, 
But if you long to know, 
Then lock round yonder dazzling row? 
Who moft does like an angel fhow, 

You may be fure "tis fhe. 


See near thofe facred fprings, 
Which cure to fell difeafes brings, 
(As ancient fame of Ida fings) 
Three gaddeifes appear ! 
Wealth, glory; two poffett ; 
‘The third with charming beauty bleft, 
So fair, that heaven and earth confeft 
She conquer’d everywhere. 


Like her, this charmer now 

Makes every love-fick gazcr bow; 
Nay, even old age her power allow, 

ind banith'd flames recall. 

Wealth can no trophy rear, 

Nor glory now the garland wear: 
To beauty every Paris here 

- Devotes the golden ball. 


we 
EPIGRAM 
ON THE SICKNESS OF MADAM MOLUN, AND 
MR. CONGREVE, 


Ons fatal day, a fympathetié fire 

Seiz’d him that writ, and her that did infpire, 
Mohun, the mules theme, their matter Congreve, 
Beaury and wit, had like to 've Jain in one grave. 





A PINDARIC ODE 
HUMALY OFFERED To THE QUEEN, 


On the vidterious Progrefs of ber Mujefly's Arme 
under the conduit of the Dicke of Mariborcigb. 


TO WHICH I$ PREFIXED, 
4A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 


 —~—Operofa parvus 


“ Carmina fingo.” Hox. Lib. iv, Ode 2. 








A Difeourfe on the Pindaric Ode. 


Tae following ode is an attempt towards reftoring 
the regularity of the ancient lyric poetry, which 
feems to be altogether forgotten or unknown by 
our Euglith writers, 

There is nothing more frequent among us, than 
a fort of poems ‘uled Pindaric Odes ; pretend= 
ing to be written in imitation of the manner and 
ftyle of Pindar, and yet [ do not know that there 
is to this day extant in our language, one ode con. 
trived after his model... What idea can an"Eng- 
lifh readcr have of Pindar {to whofe mouth, when 
a child, the bees brought their honey, in omen of 
the future fweetnefs and melody of his fongs) when 
he thall fee fuch rumbling and grating papers of 
verles, pr eteuding to be copies of his works? 





: roErEM s&s 


The charadter of thefe late Pindarics is, a bu ndle 
of rambling iticoherent thoughts, expreffcd in a 
like parcel of irregular ftanzas, which alfo confit 


of fuch another complication of difproportioned, ; in meafure and quantity, 


uncertain, and perplexed verfes and rhymes. And 
J appeal to any reader, if this is not the condition 
jin which thefe titular odes appear. 

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular 
than the odes of Pindar, both as to the exact ob- 
fervation of the meafures and numbers of his 
ftanzas and verfes, and the perperual cuherence of 
his thoughts. For though his digreffivns are fre- 
quent, and his tranfitions fudden, yet is there ever 
fome fecret conneétion, which, though not always 
appearing to the eye, never fails to communicate 
jtfelf to the underftanding of the reader. 


which has been fo mifunderftood and mifapplied 
by his pretended imitators, was only in varying 


the ftanzas in different odes; but in each particu- | 


lar ode they arc ever corre(pondent one to another 
in their turns, and according 
ode. 

Allthe odes of Pindar which remain to us, are 


to the order of the | 


fongs of triumph, victory, or fuceefs, in the Gre- | 


cian games: they were fung by a chorus, and 
adapted to the lyre and fometimes to the lyre and 
pipe: they confifted ofteneft of three ftanzas; the 
fir was called the Strophé, from the verfion or 
circular motion of the finge's in that ftanza from 
the right hand to the left The fecond ftanza was 
called the Autittrophé, from the controverfion of 
the chorus; the fingers, in performing that, turn- 
ing fron: the left hand to the right, contrary al- 
ways to ther motion in the ftrophé. The third 





ftanza was called the Epode (it may be as being | 
the alter-fong), which they fung in the middle, } 


neither turning to one band nor the other. 

What the origin was of shefe different motions 
and ftarions in finging their odes, is not our pre- 
fent butinefs to inquire. Some have thought that, 
by the « 

_ they intended to reprefent the contrarotation of 
Lhe primum mobile, in ref pest of the fecunda mobilia ; 





and that, hy their landing (ill at the,epode, they | 


m te fignify the Rability of the earth. Others 
afcribe the inflitution to Thefeus, who thereby 
exprefied the windings and turnings of the laby- 
rinth, in csicbrating ‘his return from thence. 

The method oblerved in the compofition of 
thefe odes, was therefore as follows: The poet 
having made choice of a certain number of verfes 
afitate his trophé or fir ftanza, was obliged 
20 obferve the fame in his antiftrophé, or fecond 
ftanza 5 and which accordingly perpetually agreed 
whenever repeated, both in number of verfes and 
quantity of fect: he was then again at liberty to 
make a new ¢ e for his third ftanza, or epode ; 
where, accordingiy, he diverfified his numbers, as 
his car or fancy ied him: compofing that Ranza 
of more or fewer verfes than the former, and thofe 
veries of different meafures and quantities, for 
the greater variety of harmony, and entertainment 
of the ear. 

Bat then this epode being thusforaied, he was 

3 















variety of the ftrophé and antiftropbé, | 
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firi@ly obliged to the fame meafure as often as he 
fhould repeat it in the order of his ode, fo that 
every epode in the fame ode is eternally the fame 
in refpedt to itfelf ; as is 
alfo every itrophé and antiftrophé, in refpe& tox 
cach other. 

The lyric poet, Stefichorus (whom Longinns 
reckons amongft the ableft imitators of Homer, 
and of whom Quintilian fayé, that if he could 
have kept within hounds, he would have been 
neareft of any body, in merit, to Homer), was, if 
not the inventor of this order in the ode, yet fo 


| Bri@ an obferver of it in his-compofitions, that the, 


three ftanzas of Stefichorus became a common pro~- 
verb to exprefs a thing univerfally known, * ne: 


i tria quidem Srefichori rOfi;” fo thar when any 
The liberty which he took in his ntumbers, and 


one had a mind to reproach another with exceffive 

ignorance, he could not do it more effectually; 
than by teliing him, “ he did not fo much as krios 
the three ftanzas of Stefichorus;” that is, did or 
know that an ode ought to confit of a ftrophé, am*- 
antiftroshé, and an epode. 1f this was fuch a ratte ,* 
of ignorance among them, J am fure we have deen. 
pretty long liable to the fame reproof; L meaty. 
in refpedt of our imitations of the odes of Pintlar, . 

My intention is not to make a long preface.to 
a fhort ode, nor to enter upon a differtation of 3 
lyric poctry in general. but thus much I. thought 
proper to lay, for the information of thofe readera”: 
whofe courfe of ftudy has not led them into fuch’ 
inquiries. oo 

I hope I fhall not be fo mifunderftood, as to © 
have iy thought that f pretend to give an exact 
copy of Pindar in this enfuing ode; or that 1 look. 
upon itas a pattern for his imitators for the file, 
ture: far from fuch thoughts; I have only given’ 
an inftanice of what is practicable, and am fenfible’ 
that 1am as diftant from the force and elevatioa 
of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from the 
harmony and regularity of his numbers, 

Again, we having no chorus to fing our odess. 
the titles, asswell as ufe of ftrophé, antiftrophé ,: 
and epode, are obfolete and impertinent :.and cers. 
tainly there may be very good Englifh.odes, with-: 
out the diftin@ion of Greek appellations to their 
fianzas. ‘That } have mentioned them here, and 
obferved the order of them in the enfuing.ode, 4a 
therefore only the more intelligibly to explain the 
extraordinary regularity of the compofition of thefe 
odes, which have been reprefented, to us hitherto, 
as the mof confuted ftructures if Hatyre. 

However, though there be no neceflity that our 
triumphal odes fhould confift.of tht three aforen 
mentioned ftanzas ; yet if the reader can obferve 
that the great variation of the. numbers in the third 
ftanza (call it epode, ar what you pleafe) has a 
pleafing effe@ in the ode, and makes him return 
to the fir% and fecond ftanzas with more appetite 
than he could do, if always cloyed with the fame 
quantities and meafures; [ cannot fee why fome 
ufe may not be made of Pindar’s example, to the 
great improvement of the Englith ode, ‘There is 
cerzainly a pleafure in beholding any thing that 
hes art arid difficulty in the contrivance ; efpecially 
if i: appears fo carefully executed, that the diffiouke 
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ty does net thow fefelf, till it. is fought for; and 
that the feeming tafinefs of the work, firt fers us 
upon the inquiry, Nothing can be called beauti- 
ful without proportion. When fymmetry and har- 
mony are wanting, neither the eye nor the ear can 
be pleafed. “Therefore, certainly, poetry, which 
jneludes painting and mufic, fhould not be deftitute 
ofthe and ofall poetry, efpecially the ode, whofe 

. end and effence.is harmony. 

Mr. Cowley, in his preface to his Pindaric odes, 
{peaking of the mufic of numbers, fays,. “ which 
“ fometinics (efpecially in fongs and odes) almoft 
“ without any thing elfe makes an excellent 
# poet.” 

‘Having mentioned Mr. Serle, it _msy very 
‘well be expected, that fomething fhould be faid of 
Aim, at a time when the imitation of Pindar is the 
theme of our difcourfe, But there is that great 
deference due to the memory, great parts, and 
Icarning of that gentleman, that I think nothing 
thould be objected to the latitude he has taken in 
his Pindaricodes. ‘The beauty of his verfes are an 
atonement for the irregularity of his tanzas; and 
‘though he did not imitate Pindar in the firi@nefs 

f his numbers, he has very often happily copied 
Fim in the force of his figures, and fublimity of his 
Style and fentiments, 

Yet I muft beg leave to add, that I believe thofe 
irregular odes of Mr. Cowley may have been the 
principal, though innocent, occafion of fa many 
deformed poems fince, which, inttead of being true 
pictures of Pindar, have (to ufe the ftalian painter's 
term) becn only caricatures of him,: refemblances 
that for the moft part have becn either horrid or 
ridiculous, : 

For my own part, I frankly own my error in 
having heretofore mifcalled a few irregular ftanzas 
a Pindaric ode ; and pofiibly, if others, who have 
been under the fame miftake, would ingenuovfly 
confefs the truth, they might own that, never hav- 
ing confulted Pindar himfclf, they took all his ir- 
regularity upon truft; and, finding their account 

v in the great eafe with which they could produce 
odes without being obliged either to meafure or 
defign, remained fatisficd; and, it may be, were 
not altogether unwilling to neglect being upde- 
ceived, 


‘Though there be little (if any thing) left of Or.’ 


pes but his name, yet, if Paufanias was well in- 
formed, we may be affured that brevity was a 
beauty which he moft induftrioufly laboured to 
jpreferve in his hymns, notwithitanding, as the 
fame author reports, that they were byt few in 
inber. 
** ‘Phe thortnofs of the following ode will, 1 hope, 
atone for the length of the preface, and in fome 
mocafure for the defeéts which may be found in it. 
I confifts of the fame number of ftanzas with that 
beautiful ode of Pindar, which is the firt of his 
ythics; and though I was unable to imitate him 
in any other beauty, I refolved to endeavour to 
¢opy his brevity, and take the advantage of a 
xemark he has made in the laft ftrophé of the 
fame ode; which take in the paraphrafe of Sudo- 
Fide 
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“ Qui multa paucis flringere commede 
“ Novere, morfus hi facile invides. 

“ Spernont, et auris menfque pura 

* Omne fupervacuum rejectat.” 





ODE. 


R 
Davcurer of memory, immortal mute, 
Calliope; what poet wilt thou choofe, * 
Of Anna’s name to fig? 
To whom wilt thou thy fire impart, 
Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art; 
‘Whom raife fublime on thy xthereal wing, 
And confecrate with dews of thy Caitafian fpring? 
BP ey i 
Without thy aid, the mot afpiring mind 
Matt flag beneath, to narrow flights confin’d : 
Striving to rife in vain: 
Nor e’er can bepe with equal lays 
To celebrate bright vircue’s praife. 
Thy aid obtain’d, ev'n 1, the humble fwain, 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly 
plain, 


m1 
High in the flarry orb is hung, 
And next Alcidés’ guardian arm, 
That harp to which thy Orpheus fung, 
Who woods, and rocks, and winds, could 
chara; 
That harp which on Cyllene’s thady hill, 
‘When firft the vocal thelf was found, 
With more than mortal {kill 
Inventor Hermes taught to found z 
Hermes on bright Latona’s fon, 
By {weet perfuafion won, 
‘The wondrous work beftow'd; 
Latona’s fon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine. 
A god the gift, god th’ invention fhowsd. 
- c 
To that high-founding lyre { tune my trains; ’ 
A lower note his lofty fong difdding’ 
Who fings of Anna's name. = . 
‘The lyre is ftruck! the founds f hear! 
O mute, propitious to my prayer! 
O well-known founds! O melody, the fame 
‘That kindled Mantuan fire, and sais’d Maonian 
flame. Pane gas z 


il. ui 
Nor are thefe founds to. Britith bards unknown, 
Or {paringly reveal’d to one alone ; 
Witnefs fweet Spenfer’s lays; 
And witnefs that immortal fong, 
<As Spenfer fweer, as Milton firong, 
Which humble Boyne o’er Tiber’s flood could 
raife, . ? [praife. 
And mighty William fing with well-proportion’d 


oat 
Rife, fair Augnita, lift thy head, 
With golden towers thy front adorn ; 
Come forth, as comes from Tithon’s bed, 
With cheerfel-ray the ruddy mora, 


POEM & 
For as the fan ne’er ftops his radiant flight, 


Thy lovely form, and freth-reviving flate, 
In eryftal flood of ‘hanes fnrvey 5 
‘Vhen bles thy better fate, 
> Blefs Anna’s molt aufpicious fway. 
While distant realms and neighbouring lands, 
Arm’d troops and hoftile bands 
On every fide molett, 
Thy happier clime is free, 
Fair capital of liberty ! 
And plenty knows, and days of halcyon reft. 








1 
As Britain’s ifle, when old vex'd ocean roars, 
Unthaken {ves againt her filver thoras 
His foaming billows beat ; 
So Brirain’s queen, amidft the jars 
And tuniults of a world in wars, 
Fix’d on the bafe of her well-founded ftate, 
srene and fafe looks down, nor feels the fhocks of 
fate. 
™ 
But greateft fouls, though bleft with fweet repofe, 
Are fooneft touch’d with fenfe of athera woes. 
Thus Anna’s mighty mind, 
To mercy and foft pity prone, 
And mov'd with forrows not her own, 
Has all her peace and downy reft refign’d, 
to wake for common good, and fuccour human- 
kind. 
1th. 
Fly, tyranny; no more be known 
Within Europa’s blifsful bound ; 
Far as th’ unhabitable zone 
Fly every hofpitable ground, 
To horrid Zembla’s frozen realms repair, 
‘There with the baleful betdam, night, 
Unpeopled empire fhare, 
And rob thofe lands of legal right. 
Yor now is come the promis'd hour, 
When juttice fhall have power 5 
Jultice to earth reft.r'd! 
Again Altrea reigns: 
Anna her equal fcale maintains, 
And Marlborough wields her fure-deciding fword. 


1 
Now, couldit thou four, my mufe, to fing the man, 
In heights fublime, as when the Mantuan {wan 
Her tuwering pinions {pread, (hand 
‘Thou fhould’ft of Marlborough fing, whofe 
Unerring from his queen's command, 

Yar as the feven+mouth’d Iter’s fecret head, 
"Lo fave th’ Imperial ftate, het hardy Brituns led, 
il. 

Nor there thy fong fhould end; though all the Nine 

Might well their harps and heavenly voices join 
To fing that glorious dey, 
‘When boid Bavaria fied the field, 
And veteran Gauls, unus’d to yield, 
On Bienhcim’s plain imiploriug mercy lay; 
And {poils and trophies won, perplex’d the vidtor’s 
way. 
Ii. 
But could thy voice of Blenheim fing, 
‘And with fuccefs that fong purfac; 
What art could aid thy wearied wing 
‘Lo keep the vidtor {ill iu view? 


“Wr 


Nor fets but with impartial ray, 

‘To all who want his light 
Alternately transfers the day = 
Soin the gloriows round of famte, 

Great Marlborough, flill the fame, 

Inceffant rpns his courfe: 

‘To dimes remote and near 
His conquering arms by turns appear, 


And univerfal ishis aid and force. 


1 
Attempt not to proceed, unwary mufe, [choofe, 
For O! what notes, what numbers could’ thou 


Thoagh in all numbers fkill'd, 
‘To fing the hero's matchiefs deed, 
Which Belgia fav’d, and Brabane freed ; 
To fing Ramillia’s day! to which mut yield 


Canna’s iluftrious fight, and fara’d. Pharfalia’a 


field ? 
7 1% 
In the fhort courfe of a diutnal fun, 


Behold the work of many ages dorte ! 


What verfe fuch worth can raife? 
Luftre and life, the poet's art 
To middle virtue may imparts 


, But deeds fublime, exalted high like thefe, 
Tranfcend his utmoft fight, and mock his diftant 


praife. 7 
bs 
Still would the willing mufe afpire; 
With tranfport ftill her ftrains prolong ; 
But fear unftrings the trembling lyre, 
And admiration flops her rong. 
Go on, great chief, in Aona’s caufe proceed; 
Nor fheath the terrors of thy fword, 
Till Eurape thou had freed, 
And univerfal peace reftor’d. 
This mighty work when thou halt end, . 
Equal rewards attend, 
Of value far above 
Thy trophies and thy fpoils ; 
Rewards ev'n worthy of thy toils, 
The queen's juft favour, and thy country’s lovey 


Tothe Right Honourable — ' 
THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN; 
LORD UIGH-TREASURER OF GREAT ARITAIN, 


PINDARIC ODE.. 





Quemvis media erne tarbit — 

Aut ob avaritiam, aut miferd ambicione faborat. 
Hune capit argenti §plendor+—— 

Hic mutat merces furgented fole, adeum quo 
Vefpertina tepet regio: quin. per mala praceps 
Ferter eee 

Omanes hi metuunt verfus, odere poetes.” 

Hor. Li, Sat 4. 


le 
‘To hazardous attempts and hardy toile 
Ambition fome excites; 
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And fome defire of martial fpoils 
To bloody fields invites ; 
Others infatiate thirft of gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous main, 
To pafs the burning line, and bear 
Th inclemency of winds, and feas, and air; 
Prefling the doubtful voyage till India’s thore 
Wer fpicy bofom bares, and fpreads her fhining ore, 
n. 
“Nor widows tears, nor tender orphans cries, 
Can ftop th’ invader’s force ; 
Nor fwelling feas, nor threatening fkies, 
Prevent the pirate’s courfe : 
Their tives to feifith ends decreed, 
‘Through blood or rapine they proceed 3 
No arzious thoughts of ill repute 
Sufpend th’ impetuous and vnjulk purfuit : 
But power and wealth obtain’d, guilty and great, 
Their fellow-creatures fears they raife, or urge 
their hace. 
mi. 
But not for thefe his ivory lyre 
Will tunefat Phebus firing, 
Nor Polyhymnia crown'd amid the choir, 
‘Th’ immortal epode fing. 
Thy fpengs, Caftalia, turn their flreams afide 
From rapine, avarice “and pride; 
Nor do thy greens, fiady Aonia, grow 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant’s brow. 


th 
How juft, moft mighty Jove, yet how fevere, 
Is thy fupreme deceee, , 
‘That impious men fhall joylefs hear 
‘Tbe mute’s harmony ! 
Their facred fungs, (the reeompenfe 
Of virtue and of innocence) 
Which pions minds to rapture raile, 
And worthy deeds at once excite and praife, 
To guilty hearts afford no kind relief ; 
But add inflaming rage, and more afilicting grief. 


1 
Monftrous Typhzus thus new terrors fill, 
He, who affail’d the fkivs, 
And now beneath the burning bill 
OF dreadful Etna fies. 
Hearing the lyre’s celeftial found, 
He bellows in th’ abyls profimod ; 
Sicilia trembles at his roar, 
‘Tremble the feas, and far Camyania’s thores 
While all his hundred mouths at once refpize 


Volumes of curling fmoke, and floods of liquid fire, 


un 
From heaven alone alt good proceeds 5 
To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love, Godolphin, of good deeds, 
And fenfe of faced fong! 
And thus mot} pleafing are the mufe’s lays 
“ Totbem who merit mol her praife ; 
Wherefore, for thee her wory lyre the ftrings, 
And fuars with rapiure while the fings. 
1 
‘Whether affairs cf moft important weight 
Require thy aiding hand, 
And Anna’s caufe and furope's fate 
‘Thy (erious thoughts demand; 


| The fwift heel’d horfe to 








Whether thy days and nights are {pene 
In cares, on pu’lic god intent; 
Or whether leifure hours invite 
To manly fports, or to refin’d delight ; 
Ta courts refiding, or to plains retir‘d, 
Where generous fteeds eonte:t with emulation fir'd? 





Le 
‘Thee ftill the feeks, and tuneful fings thy name, 
As once the Vheron fung. 
White with the deathlefs worthy’s fame 
Olympian Pifa rung: 
Nor fefs fublime is now her choice, 
Nor lefs infpir'd by thee her voice. 
And now the loves aloft to found 
The man for more than morta: deeds renown'ds 
Varying anon her theme, the takes delight 
praife, aud fing hisrapid 
flight. 
pitas a 
And fee! the air-born racers flart, 
Impatient of the rein ; 
Fafter they ruv than fis the Scythian dart, 
Nor, pefling, print the plain ! 
The winds themtelves, who with their fwiftnefs 
vie, 
In vain their airy pinions ply ; 
So far in matchlefs fpeed thy courfers pafs 
Th’ athereal authors of their race, 


1 
And now awhile the well-ftrain’d courfers - 
breathe ; 
And now, my mufe. prepare 
Of olive-leaves a twifted wreath 
Yo bind the viétur’, éair, 

Pallas, in care of human-kind, 

The fruitful olive fet defign’d; 

Deep in the glebe her fpear the Janc’d, 
When all at once the Jaden boughs advane'd : 
The Gods with wonder view'd the teeming 

earth, 

And all, with one confene, approv’d the beauteuus 
birth. 








f it. 
This done, eatth-fiaking Neptune next effay’d, 
In bounty to the world, 
To emulate the biuc-ey’d maid; 
And his huge trident hurPd 
Agaistt the founding beach; the ftroke 
‘Transfix'd the globe, and epet broke 
The central earth, whence, fwift as light, 
Forth ruth’d the firft-born horfe. Stupendous 
fight! : 
Neptune for human good the beaft ordains, 
Whom foon he tam'd to ufe, and taught to bear 
the reins, 
In. 
‘Thus gods contended (noble ftrife, 
Worthy the heavenly niind !) 
Who moft thould dg to foften anxious life, 
And moft endear mankind, 
‘Thus thou, Godolphin, doit with Marlborough 
firive, 
From whofe joint toils we reft derive : 
Trivmph in wars abroad his arm uff: rs, 
Sweet peace at home thy care fecures, 
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AN IMPOSSIBLE THING. 
A TALE, 


To thee, dear Dick, this tale I fend, 
Both as a critic and a friend. 

‘Vtell it with fome varia-ion 

‘Not alrogether a eranflation) 

Brom La Fontaine ; an author, Dick, 


'Whofe mufe wouid touch thee to the quick, 


_ The fubjedt is of that fame kind, 

fo which thy heart feems mot inclin’d : 
w verfe may a.ter is, God knows; 
‘ou lov’tt it well, I’m dure, in profe. 
without preface, or pretence, 
‘o hold thee longer in fufpence, 

I thali proceed, as Lam able, 
.,To the recital of my fable. 






A poblin of the merry kind, 
fore black of Lue, than curt of mind. 
‘o help a lover in diftrels, 

Zontriv'd a charm with fuch fuccefs, 
That in fhort {pace the cruel dame 
elented, and return’d his flame. 

e bargain, made betwixt them both, 

j Was bound by honour and by oath : 
The lover laid down his falvation, 
And Sa'an ftak'd his reputation. 

The laiter promis’, on his part, 
{To ferve his friend, ana fhow his art), 

‘That madam fhould by twelve o’cluck, . 

‘Though hitherto as, hard as rock, 

Becomy as gentle as agiove, 

Aud kifs and coo lke any dove, 
| In thore, the woman fhould he his, 

Thar is, upon conditimn—viz. 

That he, the lover, afeer rafting 

‘What one would wifh were everlafling, 

Should, in return for fuch enjoyment, 
Supply the fiznd with frefh employment : 
“ Uhat’s all, quoth Pug; my poor requef 

“ Is, only, never to have reft. 

“ Wou thought, ’tis like, with reafon too, 

That | fhould have been ferv'd, not yous 
““* But what? upon my friend impofe { 

“ No—though a devil, nune of thofe. 

Your bufinels then, pray underttand me, 

 fenothing more but to command me. 

“ Of one thing only let me warn ye ; 

® Which fomewhar nearly may concern ye: 

* Ss Joon us eer one work is done, 

“ Straight name a new one; and fo on; 

* Let each to other quick fucceed, 

Or elfemyou know how ‘tis agreed— 

“ For if through any hums or haws 

There haps an intervening paufe, 

“Iu which, for want of freth commands, 

* Your flave obfcquious idle ftands, 

Nor foul nor body ever more 

shall ferve the pym.ph whem you adore ; 

« But borh be tard at Satan’s feet, 

‘Lo be difpos'd as he thinks meet,”? 

At ouce the lover all approves ; 

For who can hefitate that loves? 




















Aad thus he argues in his thought + 

“ Why, after all, 1 venture nought; 

“ What myftery is in commanding ? 

Does that require much underftanding ? 

Indeed; wer't my part to obey, 

* He'd go the better of the lay : 

“ But he muaft do what F think fit— 

“ Phhaw, pfhaw, young Belzebub is bit.* 
Thus pieas’d in mind, he calls a chair, 

Adjutts, and combs, and courts the fair + 

‘The {pell takes place, and all goes right, 

And happy he employs the night 

In {weer embraces, balmy kiffes, 

And riots in the blifs of bl:ffes, 

“ O joy,” cried he, “ that has no equal :" 

But hold—no raptures—mark the fequel. 

For now, when near the morning’s dawa,. 

The youth began as ’twere to yawn; —* 

His eyes a filky flumber feiz'd, 

Or would have dune, if Pug had pleas’d : 

Bur that officious Demon near, 

Now buzz'd for bufinefs ia his ear: 

In hafte, he names a thoufand things ; 

The goblin plies his wicker wings, 

And ina trice returns to afk 

Another and another tafk, 

Now palaces are built and towers, 

‘The work of ages in few hours, 

Then florms are in an inftant rais’d, 

Which the next moment are appeas’d. 

Now fhowers of gold and gems are rain’d, 

“As if each (India had been drain’d 

And he, in one aftonith'd view, 

Sees both Golconda and Peru. : 

‘Thefe things, and ftranger things than: thefe, 

Were done with equal {peed and cafe. : 

And now to Rome poor Pug he'll fends 

And Pug foon reach’d his journey’s end, 

And foon return’d with fuch a pack 

Of bulls and pardons at his back, 

‘Lhat now, the {quire (who had fome hope 

Iu holy water and the pope) 

Was cut of heart, and at a Mand 

What next to with, and whut command; ~ 

Invention flags, his brain grows muddy, 

And black defpair fucceeds brown ftudy. 

Tu this dittrefs the wofal youth 

Acquaints the nymph with ail the truth, 

Begging her counfel, for whofe fake 

Both joul and body were at ftake. 

“ And is this ail?” replies the fair + 

“ Let me alone to cure this care. ” 

When next your Damon fhall appear, 

Pray give him—lovk, what I held here, 

And bid him labour, foon or late, 

To lay thefe ringtets lank and ftrait.* 

‘Then, fumething fearcely to.be fen, 

Her finger and ber thumb between 

fweetly Imiling, cry’d, 

‘biin’s fkuli fhail now be try'd.” 

and gave—what shall t call 

That thing fo thining, ceifp, and {niall, 

Which rouud his finger ftrove to wwine? 

A tendril of the Cyprian vine? 

Or {prig from Cysherea’s grove; 

Shade of the labyrinth of love ? 


“« 
“« 





~. 


“ 


“ 
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‘With awe, he now takes from her hand “ T grant,” quoth he, “ our contra@ null, 

‘That fleece-like flower of fairy land : “ And give you a difcharge in full. 

Liefs precious, whilom, was the fleece But tell menow, in name of wonder, 

‘Which drew the Argonauts from Greece ; * (Since I fo candidly knock under) . 

‘Or that, which modern ages fee "| “ What is this thing? Where could it grow? 

‘The fpur and prize of chivalry, ~ | Pray take it—'tis in flatu guo. 

‘Whofercurls of kindred texture grace “* Much good may’t do you; for my part, 

Heroes and kings of Spanifh race. “ T wath my hands oft from my heart.” 
The {park prepar’d, and Pug at hand, .. “ In truth, Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy,” 

‘He iffues, thus, his frit command : Replies the lad, “ you're too foon weary. 

This line, thus curve and thus orbicular, “ What, Jeave this trifling tafk undone ! 

“ Render direct, and perpendicular ; “* And think’ft thou this the only one ? 

* But fo direét, that in no fort Alas! were this fubdued, thou'dft find 

“ Te ever may in rings retort. “ Millions of more fuch ftill behind; 

See me no more till this be done: “ Which might employ, ev’n to eternity, 

* Hence, to thy tafk—avaunt, be gone.” “ Both you and all your whole fraternity.” 


Away the fiend like lightning flies, 
” And all his wit to work applies: 








Aovils and preffes he employs, ‘THE PEASANT IN SEARCH OF His 
And dins whole hell with hammering noife. HEIFER, 
4n vain: he to no terms can bring 
One twirl of that reluctant thing ; A TALE AFTER M, DE LA FONTAINE. 
‘Th’ elaftic fibre mocks his pains, 
And its firft {piral form retains, Ir fo befell: a filly fwain 
New ftratagems the {prite contrives, Had fought his heifer long in vain; 
And down the depths of fea he dives: For wanton the liad frifking ftray'd, 
This fprunt its pertnels fure will lofe, And left the lawn, ‘to feck the fhade, 
® When laid (faid he) to foak in ooze.” Around the plain he rolls bis eyes, 
Poor foolifh fiend ' he little knew Then to the wood in hafte he hies; 
‘Whence Venous and her garden grew. Where, fingling out the faircft tree, 
‘Old ocean, with paternal waves He climbs, in hopes to hear or fee. . 
‘The child of his own bed receives ; Anon, there chanc’d that way to pafe 
‘Which oft as dipt new force exerts, A jolly lad and buxom lafs: 
And in more vigorous cur}: reverts, ‘The place was apt, the pattime pleafant; 
: So when to earth Alcidés tlung Occafion with her forelock prefent ; 
‘The huge Antzus, whence he {prung, The girl agog, the gallant ready 5 
From every fall freth Rrength he gain’d, So lightly down he lays my lady. ij 
And with new life the fighe maintain'd. But fo the turn'd, or fo was laid, 
"The baffled goblin grows perplex’d, That the fome certain charms difplay’d; 
Nor knows what ilight to pra¢tife next; Which with fuch wonder ftruck his fight 
‘The more he tries, the more he fails ; (With wonder, much; more, with delight) 
Nor charm, nor art, nor force avails That loud he cry’d in rapture, * What? 
But all concur hie dhame to fhow, “ What fee 1, gods! What fee I not!” 
And more exafperate the foe. But nothing nam'd ; from whence 'tis guefy'd,” 
And now he penfive turns and fad, ’Twas more than well could be exprefs'd. 
And looks like melanchatic mad, ‘Phe clown aloft, who {ent an ear, 
He rolls his eyes now off, now on Straight ftopt him fhort in mid career; . 
"That wonderful phenomenon. And louder cry’d, * Ho! honeft friend, 
Sometimes he twifts and twirls it round, “ ‘That of thy feeing feeft no end; 
‘Then, paufing, meditates profound : “ Daft fee the heifer chat I feck? 
No end he fees of his furprife, “ If doft, pray be fo kind to fpeak.” 


Nor what it fhould be can devife: 

For never was yet wool or feather, 

‘That could fiend buif againtt all weather; 
And unrelax’d, like this, refit HOMER'S HYMN TO VENUS. 
Both wind and rain, and {now and mift. 
What ftuff, or whence, or haw ’twas made, 
‘What fpinfter which could fpin fach thread, 
He nothing knew; but, to his coft, 

Knew all his fame and labour toft. 

Subdued, abafl’d, he gave it o’er; 

> vis faid, he blath’d; “tis fure, he {wore 
Not ail the wiles that hel! could hatch 





Sine, mufe, the force and all-informing fire, 

Of Cyprian Venus, goddefs of defire: 

Fer charms th’ immortal minds of gods can move 
And tame the ftubborn race of men to love. 

The wilder herds, and ravenous beafts of prey, 
Her influcnee feel, and own her kindly tway. 
‘Through parhlefs air, and boundlels ocean’s Space, 
Could conquer that fuperb muftach. She tulcs the feather’d kind and finay race ; 
Defeated thus, thus difcontent, Whole nature on her fole fupport depends, 

Back to the man the Dentoa went: } «And far as Life exifts, her care extends. 








” For holy rites to Velta firft are paid, 
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Of all che nnmerous hol of gods above, 

But three are found inflexible to love. 
Piue-cy'd Minerva free preferv-s her heart, 

A virgin unbeguil’d by Cupid's art 5 
An hining ars. the martial maid delights, 

O'er war prefides, and well difputed fights 5 
Wich thirit of fame fhe firt the hero fir'd, 
band firt the tkill of uleful arts infpir'd 5 
Sfaught artis firft the carving tool to wield, 
Chariots with brafs te arm, and form the fence- 

ful thield : 
She fir’. taught modeft maids in early bloom, 
To fhun the lazy life, and fpin, or ply the toum. 
Diana next the Paphian queen defies, 
Hex fmiling arts and profler’d friendhhip flies : 

“She Joves, with well-mouth’d hounds and cheer- 

: ful hora, 

Or filver-founding voice, to wake the morn, 

'y wouud the mountain boar, or roufe the wood- 

4 land deer; 

“To draw the bowyror dart the pointed spear. 
Sometimes, of gloomy groves fhe Yikes the fhades, 
And there of virgin-nymphs the chorus leads; 

And fometimes fecks the town, 2nd leaves the plains, 

3And loves fociety where virtue reigns. 

The third celeftial power averfe to love 

3s virgin Vefta, dear to mighty Jove; — [woo'd; 

‘CWhom Neptune foughe to wed, and Phebus 
‘And both wich truielefs labour Fong purtu'd. 

Fur the, fevercly chatke, rejected both, 

“And bouad ker purpofe with a folemn oath, 

A virgin life inviolate to lead; 

She wore, and Jove affenting, bow'd his head. 

But fince hee rigid chnice the joys deny’ 

Of nuprial rites, and bleffings of a bride, 

The bounteous Jove with gifts chat want fup- 
ply’d. 

High on hone fhe fits amidft the fkies, 

And firft is fed with fumes of facrifice ; 














And en her altar firft-frvic offerings laid; 

So Jove ordain’d in honour of the maid. 
Thefe are the powerg above, and only thefe, 

Whom love aud Cytherea’s art difpleafe 5 


. Of other beings, nong in earch or fkies 
, Her force refitts, or influence denies, 


With eate her chayms the thunderer can bind, 
And captivate with love th’ almighty mind 


>. Rv'n he, whofe dread commands the gods obey, 


Submits to her, and awns fuperior fay. 
Enflav’d to mortal beauties by hur power, 


? He oft defcends, his creatures to adore ; 


While, to conceal the theft from Juno’s eyes, 
Some well-diffembled fhape the god belies. 
Juno, his wife and filter, both in place 

And beauty fir among th’ zthereal race ; 
Whom, all tranfcending, in fuperior worth, 
Wife Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth 
And Jove, by never-erring counfel {way’d, 
‘The partner of his bed and empire made. 

But Jove at length, with jut refeonment fir", 
The laughing queen herleif with love infpir'd. 
Swift through hér veins the fweet contagion 

ran, 





And kindled in her breatt defire of mortal man ; 





sr 
That the, like other deities, might prove 
The pains and pleatures of inferior love ; 
And not infultingly the gods deride, 
Whofe fons were human by the mother’s fide: 
‘Thos, Jove ordain’d, fhe now for man fhould burn, 
aAnd bring forth mortal offspring in her turn. 
amongft the fprings which flow from Ida’s head, 
His lowing herds the young Anchifes fed ; : 
Whole godlike form and face the {miling queen 
Beheld, and lov'’d to madnefs, foen asfeen: |,” 
To Cyprus ftraight the wounded gaddefs @iesy 
Where Paphian temples in her honour rife, 
And altars (moke with daily facrifice. ° 
Soon as arriv'd, fhe to her fhrine repair'd, 
Where entering quick, the shining gates fhe barr"S¢ 
The ready graces wait, her baths prepare, 
And oint with fragrant oils her Bowing ‘hair ; 
Her flowing hair around ber fhoulders Spreads, 
And all adown ambrofial odour fhede. et 
Laft, in tranfparent robes her limbs they fol@, > 
Enrich’d with ornaments of pureft gold ; 2 
And, thus attir’d, her chariot fhe a(cends, 
And, Cyprus left, her flight to Troy the bendis 
On Ida the alights, then feeksthe feat, 
Which lov'’d Anchifes chofe for his retreat ; 
And ever as fhe walk’d through lawn or wood). 
Promifcuous herds of beafts admiring, tteod ; 
Some humbly fullow, while fome fawning meet,. 
And lick the ground, and crouch beneathcher feet. 
Dogs, lions, wolves, and bears, their eyes unite, 
And the fwift panther ftops to gaze ‘with fix'd. 
delight. . : : 
For every giance thé gives foft fire imparts, 
Enkindling {weet defire in favage hearts. 
Inflam'd with love, all fingle out their mates,.. 
And to their fhady dens each pair retreat, |’ 
Meantime the tent the fpicsfo much deft’. ” 
Where her Anchifes was alone retir'd 5 
Withdrawn from al} his friends and fellow fwains, 
Who fed their docks beneath, and fought the plains; 
In pleafing folitude the youth the found, 
Intent upon his lyre’s harmonious found. 
Before his eyes Jove’s beautcous daughter ftoody, 
Ip form and drefs, a huntrefs of the wood ; wt 
For, had he feen the goddefs undifguis’d, 2 
The youth wich awe ard fear had been furpris’dj ¢ 
Fix’d he beheld her, and with joy admir’d 
To fee a nymph fo bright, and fu astir'd: 
For from her flowing robe a luftre fpread, ° 
As if with radiant flames fhe were array'd ; 
Her hair in part diiclos'd, and part conceal’, 
Ia ringlets fell, or was with jewels held : ; 
With various gold and gems her neck was grac'd, 
And orient pearls heay’d on her panting breaft;, , 
Bright as the moon fhe fhone, with filent light, 
‘And charm’d his fenfe with wonder and delight.’ 
Thus while Anchifes gaz’d, through every veir 
A thrilling joy he felt, and pleafing pain: 
At le he fpake :— All hail, celeftial fair! 
“ Who humbly doft to vifit earth repair. 
«“ Whoe’er thou art, defeended fron above, 
© Tatona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love; 
6+ All bail! all honour fhall to thee be paid: 











|e Or art shou * Themis? or the { bluc-ey’d maid ? 


# The goddess of equityand siem, —— Vallas, 
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Or ert thou faireft of the graces three, 

Who with the gods fhare immortality ? 

Or effe, fome nymph, the guardian of thefe 
“« woods, 

Thefe caves, théTe fruitful hil's, or cryftal foods? 

Whoe’er thou art, in fome confpicucus field, 

1 to thy honour will an altar build, 

Where holy offerings Ul cach hour prepare, 

O prove but thou propitious to my prayer ! 

Grant me, among the rojan race to prove 

A patriot worthy of ny country’s love ; 

Ble(i’d in myfelf, beg I next may be 

Blefs'd in my children and potterity ; 

Happy in healch, long let me fee the fan, 

And, loy’d by all, late may my days he done.” 


” He faid.—Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply’d, 


Delight of human kind, thy fex's pride! 

Houour'd Anchifes, you behold in me 

No goddefs bleis’d with immortality ; 

But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

Otreus my’ father (you have heard the name), 

Who rules the fair extent of Phrygia's lauds, 

And all her towns and fortreffes commands, 

When yet an infant, I to Troy was brought, 

There was { nurs'd, and there your language 
“ taught; 

Then wonder not, if, thus in trudted young, 

I, like my own, can fpeal the Vr: jan tongue, 

Tn me, one of Diaria’s nymphs heho.d ; 

Why thus arriv’d, U fhail the caufe unfold. 

As late our {ports we pradtis'd on the plain, 

Tand my fellow nymphs of Cynthia’s train, 








* Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown'd, 


And by admiring crowds encompats’d round, 


* Lo! hovering o’er my head I fw the god 


Who Argus flew, and bears the golden rod; _ 
Sudden he feiz'd, then bore me from their fight, 
Cutting through liquid air his rapid flight : 
O’er‘many ftates and peopled towns we pats'd, 
O’er hills and vailics, and o’er detarts waite ; 
O’er barren moors, and o'er unwholefume fens, 
And woods where beafls inhabit dreadful dens. 
‘Through ail which pathlofs way our fpeed was | 
« fuch, : 
We ftopt not ance the face of carth to touch. 
Meantime he told me, while through air we 
* fled, 
That Jove ordain'’d I thould Anchifes wed, 
And with illurious offspring biefs his hed. 
Thie faid, and pointing to me your abode, 
To heaven again up-foar'd the fwift-wing'd god : 
Thus, of neceflity. to you | come, 
Unknown, and loft, far from my native home. 
But I conjure you, by the throne of Jove, 
By all that’s dear ta yon, by ali you love, 
By your good parents (for no bad could e’er 
Produce a fon fo graceful, pood, and fair), 
That you 10 wiles employ to win my heart, 
But jet me hence an untouch’d maid depart ; 
Inviolate and guiltlefs of your bed, 


* Let me be to yuur houfe and mother led. 


Me to your father and your brothers fhow, 
And our alliance firft let them llow : 

Let me be knowa, and my condition own’d, 
And ao uncgual match I may be found, 
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Worthy a daughter's or a fifter’s name, 

Though for your wife of too inferior fame. 

“ Next, let ambaffadors to Phrygia haite, 

fo tell my father of my fortunes pait, 

“© And eafe my mother in that anxious ftate 

Of doubts and fears, which cares for me create. 

they, in return, fhall prefents bring from thence 

Of rich attire, aud fums of gold immenfe : 

* You in peculiar fhall with gifts be grac'd, 

“ In price and beauty far above the reit. 

‘This done, perform the rites of nuptial love, 

“ Grateftle: men below, and gods above.” 

She faid, and from her eyes thot fabtle fires, 

Which to his heart ivfinuate defires. 

Refiftlef: love invading thus his breaft, 

The panting youth the fintiling queen addrefe'd, 

“ Since mortal you, of mortal mother came, | 

And Otreus you report your father’s name ; 

“ And fince th’ immortal Herm. from above, 

_To execute the dread commands of Jove, 

“ Your wondrous beauties hither has convey'd, 

“ A nuptial life with me henceforth to lead: 

Know, now, that neither geds nor men hava 
“ pow'r 

One minute to defer the happy heur; 

“ This inflant will I feize upon thy charms, 

“ Mix with thy foul and melt within thy arms: 

“ "Though Phoebus, arm'd with his unerring dart, 

“ Stood ready to trassfix my panting heart ; ' 

“ Though death, though hell, in confequence ate 

© tend, 

© Thou fhalt with me the genial bed afeend.” 

He faid, and fudden fnatch’d her beauteous hand: 
The goddcis fmiil'd, nor id th’ attempt withftand: _ 
But fix'd her cyes upon the htro’s bed 
Where folt and filken coverlets were fpread, 

And over alf a counterpane was plac’d, 
‘hick fown wich furs of many a favage beathy 
Of bears and lions, heretofore his {poil ; 

Aud itil! remain’d the trophics of his teil. 

Now to afcend the bed they both prepare, 
And he with cager hatte difrobes the fair. 

Her fparkling necklace firit he laid afide ; 
Her braceiets next, and braided hair untied : 
And nov, his bufy hand her zone unbrac’d, 
Which girt her radiant robe around her waift; 
Her radiant robe, at laft, afide was thrown, 
Whofe refy hue with dazzting luftre fhone. 

The queen of love the youth thus difarray’d, 
And ou a chair of gold her veftments laid. 
Anchifes now (fo Jove and fate ordain’d) 
The {weet extreme of ecftacy attain’d; 
And mortal he, was like th' immortals blefs’d, 
Not confcious of the goddefs he poffeis'd. 

But when the fwains their focks and herds’ 

had fed, 

And from the fow’ry field returning, led : 
Their fheep to fold, and oxen to the fhed ; 
In foft aud pleafing chains of fleep profound, 
Dhe wary goditefs her Anchifes bound : 
Then geutly rifing from his fide and bed, 
In all her bright attire her limbs array’d. 

And now her fairecrown’d head aloft fhe rears, ~ 
Nor more a mortal, but herlglf appears 


Equality fo them my bith may claim, i 
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er face refalgent, and majeftic mien, 

entefs’d the goddefs, love's and beapty’s queen. 
“Then thus aloud the calls. “ Anchifes, wake ; 

«© Thy fond repofe and lethargy forfake : 

* Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came, 

Behold me well—fay, if I feem the fame”? 
Ather firft call the chains of fleep were broke, 

And, ftarting from his bed, Anchiles woke : 

ur when he Veous view'd without di(guife, 

Ser thining neck beheld, and radiant eyes: 
Awed and abath’d, he turn’d his head alide, 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide. 
Confus’d with wonder, and with fear opprefs'd, 
In winged words he thus the queen addrefs'd. 

« When firft, O goddefs, ¥ thy form beheld, _ 
«.Whofe charms {» far humanity excell’d ; 
\ ‘To thy celeftial pow’r my vows I paid,, 
|’ And with humility implor’d thy aid : 
* But thou, for fecret caufe ta me unknown, 
® Tidft thy divine immortal date difown, 
* Bot now, | beg thee by the filial love 
« Due ta thy father, A2zis-bearing Jove, 
* Compaflien on my human ftate to thow 5 
© Nor let me lead a life infirnt below : 
¥' Defend me from the woes which mortals wait, 
© Nor let me fhare of men the comnion fate 3 
Since never man with length of days was bleft. 
* 6 Who in delights of love a deity poffefs’d.” 
To him Jove’s beauteous.daughter thus replied - 
% Be bold, Anchifes; in my love confide: 
a Na me, nor other god, thou ncedft to fear, ~ 
« Bar thou to all the heav’nly race art dear. : 
* Know, from our loves, thou fhalt a fon obtain, 
Who over all the realm of T'roy fhall reign ; 
«From whom a race of monarchs fhall defcend, 
“ And whofe potterity fhall know no end, 
_“ To him then fhajt the name /Eneas give, 
& As one, for whofe conception I muit grieve, 
* © Oft as | think he to exift began 
From my conjunction with a mortal man,” 
But Troy, of all the habitable earth, 
‘Toa fuperior race of men gives birth ; 
Producing heroes of th’ zthereal kind, 
+ And next refembling guds in form and mind, 
From thence great Jove to azure fkies convey'd, 
To live with gods, the lovely Ganymede. 
Where, by th’ immortals honour'd, (ftrange to fee!) 
The youth enjoys a blefs'd eternity. 
In bowls of gold be ruddy neétar pours, 
And Jove regales in his unbended hours. 
Long did.the king, his fire, his abfence mourn, 
Doubtful by whom, or where the boy was borne + 
Till Jove, at length, in pity of his grief, : 











Difpatch’d Argicides to his relief ; 

And more, with gifts eo pacify his mind, 

+ He fent him horfes of a deathlefs kind, « 
Whole fect outiiript, in fpeed, the rapid wind: 
Charging withal fwift Hermes to relate 
The youth's advancement to a heavenly ftate; 
Where all his hours are paft in circling joy, 
Which age can ne’er decay, nor death deftroy. 
Now, when this enbafly the king receives, 

No more for abfent Ganymede he grieves; 

'The pleafing news his aged hourt revives, 

And with delight his fwift-heel’d fteeds he drives. 
You. Vil, J 
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+ But when the gold-enthron’d Aurora made 

« Tithonus partner of her rofy bed, : 

© (Tithonus too was af the Frojan line, 

& Refembling guds in face and furm divine) 

© For him fhe tirait the Phundersr addrefs’d, 

« ‘That with perpetual life he might be biefs'd : i 

« Jove heard her pray’r, and granted her requeft, 

* Burah ' how rafh was the, how indiicreet! 

« The mo! material blefling to emit; 

« Negledting, or not thinking to provide, ‘ 

“Phat length of days might be with ftrength 

“© fupplied ;-°« 

© And to her lovct’s endlefs life, engage 

© An endlefs youth, incapable of age 

“ But hear what fare befel this heav’nly fair, 

* Ty gold enthron’d, the brighteft child of air, 

« Tithonus, while of pleafing youth poffels’d, 

“ Is by Aurora with delight carefs’'d ; 

Dear to her arms, he in her court refides, (tides. 

« Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean’s urmott 
“ But‘when the faw gray hairs begin to fpread, 

 Deform his beard, and difad orn his head, 

“ The goddefs cold in her embraces grew, 

“ His arms declin’d, and from his bed withdrew; 

“ Yet ftill a kind of nurfing care the how'd, 

“ And food ambrofial, and rich cl thes beftow'd ; 

But when of age he felt the fad extreme, 

* And ev'ry nerve was fhrunk, aed limb was lame, 


. 


© Lock’d in a room her ufclels fpoufe fhe left, 


“ Of youth, of vigour, and of voice bereft. 
“ On terms like thefe, I] never can defire 
“ Thou fhouldft to immortality afpire. 

“ Couldit-thou indeed, as now thou art, remain 
“ Thy Lrength, thy beauty, and thy youth retain, 
“ Couldit thou for ever thus my hufband prove, 

* T might live happy in thy endlefs love; 

“Nor fhould I ¢’er have caufe tu dread the day, 
“ When f muit mourn thy lofs and hfe’s decays 
“ But thou, alas! too fon and fure mutt bend 
* Beneath the woes which painful age at-end ; 
“ Inexorable age! whofe wretched {tate 

‘© all mortals dread, and all immortals hate. 

Now, know, I alio nut my portion fhare, 

* And for thy fake reproach and fhame mutt bear, 
“ For 1, who heretofore in chains of love 
© Could captivate the minds of gods above, 
“ And force them, by my all-fubduing charms, 
To figh and languifh in a woman's arms: 
Maett now no more that paw’r fuperior boaft, 
Nor tax with weaknefs the celeftial holt ; 
* Since I myfelf this dear amends have made, 
© And am at laft by my own arts betray’d. 
“ Errisg like them, with appetite deprav’d, 
This hour, by thee, T have a fon coneciv’d ; 
Whom hid beneath my zone, F mutt conceal, 
Till time his being and my fhame reveal. 
“ Hie thail the uymphs who thefe fair woods 
“ adorn, 
<In their deep bofoms nurfe, as foon as born 5 
They nor of mortal nor immortal feed 
Are faid to fpring, yet on ambrofia feed, ~ 
And long they live, and oft ir chorus join 
With gods and goddeffes in dance divine. 
Thefe the Sileni court; thefe Hermes loves, 
And their embraces feeks ia hhady graves. : 
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* Their origin and birth thefe nymphs deduce 
“ From commen parent earth’s prolific juice ; 
“With lofty firs which grace the mountain's brow, 

Or ample-fpreading oaks at once they grow; 

f° All have their trees allotted to their care, 
« Whofe growth,duration, and decreafe they fhare. 
* But holy are thefe groves by mortals held, 

And therefore by the ax are never fell'd. 

But when the fate of fome fair tree draws nigh, 

~ It firk appears to dronp, and then grows dry 5 

“ The bark to erack and perifh next is feen, 

And latt the boughs it feds, no longer green? 

' And thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 

w# And live and die coxval with their trees. 


“ Thele gentle nymphs, by my perfuafion won, | * 


Shalt in their fweet recefies nurle my fon ; 


.& glow, 
© To thee the facred maids the hoy flall thow. 
“ More to inftrugt thee, when five years fhall 
. “ end, 
* Twill again to vifit thee defcend, 


“And when his cheeks with youth’s firft tluthes | « 
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Bringing thy beauteous fon to charm thy 
“ fight, 

“ Whofe godlike form fhall fill thee with delight s 
Him wilt I leave thenceforward to thy care, 

And will that with him thou to ‘Troy repair : 

‘There, if inquiry fhall be made, to know 

To whom thou daft fo bright an offspring awe; 

Jie fure, thou nothing of the truth detca, 

« But ready anfwer make as I dire®. 

Say of a Sylvan nymph the fair youth came, 

And Calycopis cal] his mother’s name. 


| “ For fhould thou boaft the truth, and madly own 
“ 


“That thou in blifs had Cytherea known, 

Jove would his anger pour upon thy bead, 

And with avenging thunder firike thee dead, 

“ Now all is told thee, and juft caution giv’n, 

Be fecret theu, and dread the wrath of heav'n.* 

She faid, and fudden foar’d above his fight, 

Cutting through liquid air her heav’nward flight. 
, A hail, bright Cyprian queen! thee firit 

raife, 
Then ta! fome other pow’r transfer my Jays, 
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The themes of vulgar lays, with juft difdain 
I leave unfung, the flocks, the amorous fwain, 
The pleafures of the land, and terrors of the main.<~ 
I meditate to foar above the fkies, 
‘To heights unknown, through ways untry’d to rife ; 
1 would th’ Eternal from bis works aflert, 
And fing the wonders of Creating Art. 
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Orc Sin Ricnaxn Bracxmoasg, eminent as he was, both asa poet anda phyfician, very few me« 
morials have been left by his contemporaries. His writings have attradted much notices but it 
has been his lot to be much oftener mentioned by enemies than by friends. 

He was the fon of Robert Blackmore of Cerfham, in Wilthhire, Gent. defcended from 2 good 
family in Dorfetthire, and ftyted by Jacob, an “ Attorney at Law.” The time of his birth is not cer~ 
tainly known. : i 

He received his carly education at a private country fchool, from whence, in the thirteenth year 
af his age, he was removed to Weitminfter. Of his (choo) cxercifes tradition has preferved no ac~ 
count. 

In £668, he was entered a commoner of Edmund Hall, Oxford, where he took the degree of 
Matter of Arts, June 3. 1676, and refided thirteen years; a much longer time thon it is ufual to 
{pend at the Univerfity, and which feems to have heen pafled in the ftudies preparatory to the pro- 
feffion he intended to follow ; which was that of phyfic, ; 

Dr. Johnfon, who has written his life with candour and difcernment, is of opinion that he fpent 
his time at the Univerfity with very little attention to the bufinefs of the place; becaufe, in his 
poenis, the ancient names of nations, or places, which he often introduces, are pronounced by chance. 
But it may be reafonably doubted, whether a few inftances of falfe prenunciation, or capricious or- 
thography, are fuflicient to warrant the fuppofition of his being negligent of ftudy, or deficient in 
daffical erudition. 

In the early period of his life, he is faid to have been engaged for fome time in the profeflion of a 
fchoolmafter ; ‘a Gtuation certainly not in itfelf difhonourable, though it was often urged asa kind 
of reproach, when he became confpicuous enough to excite malevolence. In one of the numeroug 
fativical pieces that were written againit him, are the following pungent lines, attributed by T.Brown, 
to Colonel Codrington : 

By nature form’d, by want a pedant made, : 
Blackmore at firft fet up the whipping trade ; 
Nevt quack corhmenced, then fierce with pride he fwore, 
‘That toothach, gout, and corns, fhould be no more. 
In vain his drugs, as well as birch he tried ; 
His boys grew blockhcads, and his patients died. 
Fis being a fchoolmafter, is alfo alluded to by Garth, in the following lines: 
Upwieldly pedant, let thy awkward mufe 
With conicious praile, with flatreries abufe ; 
To lah, and not be felt, in thee’san art; * 
‘Thou ne'er mad’it any but thy fchool-boys fmart. 

© And let it be remembered,” feys Dr. Jchofon, “for his honour, that to have been once ¢ 
fchaulmatter, is the only reproach which all the perfpicacity of malice, animated by wit, has ever, 
fixed upon his private life.” 

It is probable that his indigence did rot long compel him to teach a {chool. Some circumftances 
toncurring, it may beprefumed, in his favour, he travelled into Italy; and took the degree of Doctor 
of Phytic, at the Univerfity of Padua. 

{te alfo vifited France, Germany, and the Low Countries, and, having fpent about a year and a 
half abroad, he returned to England. 

On his arsival in Loadon, he ccmspenced Phyfician, and obtained high eminence and extenfive 
pradre, 

Poly 
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_ He became Fellow of the College of Phyficians, April 12. 1687, being one of the thirty which; 

by the new charter of King James, were added to the former Fellows. 

His refidence was at Sadler’s Hall in Cheapfide, and his friends were chiefly in the city. At 
that time, a citizén was a term of reproach ; and his place of abode was another topic to which his 
adverfaries had recourfe in the penury of fcahdal. 

In his travels, he had feen too much of foreign flavery to be fond of domeftic chains; and, therev 
fore, early declared himfelf in favour of the Revolution, and zealouily efpoufed thofe principlee 
Bpon which it was effected. 

‘He waa not known asa poet till he publithed Prince Arthur, an Heroic Poem, in Ten Books, 1695, 
written, as he relates, “ by fuch catches and ftarts, and in fuch occafional, uncertain hours, as his pro~ 
feffion afforded, and for the greateft part in coffee-houfes, or in pafling up and down the ftreets. Inthe 
Jatter part of the apology, he was aecufed by Dryden of writing “ to the rumbling of his chariot 
wheels.” He incurred the difpleafure of Dryden, by cenfuring, in his preface, the licentioufnefs of 
the ftage, 

Prince Arthur appears to have been generally read ; for in two years it had three editions : a very 
‘uncommon inftance of favourable reception, at a time when literary curiofity was yet confined to 
particular claffes of the nation. . 

Ashe was not, however, “ free of the poet’s company, but a downright interloper, an unlicenfed 
adventurer,” his fuccefs naturally raifed animofity; and Dennis attacked him in “ Remarks on 
Prince Arthur,” publithed in 1696, in which he endeavoured to fhow that his action had neither 
unity; integrity, nor morality, uor univerfality; and that confequently he could have no fable, nor 
no heroic pocm ; and that his narration was neither probable, delightful, nor wonderful. It was 
not, however, his defign to prove that Prince Arthur was a work of no merit; for in his dedication 
tothe Earl of Dorfet, he fays, “ I believe Prince Arthur to be neither admirable ner contemptible : 
for, if 1 had either the one or the other opinion, I thould certainly never have writren againft him’? 
‘To the cenfure of Dennis, may be oppofed the approbation of Locke, and‘ the admiration of Mo- 
Jinewx, which are found in their printed letters. Molineux is particularly delighted with the Seag 
of Mopas. Xt is alfo praifed by Watts in the preface to his “ Horz Lyrice.” And Gildon, in his 
“ Art of Poetry,” fays, “ That notwithftanding his merit, this admirable author did net thinkhim- 
felf upon the fame footing with Homer.” 

‘The animadverfions of Dennis, infolent and contemptuous 2s they were, raifed no implacable 
refentment in Blackmore ; for, in one cf his latter works, he praifes Dennis as “ equal to Boileau 
in poetry, and fuperior to him in critical abilities.” 

His Prince Arthur was followed, in 1697, by King Arthur, an epic poem, in twelve books; in the 
Preface to which, he atones for the “ provoking preface” to Prince Arthur, by beftowing a genteel 
and juft eulogium on Congreve’s “ Moarning Bride.” He alfo acknowledges, that feveral con- 
fidgrable defects are to be found in Prince Arthur; and apologizes for them, by confeffing that, 
‘when he undertook it, he had been long a ftranger to the mufes. “ Thad read but little poetry,” 
faye he, “ throughout my whole life; and in fifteen years before, } had not, as I can remember, 
‘wrote a hundred lines in verfe, excepting a copy of Latin verfes in honour of a friend’s book.” 

. The refentment of the wits anc critics was not feftened either by the panegyric or the apology ; 
‘but he found advantages more than equivalent to all cheir outrages; for he was this year made 
vone of the Phyficians in ordinary to King William, and advanced by him to the honour of knight. 
hood, with a prefent of a gold chain and a medal. 

“The malignity of the wits attributed his knighthood to his new poem; but poetical merit was 
‘wot a fufficient recommendation to the favour and notice of William, who, in conferring honours 
and rewards on Blackmore, no doubt, tegarded the eminence which he had attained in his pro- 
feffivn, and his zealous attachment to the principles of the Revolution. 

Pope, when he became his enemy, mentions this as an inflance of honours and rewards being ire , 
properly beftowed by kings. 

The hero William, and the martyr Charles, 
Oug knighted Bisckmore and oue Reni»ned Cortes 
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tin t500, he publifhed A Satire upon Wit, or rather the abufe of wit, the difpefition which fo much 
prevailed of tarning every thing ferious into ridicule and banter. This poem united almoft all the 
+ poets againft him, and brought upon him lampoons and ridicule from every fide. ta T, Brown’s 
works, are upwards of twenty different fatirical pieces in verfe, written by men of high rank and 
genius, againft Blackmore, who is fometimes called the Cheapfide Knight, and the City Bard, and fome- 
times the Merry Poctajter of Sadler’s Hall in Cheapfde. ; 

Io this performance, he juftly cenfured Dryden’s impurities, but praifed bis powers; though in a 
fubfequent edition, he ungenerouily retained the fatire and omitted the praife. 

The fante year, he publithed 4 Parapbrafe on the Book of 'Fob, and other parts of the {cripture, 
which Dryden, who purfued him with great malignity, lived long enough to ridicule in a prologue. 

Upoti the king’s death, March 8. 1701-2, he was one of the phyficians who gave their opinions + 
at the opening of his Majefty’s body. At the acceffion of Queen Anne, he was appointed one of 
her Phyficians, and continued in that ftation for fome time. 

In 1705, he publithed Elica, an Hervic Poem in ten books, which does not appear to have found” 
many readers at the time, and is now neglected. 

In 1706, he publifhed his Advice to the Poets, a poem on the Duke of Marlborough’s viGorien; 
which was followed, in 1708, by The Xit-Kats, a poem, and the next year by Jnfirudiions to Vandero 
bank, a fequel to the Advice to the Poets, which Steele ridiculed in the “ Tatler,” with fach fuccefs, 
that he put an end to the fpecies of writers who give advice to painters. ‘ 

In £712, he publithed his Creation, Philefopbical Poem in feven books; which is defervedly ef 
teemed a claflical performance, and, if he had written nothing elfe, would have tranimitted his name 
to pofterity, among the firft favourites of the Englith mufe. 

"There isa tradition, that, as he proceeded in writing it, he laid his manufcript, from time to time, 
before a club of wits, with whom he affociated, and that every man contributed, as he could, either 
improvement or correétion, But, admitting this friendly revifion to have actually taken place, 
which is by no means certain, Blackmore will ftill retain an ample dividend of praife; for to him. 
rautt always be affigned the plan of the work, the diftribution of ite parts, the choice of topics, the 
train of argument, and what is yet more, the general predominance of philofophical judgment and, 
poetical {pirit; for correction feldom effets more than the fuppreffion of faults: 4 bappy line, or & 
fingle elegance, may perhaps be added; but of a large work, the original conftitution and general 
charadter muft always remain. 

In £713, when the “ Spectator” Ropped, he condefcended to entertain the polite world, as a pe~ 
siodical effayift. ‘ 1 refolved,” he fays in a letter to Hughes, “ by the aid of another friend, to 

. publifh a paper three times a week, and to own that f had fome hand in it. Accordingly this de~ 
fign has been twice publicly advertifed. The paper is called the Lay-Monk ; and now I believe the 
tendernefs of your friendibip, joined with your diffidence of fuccefs, begins to put you in pain, and 
make you tremble for me, But I entreat you to difmifs all concern of that nature, for I can rua no 
rifle. {ame not determined by defire of fame, or profit, to undertake this difficult and hazardous, 
promife; but I have other views, which I am under obligations to purfue, though I fhould ran @ 
greater venture than I do now. If } mifearry, 1 am but where I was; if I fucceed, 2 fhall bave the © 
fatisfaStion of accomplifhing a defign, that I have formed for public good.” (Letters of Eavinend 
Perfons, Vol. I. p. 82) 

The firft paper was publifhed Nov. 16. 1713, the lat Feb. 2s. 1713-24. Hughes is faid to have 
contributed every third paper. The papers were afterwards collected into-a volume, and called in 
the title, The Lay-Monuflery, a fequel te the Spettator. He became one of the Elefis of the College of 
Phyficians, Aug. 22. 1736, and was foon after (Q&. 1.) chofen Cenfor. 

In 1716 and 5717, he publithed two volumes of Effays on feveral SubjeBs, which deferwe commen- 
dation only as they are written for the higheft and sobleft purpofe, the promotion of virtue and 
religion. . 

He had very juft ideas of the true ends of writing ; but his thoughts are feldom recommended S¥ 
slegance of ftyle and correctacls of compofition, 

: “° Qo iil 
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In 1718, he publithed a colledion of Poems on various Subjeéts, containing, the fmall pieces fore 
merly printed, together with Hymn to the Light of the World, with a defeription of the Cartoons off 
Raphael, firfk printed in $703, The Nature af Man, in three books, firtt printed 1711, and Cremesy 
afatire, The story of Don Carlos, Prince o Spain, An Ode to the Crestor, Hymn to the Sacred Spirit, On 

» Repentance, On Retirement tc. 

Having fucceeded fo well in demonftrating the exiftence and providence of God, in his poem on 
the Creation, he now undertook to eftablith the truth of Revelation, and publithed, in 1721, The Rea 
deemer, a Poem in fix books. 

“The fame year he produced A new verfion of the Pfalms of David, fitted to the tunes ufed in Churcher, 
which was recommended by public authority to be ufed in the Churches and Chapels of England. 

There was yet another monarch of this iflaud whom he confidered as worthy of the epic mufe, 
and in £723, he priduced King Alfred, an Heroic Poem, in twelve books, which, like Eliza, “ drop» 
ped dead-horn from the prefs,” and clofed his epic labours. In the dedication he fays, that “ he 
had a greater part in the fucceflion of the Houfe of Hanover than ever he had boafted.”” 

“OF his four epic p ems,” fays Dr. Juhnfon, the firit had fuch reputation and popularity, 23 
enraged the critics; the fecond was at Jeaft kaewn enough to be ridiculed; the two lat found nei- 
ther friends nor enemies.” 

Bcfides the original poems and effays already enumerated, he wrote a variety cf hiftorical, theo 
logical, and medical traats, which were publihed in the foll wing order: A Difcourfe on the Plague, 
8v0, 1720; Modern Arians Unmafked, 800, 1721; a Treatife on the Small- Pux, 8vo, 1724; Hifory 
of the Confpiracy apain’ King Wiliam, 8x0, 1723. @ Treatife on Confiempiiens, 8¥0, 1724: @ Treatife 
on the Spleen ard Pspours, 8vo, 492 $5 @ Critical Difertaticn on the Spleen, 8v0, 1725 5 Fufl Prejudices 
again the Arian Hypothifis, 8x0, 1 125s Difcourfes on the Gout, Ricumatifn, and King's Evil, 8vo, 17263 
Differ tations on a Dropfy, a Tympany, the Faundice, the Stone, and Diabetes, 800, 1727, Natural Theelesery 
Bvo, 1728. 

His biowraphers have reported, that the ridicuie which was thrown on the poet, was in time 
follov.cd by the negleét of the phyfician; and that his pradtice, which was once invidioufly great, for= 
fook him in the latter part of his life: but the fat may be reafonably doubted, and fome commu. 
nicatious in the Gentleman's Magazine,” for 1792, few that lie was confulted by perfons of 
the higheit rank, and preferved his profellional credit and reputation till the clofe of his life. 

He died on the 8th of OGober 1749, in an advanced age, and manifefted in his lat illnefs the 
fame fervent piety which had diftinguifhed him in his life, He left behind him Tbe Accomplifoed 
Preacher, or an Effay upon Divine Eloquence, which was printed in 8vo, 1731, by the Rev. Mr, 
Joha White of Nayland in Effex, who attended his death-bed, and bore teftinony to the elevated 
piety with which he prepared for his approaching diffoluticn. 

Since his death, none of his numerous Publications have been reprinted, except his Creation, which 
has gone through feveral editions, ard was recommended by Dr. Johnfon to he inferted in the cole 
lection of * ‘Fhe Englith Poets,” with the general approbation of the public. 

Of the private life and domeflic chara@er of Blackmore, there are no memorials, As aman he 
‘was juitly entitled to great applaufe : for numerous as his enemies and opponents were, they feem 
‘to have been incapable of fixing the Ica impatation on his charaSer - and thofe who perfonally 





knew him, fpoke highly of his virtues. He was the friend of Hughes. Addifon appears to have had 
@ great ‘perfonal regard for him, and he wasin terms of friendthip with Pope, fo late as 1714, 
This friendthip was broken by his accufing Pope, in his Lffays, of profanenefs and immorality, on 2 
teport from Curl that he was the author of a “ Traveitic on the Firft Pfalm.”” Pope was after 
wards the perpetual and inccffant enemy of Blackmore, and fatirized him in the * Danciad,” ix 
‘the following lines : 

But far o’er ail, fonorous Blackmore’s rain; 

Walls, fteeples, fkies, bray back to him again, . 

In Tot’nam fields, the brethren, with amaze! 

Prick all their cars up, and forget to graze, 

Long Chane’ry-lane retentive rolls the found, 

And courts to cdtirts return it round and round + 
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"Thames wafts ic thence to Rufus’ roaring hall, 
‘And Hungerford re-echoes bawl for bawl. 

‘All hail him vidtor in both arts of foug, 

Who fings fo loudly and who iings fo long. 





Bardly any writer has ever been more ridiculed than Blackmore ; yet there have been few, perhaps 
none, who have had bettcr intentions, He was certainly a man of confiderable learning and abili- 
tics, and a moft. zealous advocute for the interefts of religion and virtue. He wrote, indeed, to 
much, and was deficient in tafte; nor did he take fuflicient time to potith his compeditions ; but he 
was far from being deficient in genius, and, it is evident, that it was not his dulincfs which ex- 
sited fo much animosity againd bim. . 

His Creation is by univerfal confert accounted the nobleft production of his genius. Addifon 
[Spel 939+] fays, it was undertaken with fo good an intention, and executed with fo great @ 
maticry, that it deferves to be looked upon as one of the moft ufeful and noble produGions in our 
Englifh verfe. Whe reader cannot but be pleafed to fee the depths of philofophy enlivened with all 
the charms of poetry, and to fee fo great a frength of reafon amidft fo beautiful a redundancy of 
the imagination.” Even Dennis calls it a “ Philofophical Poem, which has equalled that of Lucre- 
tius, in the beauty of .its verfificaticn, and infinitely furpaffed it in the fohdity and ftrength of its 
reafoning.” “ This writer,” fays Mr. Duncombe, {Letters of Eminent Perfons, vol. 1-p- 82. * though 
the butt of the wits, efpecially Dryden and Pope, wes treated with mote contempt than he deferved. 
Tn particular, his poem on the Creavion has much merit. And Jet it he remembe red. that the re- 
fentment of thole wits were excited by sir Ruchard’s zea. for religion and virtue, by cenfuring the 
Bibertinifm of Dryden, and the Guppofed ; profancnefs of Pope.” . 

& Blackmure, tays Dr. Johnion, * by the unremitted enmity of the wits, whom he provoked 
gore by his virtue than his dullvets, has been expoted to worfe treatment than he deferved. his 
name was fo tong ufed to point every epigram upun dull writers, that it became at laft a bye-word 
ef contempt; but it deferves obfervation, that malignity takes hold only of his writings, and that 
his life paffed without reproach, even when his beldacfs  reprehenfien naturally turned upon him 
many eyes defirous tw fpy faults, which many tongues would have made haie to publith. 

Asan author, he may jullly claim the honours of magnanim Vhe inceffant attack of his 
enemies, whether ferivus or merry, are never difcovered to have difturbed hi- quict, or to have 
Jeffened his confidence in himfelf, they neither awaked him to filence nor to caution; they neither 
provoked him to petulance, nor depreffed him co complaint While the diftributors of literary fame 
were endeavouring to depreciate and degrade him, he cither defpifed or defied them, wrote on as 

he had written before, and never turned afide to quiet them by civility or reprefs them by con- 
fatatien. 








« He depended with great fecurity on his own powers, and perhaps was for that reafun lef di-' 
ligent in perufing bocks, His literature was, I thivk, but fmall, What he knew of antiquity, 

I fufpect him to have gathered from modern compilers; but though be could nat boatt of mach. - 
critical knowledge, hig mind was ftored with general principles; and he left minute reproaches to 
thofe whom he confidered as Jittle minds, . 

& With this difpofition he wrote moit of his poems. Having formed a magnificent defign, he - 
was carelefs of particular and fubordiuate elegancies; he ftudied no niceties of verfification; he 
waited for no felicitics of fancy; but caught his firft thoughts on his firft words ,in which they 
were prefented ; nor does it appear that he faw beyond his performances, or had ever elevated his 
ideas to that ideal perfe@ion which every genius born to excel is condemned always to purfue, and 
never overtake, In the firlt fuggeftions of his imagination, he acquicfced ; he thought them guod, 
ast did nor feek for better. His works may be read a long time without the occurrence of a fingle 
ic thar flands prominent from the ret, 

“ Phe poems on Creation has, however, the appearance of more circumfpe@ion ; it wants neither 
harmony of numbers, accuracy of ftyle, nor elegance of dition; it has either been written with 
grea: care, er what opnuct be imagined of fo long a work, with fuch felicity as made care lef 
roccMary. = . 
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* Its two conftituent parts are ratiocination and defcription. To reafon in verfe, is allowed te 
be difficult; but Blackmore, not only reafons in verfe, but very often reafons pectically, and finds 
she art of uniting ornament with ftrength, and eafe with clofenefs. ‘This is a skill which Pope 
might have condefcended to learn from him, when he needed it fo much in his * Moral Effays.” 

“ In his defcriptions both of life and nature, the poet and the philofopher happily co-operate ; 
truth is recommended by elegance, and elegance fuftained by truth. 

“ In the ftructure and order of the poem, not only the greater parts are Properly confecutive, 
‘Dut the dedadtic and illuftrative Paragraphs are fo happily mingled, that labour is relieved by plewr 
fare, and the attention is led on through a Jong fucceflion of varied excellence, to the original pe 
ition, the fundamental principle of wifdom and of virtue,” 








—— nnn 


CREATION; 


A 


PHILOSOPHICAL POEM. 


IN SEVEN BOOKS. 


BY SIR RICHARD BLACKMORE, KNIGHT, M. D. 


ANP FELLOW OF THE COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS IN LONDON, 


“ 


“ 


Principio caelum, ac terras campofqne liquentes, 
Lucentemque globum Lunz, Titaniaque aftra 
Spiritus intus alit, toramque infufa per artus 

Mens agitat molem, et magno fe corpore mifcet. 
Inde hominum, pecudumque genus, viteque volantum, 
™ Et qua marmorco fert monfira fub xquorepontus.” 
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PREFACE 


Tv has been the opinion of many perfons of great 
fenfe and learuing, that the knowledge of a God, 
as well as fome other felf-evident and uncontefted 
notions, is born with us, and exifts antecedent to 
any perception or operation of the mind, They 
exprefs themfelves on this fubjc&t in metaphorical 
ternis, altugecher unbecoming philofophical and 
judicious inquiries, while they affert, that the 
knowledge of a God is interwoven with our con- 
ftitution, that it is written, engraven, ftamped, 
and imprinted in clear and difcernible characters 
on the heart; in which manner of fpeech they 
affe& to follow the great orator of the Romans, 
By thefe unartful phrafes they can mean no- 
thing but this, that the propofition, Tere is @ 
God, is a&tually exiftent in the mind, as foou as 
the mind hasits being ; and is not at firft acquired, 
thongh it may be afterwards confirmed, by any 
act of reafon, by any argument or demonttration. 
1 mutt confefs my inability to conceive this inbred 
knowledge, thefe original independent ideas, that 
owe not their being to the operation of the under- 


For how a man can be faid to have knowledge 
hefore he knows, how ideas can exift in the ming 
without and before perception, i muft own is tow 
difficult for me to comprehend, ‘That a man ie 
born with a faculty or capacity to know, th 
as yet without any actual knowledge; and that, 
as the eye has a native difpofition and aptitude to 
perceive the light, when fitly offered, though ag, 
yet it never exercifed any a& of vifion, and had 
no innate images in the womb; fo the mind is 
endued with a power and faculty to know and 
perceive the truth of this propofition, There is a 
God, as foon as it’ fhall -be reprefented to it; al£ 
this is clear and intelligible ; but any thing mora 
is, as I have faid, above my reach, In this opie 
nion, which { had many years ago entertained, E 
was afterwards confirmed by the famous author of 
the Effay on Human Underftanding.. Nor can Bf 
fee that, by this dodtrine, the argument for the 


' exiftence of a Deity, drawn from the general af 


fent of all nations (excepting perhaps fome few, 
who are iq barbarous that they approach very 


jManding, but are, T know not how, congenite and | near the condition of brute animals), is at all ins 


gerexiflent with it. 


validated. For fuppofng there is no inbred knows 
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fhould maintain, that he fhowed no wifdum, de- 
fign, or prudence, in the formation, and no care 
or providence in the government of the world; 
that he never refleds on any thing exterior to his 
own being, nor interefts himfelf in human affairs ; 
does not know, or does not attend to, any of our 
actions : fuch a.perfon is, indeed, and in effe&, 
as much an atheift as the former. For though 
hhe owns the appellation, yet his defeription is de- 
ftrudtive of the idea of a God. 1 do not affirm, 
that the idea-of a God implies the relation ofa 
Creator: but, fince in the demonftration of the 
exiftencefof a God, we argue from the effect to the 
caufe, and proceed from the contemplation of the 
creature to the knowledge of the Creator, itis evi- 
dent we cannot know there isa God, but we muft 


enow him to be the Maker, and, if the Maker, | 


then the Governor and Benefactor of the world. 
Could there be a God, who is entirely regardlefs 
of things without him, who is perfectly uncon- 
cerned with the dire@tion and government of the 
world, is altogether indifferent whether we wor- 
Ship or affront him, and is ncither pleafed nor dif. 
pleated with any of our adions ; heg would cere 
tainly to us be the fame as no God. The log in 
the fable would be altogether as venerable a deity 5 
for, if he has no concern with us, it is plaia, we 
have ogne with him: if we are not fubjed to avy 
Jaws he has made for us, we can never be obedient, 
“or difubedient, nor can we need forgivennefs, or 
- exped reward. If we are not the fubjects of his 
care ‘and protedtion, we can owe him no love or 
gratitude; if he either does not hear, or difregards 
- ‘our prayers, how impertinent isit to build tentples, 
and to worfhip at his alors: In my opinion, fuch 
notions of a Deity, which lay the axe to the root 
of all religion, and make all che exprefficns of it 
idle and ridiculous, which deftroy the diftinétion 
ef good and bad, all morality of our actions, and 
remove all the grounds and reafons of fear of pu- 
nighment, and hope of reward; will juftly de- 
nominate a man an atheift, though he ever fo 
much difclaims that ignominious title. r 
“Thales, the founder of the fonic {chool, and the 
philofophers who fucceeded him, Anaximander, 
Anaximenes, Diogenes, Apollionates, Auaxagoras, 
and Archelaus, are cenfured by Ariftotle’ as dite 
believers of a Deity ; the reafon he gives is, thar 
thefe philofophers, in treating of the principles 
‘of the world, peyer introduce the Deity as the 
efficient caufe. . But if it be confidered, that na- 
tural cience was then in its infancy, and that thofe 
imitive philofophers only undertook to account 
lor the material principle out of which the world 
was made, which one afferted to be water, one 
fire, another air; though this may prove that they 
formed but a lame and unfinithed.tcheme of phi- 
Jofophy, yet it does not evince, that they denied 
the being of a Ged, or that they did not believe 
him to be the efficient caufe of all things. It is 
indeed a convincing evidence that their philofo- 
phy was imperfect, as at firft it might well be; 
‘bot from their filence or cmiffion of him in their 
= fyftems, when they defigned to treat only of the 
paaterial caufes of things, it is unreafonable to. 2f- 
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firm that they denied his being: and is is certain 
Anaxagoras taught, that, betices ic, matier, was : 
abfolutely neceflary to aifert a Divine Mind, the 
Contriver and Maker of the world; and for this 
religious principle, as we feid before, he was at 
Athens an i fous confeffor. 

After the h of Socrates, the Ionic frhool 
was foon divided into varicu ts and philofo- - 
phical parties : of the Cyrenaic fchool, Theodo! 
fos and Dion Borifthenites, were reputed Altheitts, 
contemners of the Gods, and deriders of religion. 
Yet fince it does not appear, that they had formed 
any impious fcheme of philofophy, or maintained, 
their irccligion by any pretended principles of rea~" 
fon, it is not improbable that thele men were rae 
ther abandoned libertines, without eonfidera~ 
tion and refleGion, than {peculative and philofo- - 
phical Atheifts. 

‘The Italic fchool, to its great difhonour, was 
more fertile in impiety, and produced a greater 
number of thele irreligious philofophers. The 
mafters, who fucceeded their famous founder Py- 
thagoras, foon degenerated from his “noble and 
pious principles, and not on'y corrupted the purity 
Of bis doéirine, but became downright apoftates, 
renouncing the belief of a God, and fubverting 
the foundations of religion, Leucippus, Demo- 
critus, Diagoras, and “Protagoras, were juitly 
reckoned in this rank; who afferted, that the 
wosld was made by the cafual combination of 
atoms, without any affiftance or direction ofa 
Divine Mind. ‘They taught their followers this 
do@rine, fupported it. with arguments, and fo 
were Atheifls an the pretended principles of rea~ 
fon, But among all the ancicut obdurate A- 
theifts, and inveterate encmies of ‘religion, no 
one fecms more fincere, or more implacable, than 
Epicurus. : : 

And though this perfon was perhaps of as dull 
an underftanding, of as unrefined thought, and as - 
little fagacity and penetration, as any man who 
was ever complimented with the name of a philo- 
fopher ; yet feveral great wits, and men of ‘di- 
ftinguithed learning, in this laf age, have been 
picafed to give the world high encomiums of his 
capacity and fuperior attainments. 5 

‘After a long night of ignorance had overfpread 
the face of Europe, many wife men, from a gene~ 
rous love of truth, refolved to cxercife their rea~ 
fon, and free themfelves from prejudice, and a 
fervile veneration of great names, and prevailing 
authority ; and, growing impatient of tyrannical 
impofitions, as well in philofuphy as religion, to 
their great honour, feparated both from che church 
of Rome, and the fchool of Ariftoties Thefe pa- 
triots of the commonweakh of learning, combined 
to reform the corruptions, and redrefs the griev- 
ances of philofophy ; to pull down the Peripatetic 
monarchy, and fet up a free and independent ftate 
of fcience; and, being folly convinced of the 
weaknefs and unreafonablenefs of Ariftotle’s fy- 
ftem, which confifted chiefly of words withou 
any determined meaning, and of idle metaphyficat 
definitions, of which many were falle, and many 
uninteltigible ; they in thise cafe had recourfe ta 
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the Corpufcularian hypothefis, and reviged the ob- 
folete and exploded fyftem of Epicurus: 

Many of thefe noble leaders, who had declared 
‘againft the Peripatetic ufurpation, and afferted the 
rights and liberties of hdman underftanding, called 
in this philofopher, for want of a better, to depofe 
Ariftorle. And though a general revolution did 
wot follow, yet the defection from the prince of 
Acience, as he was once efteemed, was very great. 
‘When thefe firft reformers of Ariftotle’s fchool had 
aefponfed the intercit of Epicuros, and introduced 
‘his dodtrines, that his hypothefis might be received 
with the lefs oppofition, they thought it neceflary 
to remove the ignominious character af impiety, 
under which their philofopher had Jong Jain, And 
it is indeed very natural for a man, who has em- 
braced another’s notions and principles, to believe 
well of his mafter, and to ftand up in the defence 
ef his reputation. The learned Gaffendus is emi- 
nent above all others for the warm zea! he has ex. 

. Preffed, and the great pains ‘he has taken, to vin- 
dicate the honour of Epicurus, and clear his cha- 
ratter fromthe imputation of irreligion, 

After the unhappy fate of Anaxagoras and the 
Breat Socrates, it is no wonder that the philofo- 
phers, who fucceeded thould grow more cautions 
in propagating their opinions, for fear of provok- 
ing the magiftrate, and making themfelves ob- 
noxious to the laws of their country: and, if eny 
had formed irreligious {chemes, it is to be fuppofed, 
they would take care to guard, as well as they 
could, again the punifhment to be infligted on 
ail who denied the gods, and derided the eita- 
blithed worship, An atheift cannot be fuppofed 
tto be fond of fuffering, when pain and death are 
‘what he chiefly abhors: and therefyre Epicurus, 
who, if Ciccro and Plutarch knew his opinion, 
was a downright profeffed atheift, has not in 
terms denied, but indeed afferted, the being of the 
wgods: and fpeaks honourably of them, fo far as 
regards the excellence of their nature, and their 


hhappinefs. But when he defcribes his gods, and 


gives them a human-face and limbs, and fays they 
are neither incorporeal nor corporeal, but as it 
‘were corporeal; while he excludes them from any 
hand in making, or care in guiding and governing 
the world, and undertakes to fhow that all things 
were brought about by mere chance, without any 
help or diroGtion of the gods, who are altogether 
anconcerned with human affairs, and regardlefs of 
our.actions; he muft laugh in himfelf, and be fup- 
pofed to have formed this ridiculous idea of a Di- 
wine Being, merely to efeape the character of an 
impious philofopher. For though he ownsthe name 
of a God, by his defcription he entirely deftroys 
the Divine Nature. Nor dof think, that Ariftotle 
can be defended from ‘the charge of atheifm ; 
dor while he affirms, that the world, as to its for. 
amation, as well as its progreffion and duration, is 
independent on the gods, and owes nothing to 
gheir power, wifdom, or providence, he utcerly 
Subverts all pretence to religion and divine wor- 
dhip, and comes at laft into the dregs of the Epi- 
surean fcheme: this, I believe, 1 have plainly 
frroved in the following pocm, . 
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As tothe modern Athiefts, Vaninus, Hobbesj 
and Spinofa ; I have fpoken of them in their turn, 
and hall not anticipate what is faid hereafter. 

I have been determined to employ fome of my 
Jeifure hours in writing on this fabje@, by the me« 
Jancholy reflection { have often made on the growth 
of profanenefa, and the prevailing power of loofe 
and irreligious principles in this nation. 

It isa mortifying confideration to all who love 
mankind, and with weil to their coustry, that this 
opinion has of fate years, above the example of 
paft ages, {pread its contagious influence fo far and 
wide, that now, emboldened by the power and 
number of its affertors, it becomes infolent and for= 
midable, Thofe impious maxims, which a fmall 
party in the laft age, when inflamed with wine, 
vented in private, are now the entertaimment of 
the coffee-houfe, publicly profeffed, and in many 
companies fpoken of in coo! blood, as the ordinary 
fubjects of cenverfation. 

All ages have brought forth fome monfters, fome 
profetiors and patrons of irreligion; monfters in 
refpe of their {carcenefs, as welt as deformity ; 
but the ariazing abundance of thefe odious pro- 
duétions is, &bclicve, peculiar to this fertile age. 
Tam apt to think, that moft who were reckoned 
athiefts in former reigns were rather unbridled 
libertines, than irreligious in principle: but now 
we are fo far advanced, that the infection has feiz- 
ed the mind; the Atheift in pra@ice is become one 
in fpeculation, and loofenefs of manners improved 
to intellectual impiety. 

Many (which is without cxample)Yexprefs an 
ardent zeal for profanenefs, are grown bigots in 
atheifm, and with great induftry and application 
propagate their principles, form parties, and con~ 
cert meafures to carry on with vigour the caufe of 
irreligion, They carefs, and are very fond of, 
thofe who boldly declare for impiety, and mock all 
religion a6 cheat and impofture. Thefe are wits, 
men of fenfe, of large and free thoughts, and can- 
not fail of being men in fathion. And as the re~ 
negades and deferters of heaven, who renounce 
their God for the favour of men, and choofe to 
grow popular at the deareft rate,are by many pro- 
tedted and applauded : fo there are places where 
a man, that has the affurance to own the belief of 
a Deity and a future ftate, would be expofed and 
Tnughed out of countenance. Hence many are 
tempted to conceal their notions of religion, for 
fear of blafting their reputation, and of being ne- 
glested and defpifed by thofe from whofe favour 
they expect profit or promotion. 

Immediately after the Reitoration, {the people, 
intoxicated with the pleafures of peace, and influ 
enced by the example of a loofe court, as well az 
from their great averfion to the former fanatical 
ftritnefs and feverity of converfation, which they 
detefted as hypocrify, indulged themfelves in fen~ 
fual liberties, and by degrecs funk deep into luxury 
and vice. Then it was that fome irreligious men, 
taking advantage of this growing diflolution of 
manners, began to propagate their deteftable no. 
tions, and fow the feeds of profanenefs and im- 
Picty, which fprung up apace, and fowrihed im 
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Proportion ta the growth of immorality. Thus 
> Vice and irreligion, mutually affifting each other, 
+ extended their power by daily encroachments; and 

the folid temper and firmnefs of mind, which the 

people once poffeffed, being flackened and diffolved 
by the power of riot and forbidden pleafure, their 
judgment foon became vitiated ; which corruption 

‘of tafte has ever fince gradually increafed, as the 

confederate powers of vice and profanenefs have 

fpread their infection, and gained upon religion. 

While loofe principles and impious opinions per- 

wert the judgment, a petulant humour, that inclines 
fen to give an air of levity and ridicule to all 
their difcourfes, and turn every thing to mirth and 

Taillery, does in proportion get ground ; this being 
5 @ftcemed the mot fuccefsful method to weaken 

a: power and authority of religion in the minds 

‘of men, 

i. T would not here be underftood as if 1 condemn- 
ed the qualifications of wit and pleafantry, but 
“only the mifapplication of them. 1 hall always 
retain a great value for ingenious men, provided 
they do not abufe and proftitute their talents tothe 
worft purpofes; } mean the deriding all fobriety 
of manners, and turning into jeft the principles 
* which conftituce our duty here, and affure our hap- 
‘pinels hereafter, But can any man who reveres a 
od, and loves his country, ftand by unconcerned, 
Eaehile Joofe and profane wits fhow fo much zeal 
“nd diligence in propagating maxims, which tend 
‘fo dire@tly to the difhonour of the one, and the 
. ¥uin of the other ? 

Should Atheifm and corruption of manners, 
thofe infeparable companions, which, as caufes and 
effects, mutually introduce and {upport each other, 
firevai! much farther; Should impious notions in 

1 any age hereafter generally infect the higheft, as 
well as the inferior ranks of men ; what confufion 
of affairs muft enue! It would be impoflible to 

|. find men of principle to fill the places of truft and 
j;Jhonoug, or patrons to promote them : merit would 

--Gncapacitate and difqualify for the favour of great 

“men, and a religious character would be an invinci- 

s ble obfiruction to advancement ; there would be no 

sperions of rank to encourage men of worth, and 

Pave negledted virtue into fafhion. On the contra- 

‘gy, the contemners of heaven and deriders of piety 





$nodate their notions te thofe of the men in power, 
‘when they fhall {ce that cheir favour is not other- 
“wife to be procured! 

+ Is it pot highly probable that, in fuch an age, 
clubs and cabals would be formed of {coffers and 
buffoons, to laugh religion out of countenance, and 
make the profeffors of it the object of public {corn 
‘and contempt ? 

” Befides, it is natural to believe that magiftrates 
in a commonwealth, generally compofed of a- 
‘aheifts, would Sikewife proceed to violence, and 
* perfecute thofe whom they could not perfuade to 
i-.embrace their notions, as much as anyjfect of reli- 
on hasever done. For it is not religion, but 
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corrupted human nature, that pu‘hes men on to 
compulfive methods of obliging their adverfarien 
to renounce their own, and aflert the opinions of 
men in power. [t is from the fadtious temper of 
a party, not the fpiric of piety; it ix from pride 
and an impatience of contradiGion, or from luftof 
dominion, or a violent defire of engroffing the 
places of honour and profit, that men endeavour, 
by cruel and coercive methods, to filence their op« 
ponents, and fupprefs their competitors. And ifie 
will be allowed thar human paffions will always 
exert themfelves with uniformity, and therefore 
fill produce the like effedts; if we may foreteE 
what atheifts when in power are like to do, frony 
what they have done, as far as they had ability 5 
we may be affured, when they do not want power, - 
they will never want 2 will to employ violence, ta 
extinguifh the notions of piety, and the hatefu¥ 
herefy of religion. It would not be ftrange if a~ 
theiftical tefts, in fuch a ftate of affairs, fhould bet 
formed and impofed, to keep men of dangeroug 
principles out of all poits of power and profit; and 
all that believed the being of a God, and the ree 
wards and punifhments of another life, fhould be 
looked on as difaffected to the government, and 
the difturbers of the public peace. 

And if fuch notions of impisty, and fuch 2 dew 
generate conititution of manners, fhould ever prea 
vail in this unhappy nation, any man, without the 
gift of prophecy, and, indecd, with a very mode« 
rate penetration, may forefee, that the public wilf 
then be expofed to inevitable ruin, 

But before the intercits of virtue and religion 
are reduced to fi deplorable a flatc, it isto be hops 
ed this once wife and fober nation will awakem 
from its lethargy; that, notwithftanding the pre. 
fent popularity of vice, levity, and impiety, it may 
one day recover its relith of folid knowledge and 
real merit; that buffoons themfelves may one day 
be expofed, the Jaughers in their turn become ridi- 
culous, and an fatheiftical {coffer be as much out 
of credit, as a fober and religious man is at pres 
fent: virtue, ferioufnefs, and a due reverence o£ 
facred and divine things, may revive among us3 
and it is the duty and intereft of every man that 
loves his country, and wifhes well to mankind, te 
make his utmoft ctforts to bring about fuch a happy 
revolution, ‘This would the fooner be effected, if 
the virtuous part of ingenious men (for virtue hag 
fill a party) would not fupinely ftand by, and {ce 
the honour and intereft of religion expofed and ins 
fulted; but, inftead of an abjedt, unactive defpon. 
dence, would unite their endeavours, with vigour 
and refolution, againft the common enemies of God 
and their country. It is great pity, that in fo now 
ble a caufe any fhould fhow fuch poornets of fpirit, 
as to be afhamed of afferting thir religion, and 
ftemming the tide of impiety, for fear of becoming 
the entertainment of {coffing libertines. 

I know the gentlemen of atheiftical notions 
pretend to refined parts, and pafs themfelves upom 
the world for wits of the firft rank : yet in debate 
they decline argument, and rather truit to the de. 
cifion of raillery. But if it were poffible for thefe 
gentlemen to apply themfelyes in good earnet ta 
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-the reafons alleged in proof of a Divine Being, in 
«manner that becomes an inquiry of fuch confe~ 
quence, 1 fhould belicve their convidtion were not 
ta.be defpaired of, | 
- Buc there is little appearance that they will be 
ever prevailed on to confider this matter with de- 
berate and unprejudiced thought ; and, therefore, 
Bam not fo fanguine to think, that any arguments 
~ Again bsing, though ever fo clcar and demonftra- 
tive, are like to make any impreffion upon a vete- 
van atheift. Ihave, neverthelefs, thought ita {ea- 
. fonable Service to endeavour to ftop the contagion, 
and, as far as | am able, to preferve thofe who are 
not yet infected, 
s , 1 would entreat thefe to diftieguith between 
raillery and argument, and not believe that mirth 
sought to determine in fo weighty a cafe; that they 
would not admit of principles of the utmoft con- 
¢ern without examination, and take impicty upon 
content; that they weuld appeal front the buffoon 
and the niocker, to the impartial decifion of right 
reafon, and debate th tor with 
that becomes the importance ol che fi 
But, fince the gentlemen who own no obliga 
© tions of religion for the rule of behaviour, fet up 
in its fread: a fpurious principle, which they call 
shonour, and a greatnefa of mind, that will noe de- 
fcend to a mean or bafe action ; let. them reflea, 
whether that term, as chey ule it, is not an empty 
found without any ditermined meaning. 1 ho- 
-nour lays a man under any cbligation to porform 
qx forbear any action, then, it is evident hesour 
is a law or rule, and the tranfgreflion of it makes 
“us guilty and obnoxious to punifhment : and if it 
be a aw, ic mufl be the decluratiin of fome legif- 
Lator’s will; for his is the cefinition of a law thar 
‘yegulates the manners of a mosul agent. Now, 1 
ak aman of boneur, who denies religion, what, 
or whofe law he breaks, if he deviates from what 
Be imagince a point of honour? ft is plain there 
ean be no tranigreflion, wherc there is no law; ne 
irregularity where ancte is po rule; nor cana 
man do a bafe or dihonourable thing, if he lies 
under ne obligation to the contrary, Honour, 
therefore, abftracted from the notion of religion, 
which enjoins it, is an idle chimera, which can 
have little power over any man that dove not be- 
“Neve a Divine Legiflator, whofe authority niuft en- 
farce it. fs 
It is the fame with friendfhip and gratitude, 
which are principles that the Atheift will often 
commend. But how is any man bound to be 
grateful, or to be a friend? Should he act a con- 
trary part, and be treacherous and ungrateful, what 
guilt has he contracted? Has he offended ayaintt 
any law? or can be become guilty, without the 
breach of any? If you fay he has broken any law, 
telf usthe law, and by whom ir was made. If the 
Jaws of the Supreme Being are fet afide, we cun 
lie under no regulation, but have an unbounded 
liberty over all our adtions; we may, without the 
Teat fault or difhonsur, break our oaths, fubvert 
the government, betray our fiends, aflaflinate our 
parents; in Ghort, commit all kinds of 
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controlled by any obligation, we may do whateve 
our paffions or our interefts prompt us to, withou 
being accountable to any tribunal for. the leaf 
tranfgreflion, . 

'Wit be faid, we are obliged by the laws of ow 
country ; 1 anfwer, that, as to the afuns we ar. 
fpeaking of, fuch as a man of honyiir, a great 29 
gencrous mind, a friend, a grateful perfon, is Cup 
poled to think himfelf obliged 40, thefe are fue 
as are not regulated by municipal laws, and there 
fore men are at liberty, whether they will ad b: 
what they calla principle of honour or not, an 
can jullly incur no cenfure or reproach, fhouk 
they have no regard to that pompous and foundin, 
word; for if their a@ions are not morally deter 
mined either by human or divine laws, they ma 
very juftly, and honvurably tov, a@ with unlimite 
freedom in thefe matters. Befides, whoever be 
lieves himielf free from the obligations of divin 
precepts, cannot look on himfelf as bound by an 
human laws, He may indeed, from the appre 
h.nfion of punifhment, forbear an a@ion thus for 
bidcen, and it is his intereft fo to do: but, if b 
thinks 20 divine authority makes it bis duty t 
fubmict to the magiftrate, aud obey the laws of hi 
country, he is at liberty, as to any guilt, whethe 
he will obey or no If he ventu cs the punith 
ment, he efcapes the fin. If an Atheift fwears fi 
delity to his prince, what controlling power is h 
under, which affeéts the mind, nor to oak hin, 
if he thinks it fic and fafe to do it? Mf he lets hi 
parents, or his patron, or his friend perifh, wha 
iniquity is he accountable for? 

Phe exiftence of a God has heen already cleareé 
and abundantly demonfttated, by many pious ‘an 
learned authors; whence this attempt may be cen 
fured as impertinent’ and unneceffary, But a 
thofe excellent pegformances being writ in profi 
znd the greateft part in the learned languages, o 
at leaft in a fcholaftic nianner, are ill-accommods 
ted to great numbers not of a learned education 
and many who have more knowledge, and greate 
genius, will not undergo the trouble of readin 
and confidering the arguments expreffed in « near 
ner to them obfcure, dry, and difagreeable. Thay : 
therefore formed a pent on this great and impor 
tant fubjeé, that 1 might give ic the advantage 
Peculiar to poetry, and adapt it more tu the gene 
ral apprehenfion and capacity of mankind. TE 
harmony of numbers engages many to read an 
retain what they would negie¢t if written in profe 
and I perfuade myfelf the Epicurean philofeph 
had rot lived fo long, nor been fo much eftecmec 
had it not been kept alive and propagated by th 
famous poem of Lucretius. 

I have chofen to demonftrate the exifteace of 
God from the marks of wifdont, defign, contr 
vance, ane the choice of ends and means, whic 
appear in the univerfe. Out of the various argy 
ments that evince the trath of this propofitior 
“ There is a God,” ] have feleGted this as the mu 
evident and intelligible d 

(may with reafon prefume, that I thall net ic 


he mof | cur ary ceniure for not employing new argu-nen 


deteftable crimes without remorte; fer, net being { to prove the being of a God; none but what had 


PRE 


been produced before by many writers, even from 
the eldeft days of philofophy. It was never objected. 
to Lucretius, that, in his applauded poem, he has 
not invented a new fyftem of philofophy, but only 
recited in paetical numbers the- ancient dodtrines 
of Democritus and Epicurus. Nor can it -with 
reafon be fuppofed, that the arguments by which 
he fupports their opinions were not long before in 
the {chools of Greece. Nor have modern writers 
on this fubje@ invented, but purfued the demon- 
ftration of a God, from the evident appearance of 
contrivance and witdem in the vifible world, 
which they have done with more swarnefs and 
ftrength, than thofe who went before them. And 
while thefe have attempted to evince the exiltesce 
of a God only from the contemplation of corporeal 
nature, t have carried the argument on to the ac- 
tions of living, fenfitive, and intelligent heings, fo 
far as we are acquainted with them; believing 
that brighter and more noble ftrokes of wifdom 
and defigo appear in the principles of life, fenfa- 
tion, and reafon, than in all che compafs of the 
material world. 

I have endeavoured to give the fubject yet great- 
er degrees of perfpicuity, more variety of argu. 
ment, as well as eafy and familiar expre‘fion, that, 
the ftyle being more pleafing, and the demonftra- 
tion more readily apprehended, it may leave,a 
deeper impreilicn, and its effects and ufefulnefs 
may become mere extenlive. In order to this, 
have rarely ufed any term of art, or any phrafe 
peculiar to the writing and converfation of learu- 
ed men, Ihave attempted, as Monfieur Fonte- 
nelle has done with great fuccefs in his pluzalicy 
of worlds, to bring philofophy out of the fecret re- 
ceffes of the choos, and ftrip it of its uncouth and 
myflerious drefs, that it may become agrecable, 
and admitted to a genera] conve 

Stake it for granted, that no judicions reader 
will expect, in the philofophical and argumenta- 
tive parts of this poem, the ornaments of poctical 
eloquence. In this cafe, where metaphor and de- 
fcription are not admitted [eft they fhould darken 
and enfeeble the argument, if the reafoning be 
clofe, ftrong, and eafily apprehended; if there be 
an elegant fimplicity, purity, and propricty of 
words, and a juft order and ‘conncctiua of the 
parts, mutually fupporting and enlightening one 
another, there will be all the perfection which the 
ftyle can demand. 

I may fafely conclude, that no man will expe@ 
that in this poom I fhould borrow any embellith- 
nients from the exploded and obfolete theology of 
the ancient idolaters of Greece or Rome; that 1 
fhould addrefs any rapturous invocations to their 
idle deities, or adorn the flyle with allufions to 
their fabulous adtions. I have more than once 
publicly declared my opinion, that a Chriftian poet 
cannot but appear monftrous and ridiculous in a 
Pagan drefs; that though it fhould be granecd, 
that the heathen religion might be allowed a piace 
in light and loofe fongs, mock heroic, and the 
tower lyric compofitions ; yet, in Chriftian prems 
of the fublime and greater kiod, che mixture of 
the Pagan theoligy mua, by ail who are ma! ers 
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of reflection and good fenfe, be condemned, if nad 
as impious, at leat as impertinent and abfardy 
And this is a truth fo clear and evident, that & 
make no doubt it will by degrees force iss wag 
and prevail over the coatrary pradice. Should 
Britons recover their virtue, and reform their tate 
they would no more bear the heathen religion in 
verte, than in prafe.” Chriftian poets, as well ag 
Chriftian preachers, the bufinefs of both being 
inftruct the people, though the laft only are whoke 
ly appropriared to it, thould endeavour to cénfirdy 
and tpread their own true religion. Ifa diving 
fhould begin his fermon with a folemn‘prayer ta 
Bacchus, or Apollo, to Mars, or:Venus; wh: 
would the peop'e think of thelr predther? And 4 
it not as realiy, though not equallysab(wed; fir'a’ 
poet ina great and icrivus poem, wherait he cele. 
brates fone wonderful and happy event-of Diving 
Providence, or magnifies the ilultrious infiriter® 
that was honoured to brisg the event about}to dda 
drefs bis prayer to falfe deities, and’ cry fort help 
to the abominations of the heathen? xy 
The dcfign of this poem is to demonftratet! 
felf-exiftence of an Eternal Mind from the creates 
and dependent exiftence of the univerfe, and ta 
corfute the hypothefis of the Epicureans and Faw 
talifts, under whom all the patrons of impiety, an~ 
cient or modern, of whatfoever denominationy 
may be ranged. The firft cf whom affirnt the 
world was in time caufed by chance; and the 
other that it exifted from eternity without a caufe, 
It is true, as before mentioned, hoth thefe acknowe: 
ledged the exiftence of gods; but, by their abfurd’ 
and ridiculous defcription of them, it is plain they’ 
had nothing elfe in view, but to avoid the obnoxi- 
ous charadter of atheiftical philofephers, 4 
‘This likewife has been often obje@ted:'to the: 
deiits of the prefent times, that ati leaf a great 
part of them only conceal their notions under thay 
name, while they are really to be nambered amon 
the acheitts, Thave before expreffed my reafons, 
why | cannot embrace this opinion, ft is teuey 
indeed, that mot of the deifts maintain & partic: 
cular friendthip with the atheids, are pleated with 
their and impious crfation, and appeat: 
very tender of their credit and efteem. They ire! 
ciaritable in crying up their fhining qualities, and” 
i xcufiag, or keffening, theirimmdrs: 
hile at the fame time they fhow ate 
ation in expoicg the faults apd Yollies of the: 
pecially thofe who are the moft {rides 
is ther manners, and appear to be? 
It is likewife remarkable, that‘ 
no zeal for thé extirpatiua’ 
rcligious principles: they have never, as far 
as{ know, writen any thing’ againft them; nor 
are they pleafed in company to declare their de« 
teftatien of fuch impious maxims, or to produce 
arguments to confute them; while at the fame 
time they take great pains, and frow a warm zeal, 
to weaken the belief of the Chriitian religion, and 
to expofe the pretended errors of its different pro+ 
feffors; which feems, indeed, ftrange, fince he that 
owns a God and his providence, thould in reafoa 
| look vpor thofe who belicve neither to be infinitely 
Pe 
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Snore oppofite to him, than thefe who agree with 
Witn in the belief of 2 God, and differ only in the 
- point of revealed religion. 

2” Befides, it is obfervable that the prefent deifts 
“ave not drawn and <publithed any fcheme of re- 
Higion, or catalogues of the duties they are obliged 
to perform, or whence fuch obligations arile. 
“Fhey do not tell us, that they look on man as an 
‘countable creature ; nor, if they do, for what, 
‘mid to whoth, or when, that account is to be 
swiade, and what rewards and puniihments will at- 
‘“gend it. Ido not affirm they have no fuch fcheme 
an their thoughts; but, fince they will not let us 
“Know ther creed, and in the mean time deride 


god triumph over that of the Chriitians, I cannot | 


rféfend them from thofe who fay they are juftly 
tbe fufpected. 


And that the deift may clear himfelf from the | 


Halpicion' of being an atheift, or at leait a friend 
“and favourer of their principtes; 1 could wifh he 
would in public affere and demonttrate the being 
§@f a God and his providence, and declare : 
shorrence of the principles of thoie who difbelieve 
em. 
“Cit would likewife give great fatifadion, and 
kemove the objections of the fe that charge them 
with direct irreligion, if they woul! pl-afe to give 
fame account of their belief: Whether they look 
‘Bpon God as one why governs mankind by Jaws 
sto be difcovered by the light of reafon, which re- 
Strain our inclinations and determine our dety : 








that they would tel} us what thote isws are, and | 


what fanétions do enforce them; and until this 
be done, they cannot well diicharge themfelves 
from the fufpicion before-mention: d. 

P And here | would addrefs m 
gious gentlemen of the age: 


to the irreli- 
them 





not to take up prejudices againit tne exiftence of | 


a God, and run away with impious maxims, until 
.they have exercifed their confideration, and made 
on impartial inquiry into the grounds and reafons 
, that fupport the belicf of a Divine Ecernal Being. 
. Jn order to fuch a reafonable examination, it is 
but juft and ceceat they fhould be in carnett, and 
“hear the arguments we offer with temper and pa 
tience ; thar they fhould inure themfelves to 
ard weigh the force of thofe argun 
‘cones fincere inguirers after t é 
¢a God, and the duties that refal: that prin- 
siple, are fubjedts of the gr 1 excellence and 
“dignity in themfelves, and of the gzcateh con 
‘apd importance to mankind ; and, therefure, fh 
Sever be treated in mirth and ridicule. Generals 
of armies and countellors of flate, enators, and 
judges, in the great and weighty 
before them, do not put onthe air of jefters and 
buffuons, and, inflead of grave and folemn debates, 
aim at nothing but fallies of wit, and treat their 
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Subjects and one another only with raillery and | 


rife 





derifion : yet the bufinefs propofed to the c 
deratien of the perfons | {peak to is, in every re 
fpect, infinitely fuperior to any of theirs betore- 
meitioneds 
Ate they fure there is no God, and therefore no 
religion? If they are not, what a terrible tique do 
‘ I 





that come ! 
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they run! If their reafons amount only taa pros 
bability, the contrary opinion muy he true, and 
that may be is enough to give them the moft 
frightful apprehenfions, and ditturh them amid:t 
all the pleafures they enjoy. But if they fay they 
are affured, and paft doubt, there is no God; let 
them confider, confidence in an opinion is not al- 
ways the effect of certainty and demonftratisn. 
Their predeceffors, the atheifts of former ages, 
were as certain, that is, as confident, they reafoned 
tight, as they can be, hey cannot pretend to 
clearer light, and greater affurance of the truth of 
their maxims, than Epicurus aod Lucretius did; 
or infult their adverfaries with greater contempt 
than thofe have done: yet thefe men themfelves, 
at lealt many of them. allow thofe philofophers 
were grofsly miflaken, and will by no means trate 
tothe Epicurean fcheme, as the foundation of their 
opinions. If thefe great majters, notwithftending 
their unexampled confidence, have been miflaken, 
why may not their fucceffors be fo? 

If they fet up Ariftotle’s fcheme, and think they 


| fecure their principles by making the world to be 


eternal, and all effects and events the refult af fuch 
a fatal neceflity, and an oInble concatenation, 
of canfes, as render it impoflible, things that 
are fhould not be, or thot they fhould be other+ 
wife than they are; let them confider, that the 
greateft aflertors of impiety, 1 mean Democritus, 
iicuc:ppus, Epicurus. and Lucretius, oppofed this 
as an idle and incoherent fyftem ; and that indeed 
it is fo, fhall be after demonftrated: and fhould 
not this thake their confidence, that all their. 
friends in the Epicurean f{chools, who were fuffi- 
ciently delivered from the prejudices of education 
and fuperftitious impreffions, could not fee the 
leaft probahiity in the fcheme of the Faralifts, on 
which thefe gentlemen are pleafed to rely in a 
matter of the highelt imperrance? 

Will they confide in Mr. Hobbes? has that phi= 
lofopher iaid any thing new? does he bring any 
fironger forces into the field than the Epicurcans 
did before him? will they derive their cerrainty 
from Spinofa ? can fuch an ebfcure, perplexed. une 
intelligible author create fuch certainty, as leaves 
no doubt cr diftruft? Uf he is indeed to be under- 
itued, what does he allege more than the ancient 
taralifts have done, that should amount to demons 
ftration ? 

Befides, if, as they pretend, they are eftablithed 
beyond poflibiiity of deception in the such of their 












| maxims, why are they fo very fond of thofe aus 





thors, that fet. up any new deGrine? and why do 
they embrace with fo much jleafure their new 
fchon-es of irteligion? They are very glad to hear 
of any great genius, that can invent freth argu- 
ments to ftrengthen their epinions; and does ret 
this betray a feeret diffidence, that demands fur- 
ther light and confirmation ? 

But further; fince thefe gentlemen fhow fa 
much induitry in propagating theix opinions, and 
are fa fond of making profelytes to atheifm; fine 
they affect a zeal in countenancing, applauding, 
and preferring, thofe whom they have delivered 
fom religious prejudices, and reformed and re- 
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fincd with their free, large, and generous princi- 
ples, how comes it to pais, that they neglect to 
inform and improve their neareft relations? Are 
they careful to initrut their wives and daughters, 
that they need not revere the imaginary phantom 
of a God; that religion is the creature of a timor- 
ous and fuperftitious mind, or of crafty pricils, 
and cunning politicians; that, therefore, they are 
free from all reftraints of virtue and confcience, 
and may proflitute their perfons in the moft licen- 
tious manner, without any remorfe; or uneafy re- 
flection ; that it is idle to fear any divine punifh- 
ment hereafter ; and as to the fhame and difhonour 
that may attend the liberties they take, in cafe 
they become public, that fcandal proceeds from 
the grofs miftakes of people perverted with reli- 
gion, and mifguided by a belie! of a Divine Being, 
and of rewards and punifhments in an imaginary 
life after this ° 

Do they take pains to inform their eldeft fons, 
that they owe them: no gratitude or obedience ; 
that they may ufe an uncontrolled freedom in in- 
dulging all their appetites, paffions, and inclina- 
tions, that, if they are willing to poflefs their fa- 
ther’s honour and eftate, they may, by poifon or 
the poignard, take away his life; und, if they are 
caretul to avoid the punifhment of the magiftrace, 
by their feerst conduct, they may be fully fatis~ 
fied of the innocence of the adtion; and as they 
have done themfelves much good, fo they have 
done their father no injury, and therefore may 
enjoy in perfect tranquillity the fruits of their 

arricide ? Whatever they may affirm among their 
loofe friends, 1 cannot conceive they can be guilty 
of fo much fully, as to propagate thete o 38 in 
their own familics, und inftruct their wives and 
children in the boundlefs Jiberties, which, by the 
principles of atheifin, are their undoubted mght; 
for in all actions, where religion does not inter- 
pote and refirain us, we are per: y, ay has been 
faid, free to act as we thiak befi for our profit and 
pleafure. 

Befides, to what a deplorable condition would 
ind be reduced, fhould chele opinions be uni- 
embraced! If fo. many kings and poten- 
who yet profefs their belief of a Gad, and of 
rewards and puaifhments in @ life to come, do, 
notwithftanding, from boundlefs ambition and a 
cruel temper, eyprefs their fubjedts at home, and 
ravage and deftroy their neighbours abroad, thould 
think themfelves free from vine cbligations, 
and therefore tno from the reftraints of oaths and 
folemn contra@ts; thefe fences and fecurities re- 
moved, what a deluge of calamities would break 
jm upon the world: what opprelfion, what vi 
lence, what rapine, what devatiation, would finifh 
nin of human nature! for, af mighty princss 
are fatisfied that it is impoiible for thei: to do 
wrong, what bounds are left to infatiable 
ad exorbitant thir of power! if mo- 
v, withoat the Jeaft guile, violate their 
wreak their vows, betray their friends, 
ice their truth and honour at pleature to 5 


















































their paffions, or their intereft, what truft, wha 
confidence, cvuld be fupported berween neighbous, 
potentates! and without this what confufion 
diftraGtion mutt of neceflity enfue! 

On the other hand, if fubjedts were unive 
atheifts, and locked on themfelves as under 
divine obligation te pay any duty or obedience.toF 
the fupreme magiftrate; if they believed thar 
when they tovk their oaths of allegiance, .thep& 
{wore by nothing, and invocated a ower not in, 
being; that therefore thofe oaths oblige them nei, 
longer than they think it fafe, and for their inte=, 
reft, to break them ; fhou!d fuch principles obtain: 
would not the thrones of princes be moft precati 
ous: would not ambirion, revenge, refentment,-€ 
intercft continually excite {ome or other to betray. 
or affault the lives of their fovereigns?. and why’ 
Should they be blamed by the atheift for doing it 
why are traitors, affaflins, haters of theinprincéwy: 
and enemies to their country, branded with the, 
odious names of ruffiars and villains, if they lig 
under no obligations to act otherwife thar they: 
do? -< 

Should confpirators, who affaffinate their lawfat: 
fovereign, have the good fortune to make theg 
efcape, I afk the atheift, if he has in the eat ay 
ill opinion of them for being engaged in fuch an’ 
exccvable undertaking ? If he fays he has note 
then the point is gained, and an atheié is what & 
have reprefented, If he fays he has, f next a! 
him, why? Let him tell me in what their guile, 
confifts? Is it in the breach of any divine law # 
That cannot be, for he owns none. Js ‘t che tranfs 
greffion of any human Jaw? Tell me what oblig: 
tion he is under to obey ary human Jaw, if no 
divine Yaw enforces fuch obcciznce. Does their 
guitt confift in the breach of their duty to their 
prince and their saths of allegiance ? Still the fame. 
queftion recurs, what duty can a fubject owe to a 
prince which divine laws do not conftitute and 
determine? and how can an oath of allegiance 
bind but by virtue of fome divine command, that, 
obliges us not to virlate our vows? ‘ 

By this it appears that an atheift muft be the 
wort of fubjects; that his principles fubvert the 
thrones of princes, and undermine the foundations: 
of government and fociety, on which the happi- 
nefs of mankind fo much depends; and therefore 
it is not poflible to covceive how there can be q 
greater difturber of the public peace, or a greater: 
cnemy to his prince and country, than a profeffed 
athei:, who pr pagates with zeal his deftrudive 
opinions. 

I have proved, in the following poem, that ne 
hypothefis hitherto inveoted in favour of impiety. 
has the leait ftrength or folidity, no not the leat 
apocarance of truth to recommend it. A man. 
muit be deferted of Heaven, and inflexibly hare 
dened, that cannot, or rather will not, fee the nn- 
blenefs of irreligious principles. 1 demand. 
candid temper in the reader, and a mind 
pleafed with truth, and delivercd from the preju: 
dices of atheitical converfation. 


Pp is 






















a 















THE WORKS OF BLACKMORE. 











& SUMMARY ACCOUNT OF THE FOLLOWING POEM, 


AND OF WHAT IS CONTAINED IN EACH BOOK. 7 


‘Eux defign of this work is to demonftrate the 
‘¢xiftence of a Divine Eternal Mind. 

"The arguments ufed for this end are taken from 
the various’ marks of wifdom and artful contri- 
ee, which are evident to obfervation in the fe- 
feral parts of the material world, and the faculties 
af the human foul. 

‘The firft book contains the proof of a Deity, 
‘fit the inftances of defign and choice, which 
H@scur in the ftru@ure and qualities uf the earth 

fea, 

2,."The f{econd purfues the proof of the fame pro- 
‘polition, rare 16 4 Gop, from the celeftial mo- 
‘efons, and more fully from the appearances in the 
s€6lar fyftem, and the air. - 

ug. Im the third, the objections which are brought 
“by atheiftical philofophers againgt the hypothedis 
veflablifhed in the two preceding books, are an- 
\ $wered, 















In the fourth, is laid down the hypothefis of 
the Atomifts or Epicureane, and other irreligious 
philofophers, and confuted. 

In the fifth, the do@trine of the Fatalifts, or Ari- 
ftotelians, who make the world to be eternal, is 
confidered and fubverted. 

In the fixth, the argument of the two firft books 
is refumed, and the exiftence of God demonftrated 
from the prndence and art difcovered in the feve- 
ral parts of the body of man. 

In the feveuth; the fame demonftration is car- 
ried on from the contemplation of the inftinds 
in brute animals, and the faculties and operations 
of the foul of man. 

The book concludes with a recapitulation of 
what has been treated of, and a hymn to the 
Crcator of the World, 





| | 
CREATION. - : 











ate 








=o 





BOOK I. 


Tbe Argument. 
The propofition. The invocation, The exiflence of a God demonfirated, from the marks of @ 





dom, choice, and art, which appear ia the vifible world, and infer an intelligent and free canfe, 


This evinced from the contemplation, 1. of the earth. 


1. Its fituation. 2. The cohefion of iq 


parts, not to be folved -by any hypothefis yet produced, 3. Its ftability. 4. Its ftructare, or thig 


order of its parts. 


its furmatioa, 
contexture of its parts, 


No more of courts, of triumphs, or of arms, 
No mere of valour’s force, or beauty’s charms; 
‘The themes of vulgar lays, with juft dildain, 

T leave unfung, the flocks, the amorous {wain, 
‘The pleafures of the land, and terrors of the 

DID, 

How abjedl, how inglorious ‘tis to lie 
Grovelling in dutt and darknefs, when on high 
Empires immenfe, and rolling worlds of light, 
To range their heavenly fcenes, the mufe invite! 
1 meditate to foar above the fkics, 

To heights unknown, through ways untry’d to 
: rife; 

I would th’ Eternal from his works affert, 

And fing the wonders of creating art. 

While € this unexampled tafe effay, 

Pafs awful guifs, and beat my painful way; 
Celettial Love! divine affitance bring, 

Suftain me on thy ftrong-extended wing, 

That I may reach th’ Almighty’s facred throne, 
And make his caufelefs power, the caufe of all 

things known. 
Thon dott the tull extent of nature fee, 

And the wide realuis uf vaft immenfity : 
Eternal Wildum tio doft comprehend, 

Rife to her heights, and to her depths defcend : 
The Father's facred counfels thou cant tell, 
Who in his bofom didit for ever dwell. 

Thou on the deep’s dark face, immortal dove! 
Thou with Almighty energy didit move 

On the wild waves, sscumbent didi difplay 
Thy genial wings, and hatch primaval day. 
Order from shee, from thee dittinclion came, 
And all the beauties of the wond’rous frame. 
Fence ftampt on nature we perfection find, 
Fai as th’ idea ia the Eternal Miad, 
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$+ Its motion diurnal and annual, 
refpeéts. The caule of thefe motions not yet accounted for by any philofopher, 
face; the beauties and convenicncics of it; its mountains, lakes, and rivers. 
God proved from the marks and imprctiions of prudence and detigo, which appear in the fea. 

2, She proportion of ity parts in refpect of the earthy. 3. Its fituation, 4. Th 
5. its brackith or briny quality. 6, Its flux and reflux, 4 


or elfe the motion of the fun in both thol¢ 
6. Its outfide o& 
UU. The exittence ofa 


ita 


See, through this vaft extended theatre 
Of kill divine what fhining marke appear 
Creating power is all around expreft, 
‘The God difcover'd, and his care confeft. F 
Nature’s high birth her heavenly beauties thow:” 
By every feature we the parent know, _ 
‘Th’ expanded fpheres, amazing to the fight ? 
Magnificent with fars and globes of light, , 
The glorions orbs, which heaven’s bright hoff, 

compofe, 

Th’ imprifon’d fea, that reftlefs ebbs and flowy 
The fudtuating fields of liquid air,” ; 
With all the curious meteors hoverIng there, 
And the wide regions of the land, proclaim x 
‘Lhe Power Divine, that rais’d the mighty frameg” 

What things foe’er are to an end referr’d, 
And in their motions ftill that end regard, 
Always the fitnefs of the means tefpedt, 
Thefe as conducive choofe, and thofe reje, 
Mutt by a judgment foreign and unknown 
Be guided to their end, or by their own; 
For to defign an end, and to purfue 
‘That end by means, and have it ftill in view, 
Demands a confcious, wife, refledting caufe, 
Which freely moves, and aéts by reafon’s laws 
That can celibcrate, means elect, and find 
“Lheir due conne tion with the end defign'd. 
And fince the world’s wide frame dees not includg: 
A canfe with fuch eapacities endued; 
Some other caufe o’er nature muft prefide, 
Which gave her birth, and docs her motions guide, 
And here behold the caufe, which God we name, 
The fource of beings, and the mind fupreme; * 
Whofe perfect wifdom, and whofe prudent care, .. 
With one contederare voice tanumber'd worldy. 

declare. 
- P p ij 














See, how the earth has gain’d that very place, 
Which of all others in the boundlels (pace, 

moft conventent, and will beft conduce 
‘To the wife ends requir'd Jor narure’s ufc. 
You, who the Mind and Caufe Supreme deny, 
Nor on his aid to form the world rely, 
: Matt grant, had perfe& wifdom heen employ’d 
fo find, through all th’ interminable void, 
A feat moft proper, and which beft became 
‘Whe earth and fea, ic muft have been the fame. 
Now who can this furprifing fact conceive, 
‘Who this event fortuitous believe, 
hat the brute earth, unguided, thould ne: 










rahe only tfeful, only proper place 
f all the millions in the empty {pace ? 

Could flupid atoms with impetuous fpeed 

different roads and adveric ways proceed; 
‘om regions oppofite begin their flight, 
“That here they might rencounter, here unite ? 
“What charms. could thefe tcrrettrial vagrants fee 
pest one point of all immenfity, 
Pkhac all th’ enamour'd troops fhould thither flow ? 
id they its ufeful fituation know ? 

id, ‘when the fquadrons with a fwift career 
“Hiad reach'd chet point, why did they fettle 
be . | there, {of air; 
“When nothing check’d their flight but gulfs 
Since Epicurus and his {cholars fay } 

















hat urobftrusted matter Mies away, 

Ranges the void, and knows not where to tay? 

‘if you, fagacious fons of art, pretend 

"That by their native force they did defcend, 

And cea’d ro move, when they had gain'd 

: their end; 

-.Phat native force till you enlighten’d know, 
Can its mytterions {pring difclofe, and fhow 
How ’tis exerted, how it does impel, 

Your uninftrudtive words no doubts difpel. 

j'We afk you, whence does motive vigour flow? 
‘You fay, the nature of the thinye is fo. 

But how does this retieve th’ inquirer’s pain ? 
Or how the dark impulfive power explain ? 

. The Atomifts, who fill mechanic teach, 

Who boaft their clearer fight, and deeper reach, 
Affert their atoms took that happy feat,. 
Determin'd thither by their inbred weight; 

“TS «downward through the fpacious veid they 

7 frove 
‘To that one point, from all the parts above. 

Grant this pofition true, though up and down 

ove to a fpace not limited unknown; 

But fince they fay our earth from mora to morn 
3On its own axis is obliy’d to turn ; 

"That {wilt rotation mult difperfe in air 
All things, which on the rapid orbs appear : 
“Ard if no power that motion fhould controul, 
Je mutk disjoint and diilipate che whole. 

? Cis by experience uncontelted found, 

Bodies orbicular, when whirling round, 

Still flake off all things on their furface plac’d, 
And to a diftance from the centre ealt, 

If ponderous ators are fo much in iove 

‘With this ore point, that all will thicher mov., 
Give them the tituation they defite; 

Uni ict us then, ye tages next inquire, 
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What canfe of their cohefion can you find ; 
What props fuppert, what chains the fabric bind 2 
Why do not beatts that move, or ftones that lie 
Loofe on the field, through diftant regions fly ? 
Oy why de fragments, from a mountain rent, 
Tend to the earth with fuch a {wift defcent ? 
Thofe who afcribe this one determin’d courfe 
OF ponderous things to gravitating force, 
Refer us to a quality occult, 
Vo fenfelefs words, for which while they infult 
With jutt contempt the famous Stagyrite, 
Their fchools fhould blefs the worid with clearer 
light. 
Some, the round earth’s cohefion to fecure, 
For that hard tafk employ magnetic power. 
Remark, fay they, the globe; with wonder own 
{ts nature, like the fam’d attractive ftone. 
"This has its axis, fo th’ obferver tells, 
Meridians, poles. equator, parallels, ~ 
To the terreftrial poles by conftant fate 
Th’ obfcquious poles themfelves accommodate, 
And, when of this pofition difpoffet, 
Phey move, and firive, nor ever will they ref, 
‘Till their lov’d fituation they regain, 
Where pleas’d they fettle, and unmov'd remain. 
And fhould you, fo experience does decide, 
Into {mall parts the wondrous ftone divide, 
Ten thoufand of minutes fize exprefs 
The fame propenfion, which the large poffefs. 
Hence ali the globe (‘tis faid) we may conclude 
With this prevai.ing energy endued : 
That this attractive, this furprifing tone 
Has no peculiar virtue of iss own: 
Nothing bur what is ccmmon to the whole, 
To fides, ro » and to either pole. 
The mighty magnet from the centre darts 
This ttr. ny, though fubtle force, through all the 
pares; 
Its asive rays, ejaculated thence, 
lrradiate all the wide circumference. 
While every part is in proporticn bleft, 
And of its due attradtive power poffet; 
While adverfe ways the adverfe atoms d-aw 
With the fame firength, by nature’s conflant law 
Balanc’d and fix'd; they can no longer move ; 
‘Through gulfs immenfe no more unguided rove, 
If cords are puli’d two adverfe ways, we find 
‘The more we draw them, they the fafter bind. 
So when with equal vigour nature trains 
his way and that thee fine mtechanic chains, 
‘They fix the earth, they part to parc unive, 
Preforve their ftrugture, and prevent their flight, 
Preffure, they fay, and weight, we mutt ditown, 
As things occult, by no ideas known, 
Aad on the earth's magnetic power depend 
Vo fix its feat, its union to defend. 
Act us this fam'd hypothefis f. rvey, Q 








And with atrenrive thought remark the way, 
How carth’s attractive parts their force difplay. 
‘Lhe mafs, ‘tis faid, from its wide bofem pours 
Porrents of atoms, and eternal fhowers 

cic darts, of matter made 

e, marble they with eale pervade - 
Refin’d, and (next to incorporeal) thin, 

Not by Aufonian glafles to be fen, 
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"Ybele emanations take their conftant flight 

Swift fromthe earth, as from the fun che light; 

To a determin’d diftance they afcend, 

4ind there infle@ their courfe, and downward 
tend, 

What can infolt unequal reafon more, 

‘Thag this magnetic, this myfterious power ? 
Vhat cords and chains, beyond conception tinall, 
Should gird and bind fo faft this mighty ball! 
"Phat adits rays fhould {pring from every part, 
And, though fo fubtle, fhoald fuch. force exert 
‘That the light legions fhould be fen abroad, 
Range all the air, and traverfe every road! 

‘To ftated limits fhould excurfions make, 

Shen backward of themfelves their journey take ; 
Should in their way to folid bodics cling, 

And home to earth the caprive mateer brings 
Where all things on its furface fpread are bound 
By their cverlive vigour to the ground ! 

Can this be done without a Guide Divine? 
Should we to this hypothefis incline, : 
day, does not here confpicuous wifdom thine? 
Who can enough magnetic force admire ? 

Does it not counfel and defign require 

‘Lo giwe the carth chis wondrous energy, 
ein lucha meafare, fuch a juft degiec, 

That it fhould til! perforni its dettin’d tafe, 

Az nature's ends and various ufes alk? 

For, thould our globe have had a greater fhare 
Of this ftrong force, by which the parts cohere, 
Things had been bound by fuch a powerful chain, 
That all would fix'd and motionlefs remain ; 

All men, like ftatues, on the earth would ftand. A 

Jor would they move the foot, or ftretch the hand ; 

Birds would not range the fkies, nor beafts the 
wouds, = 

Nor could the fith divide the Qiffen’d floods, 

Again, had this ftrange energy been Jets, 

Dele had been as tatal as excels. 

For want of cemeiie ftrong enough to bind 

‘Phe ftrudture fat, huge mbs of rock, disjoin’d 

Witho it an earthquake, from their bafe would 
ftart, 

And hills unhing’d from their deep roots depart. 

And, while sur orb perforni'd its daily race, 

All beings, found*upon his ample face, 

‘Would, by that motion diffipaced, Ay 

Whirl’d from the globe, and fcatter through 
the tky ; 

They mutt, obedient to mechanic laws, 

Aflemble where the ftronger maynet draws ; 

‘Whether the fun that ftronger magnet proves, 

Or elie fome planet’s orb that nearer moves, 

Who can unfold the caufe that does recall 

Magnetic rays, and make them backward fall? 
H thefe effluvia, which do upward tend, 
Becaufe lels heavy than che atr, alcend ; 

Why do they ever from their height retreat, 

And why return co (eek their central fear? 

Front the fame caule, ye fons af art, declare 

Can they by turns defcend, and rile in Air? 
Prodigious *tis, that one attractive ray 

Should this way bend, the n: adverfe way; 
Kor, fhould th’ unteen magnetic jets defcend 
Allthe fame way, they could not gain their end; 
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They could not drav7 and bind the fabric faft, 
Unlefs alike they every part embrac'd - 

How does Cartefius all his finews ftrain, . 
How much he labours, and how much in wi, 
The earth’s attraGive vigour to explain! . 

This bold concriver thas his thoughts conveys: 
Inceffant ftreams of thin magnetic rays 

Guth from their fountains wich impctuous forces» 
In either pole, then take an adverfe courfe : 
Thofe from the fouthern pole the northern feek . 
The fouthern thofe that from the northern break 
In either pole thefe rays emitted meet : 
Small pores provided, for their figures fit; 

Still ce and fro they circulating pafs, 

Hold all the frame, and firmly bind the mais, 
Thus he the parts'of earth from flight reftraing, 
And girds it faft by fine imagin’d chaius. 

But oh! how dark is human reafon found! 
How vain the man with wit atid learning crown’d$ 
How fecbie all his trength when he effays 
To trace dark Nature, and detc&dt her ways; 
Unlefs he calls its Author to his aid, 

Who every fecret {pring of motion laid, 
Who over a¥ his wondrous works prefides, 
And to their ufeful ends their caules guides! 
Thefe paths in vain are by inquirers trod ; 
There’s no philofophy withoat a Gog. 

Admir'd Cartefius, let the curious know, 
If your magnetic atoms always flow : 
From pole to pole, what form’d their double fource,” 
What fpurr’d, what gave them their infleéted” 

courfe ? 

Tell, what could drill and perforate the poles, 
And to th’ attca@tive rays adapt their holes ? 
A race, fo long what prompts them to purfue ? 
Have the blind troops th’ important end in view? 
How are they jure they in the poles thall meet * 
Pores ofa figure to their figure fit? 
Are they with fuch fagacity endned 
To know, if this their journey be purfued, 
They fhall the earch’s conftructure clofely bind, 
And to the centre keep the parts confin’d?* 

Let us review this whole magnetic fcheme, 
Till wifer heads a wifer model frame. 
For its formation let fit atorhs ftart. 
To one determin’d point, from every part. 
Eucountéring there from regions oppofite, 
They clafh, and interrupt cach other's flights 
And, rendezvoufing with an adverte courfe, 
Produce an equtal poife, by equal force : 
for while the pares by laws magnetic act, 
And are at once atttacted, and attrad; 





While match’d in ftrength they keep the doubts. 
ful field, 
And neither overcome, and neither yield, 
To happy purpofe they their vigour {pend ; 
Kor thete contentions in the balance end, 
Which mutt in liquid air the glube fufpend, 3 
Belides materials which arc brute and blin 
Did not this work require a knowing mind, “ 
Who for the taf fhould fic detachments choofe 
From all the atoms, which their hott diffufe - 
Through the wide regions of the boundlefs 
{pace, 
And for their rendezv-us appoint the place? 
Pp uj 


Bea THE WoRKS oO 


ARES thould comnsand, by his almighty nad, 
_Dhefe chofen troops, unconfeious of the road, 
And unacquainted with ti’ appointed end, 
tir marches to begin, and thither tend ; 

‘Dised them all to take the ncare? way, 

“Whence none of allth? uonumber’d millions flray ; 
‘Make them‘advance with fuch an equal pace, 
From alf'the adverfe regio-s of the Space, 
‘Thak“they at once should reach the defin'd 


lace ; 

ala 

ndrdiaw togetber in a globous form ? 

2" Gtant, that by mutual oppofition made 
Df adverfe parts, their mutual flight is aid ; 
“That thus the whole is in a balauice laid; 












e 





j 







‘Does it not all mechanic heads confound, 
/Ehat troops of atoms, from ail parts around, 
Of equal number, arid of equa! force, 


Should to this fingl: poi: <t their courfe ; 
"Vhat fo the counter-preffi.re every way, 
‘OF equal vigour, might their motions flay, 

endl, by a fteady poife, the whole in quiet tay ? 
* Befides, the @racture of the earth regard: 
Pot firmnels how is all its frame Preper’d! 
With what amazing ikill is the vatt building 
. rear'd! K 
Metals and veins of folid flone are found 
The chief marerials which the globe c impound, 
i See, how the hills, which high in air afcend, 
“Brom pole to pole their lofty lines extend 
“Thefe Grong unthaken meunds reliit the fhocks 
Of tides and feas tempettuaus, while the rocks, 
what fecret in a long continued vein 
(Palo through the earth, the ponderous pile fuflain : 
hele mighty girders, which the fabric bind, 
{hele ribs robutt and vat, in order join'd ; 
“Thee fubterranean walls, difpos’d with art, 
i Such ftrength, and fuch ftability impart, 
That ftorms above, and earthquakes wider ground, 
Break not the pillars, nor the work conlouud, 
se Give to the earth a form orbicular, 
taet it be pois’d, and hung in ambient air ; 

‘ive it the fituation to the fun 

Such as is only fit; when this is done, 
iBeppofe ic @ill remain’d a lazy heap: 
From what we grant, you no advantage reap, 
BYou either muft the earth from reit ditturb, 
Wr‘roll around the heavens the folar orke 
WBlfe what a dreadful face will nature wear! 
Jtow horrid will thefe lonefome feats appear! 
‘This ne'er would fee one kind refrething ray ; 
Phat would be ruin’d, but a different way, 
Bondemn’d to light, and cars’d with endlefs day § 
BA cold Icelandian defert one would grow ; 
bOne; like Sicilian furnaces, would glow, 
i. That natore may this facal error fhun, 
Move, which will pleafe you beit, the earth or fan. 
(But, fay, from what great builder's magazines 
You'll engines fetch, what ftrong, what vaft ma- 
Will you employ to'yive this motion birth, {chines 
§And whirl & fwifely round the fun or earth? 
et, learned heads, by what mechanic laws 
iil you of exther orb this motion caule ? 
hy do.they move? why in a circle? why 
Avid fuch a mealure of vclovity ? 






























mutter there, and round the centre fwarm, | 


F BLACKMORE. 


Say, why the earth—if not the earth, the fin 
Does through his winding road the zodiac run + 
Why do revolving orbs their tracks fublime 

So conftant keep, that fince the birth of tine 
‘They never vary'd their aécuftum'd place, 

Nor loft a minure in fo long a race? 

But hold! perhaps I rudely pref; too far ; 

You are not vers’d in reafoning fo fevere. 

To a firft queftion your reply’s at hand ; 

Afk but a fecond, and you {pecchlefs fan 

You fwim at top, and on the furface ftri¥e, 

Bat to the depths of nature never dive : 

For if you did, infleuéted you'd explore 

Divine contrivance, and a God adore. 

Yee funs of art one curious piece devife, 

From whofe conftru€ture motion fhali arife. 
Machines, to all philofophers ’tis known, 

Move by a foreign impulle, not their own. 
hen let Gaffendus choofe what frame he pleafe, 
By which to turn the heavenly orbs with cafe; 
‘Thofe orbs mutt ref, till by th? exerted force 

| OF fome fir mover they begin their courfes 
Mere difpoficion, mere mechanic art, 

Can never motion to the globe arts 

And, if they could, the marks of wi defign 

In that contrivance would confpicuous thine. 
Thefe queftions fill recur: we ftil] demand, 
What moves them firft; and puts them off at hand? 
What makes them this one way their race dire, 
While they a thoufard other ways rejea ? 

| Why do they never once their courfe infle@? 
Why do they roll with fuch an equal pace, 
And to a moment ftill perform their race ! 
Why earth or fun diurnal flages keep? 

In fpiral tracks why through the zediac creep? 
Who can account for this, unlefs they fay 

‘Thefe orbs th’ Eternal Mind’s command obey, 
Who bad them move, did all their motions guide, 
To each its deftin'd province did divide ; 
Which to complete, he gave them motive power, 
That thall, as long as he does will, endure ? 

Thus we the frame of nature have expreft;, 
Now view the earth in finifh’d beauty dre; °  , 
‘The various fcenes, which various charms difplay, 
Through all th’ extended theatre futvey, 

See how fublime th’ uplifted meuntains rife, 
And with thcir pointed heads invade the flies? 
How the hizh cliffs their craggy arms extend, 
Dikinguith fates, and fever’d realms defend ? 
How ambient fhores confine the reftlefs deep, 
ind in their ancient bounds the billows keep! 
The hollow vales their {miling pride unfold; 
What,rich abundance do their bofoms hold! 
Regard their lovely verdure, ravith’d view 
The party-colour’d flowers of various hue. 

Not eaftern monarchs, on their nuptial day, 

In dazzling gold and purple thine fo gay 

As the bright natives of th’ unlabour’d field, 
Unvers'd in fpinning, and in looms unfkill’d. 

See, how the ripening fruits the gardens crowns 
Imbibe the fun, and make his light their own { 
See the {weet brooks in filver mazes creep, 

| Parich the meadows, and fupply the deep; 

| While from their weeping urns the fountains ow, 
; And vital moifture, where they pals, beftow | 
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Admiry the narrow ftream, and fpreading lake, 
The proud afpiring grove, and humble brake: 
How do the forefts and the woods delight! 
How the {weet glades and openings charm the fight! 
Obferve the pleafant Jawn and airy plain, 
‘V7 « fertile furrows rich with various grain ; 
How ufeful ali! how all confpire to grace 
Th’ exvended earth, and beautify her face ! 
Now, fe, with haw much art'the parts are made? 
With how such wifdom are the ftrata Jaid, 
OF different weight, and of a different kind, 
Of fundry forms, for fundry ends defign’d! 
Here in their beds the finith’d minerals reft, 
There the rich wombs the feeds of gold digeft. 
Here in fit moulds, to Indian nations known, 
Are catt the fevcral kinds of ptecions ftone ; 
The diamond here, by mighty monarchs worn, 
Fair asthe flar that beautifies the morn ; 
And, {plendid by the fun’s embody'd ray, 
‘The rubies there their crimfon light difplay ; 
‘There marble’s various colour’d veins arc {pread ; 
Here of bitumen unStuous ftores are bred. 
What fkill on all its furface is beftow'd, 
To make the earth for man a fit abode! 
The upper moulds, with active (pirits ftor’d, 
And rich in verdant progeny, affurd 
The flowery patture, and the fhady wood, 
‘I’o men their phyfic, and to beaks their food. 
Proceed yut farther, and a profpect take 
Of the {wilt ftream, and of the flanding lake. 
Had hot the deep been form’d, that might contain 
All the collected treafares of the main, 
"Che carth had {till o’erwhelm’d with water ftood, 
‘To man an uninhabitable flood. 
Yet had not part as kindly ftaid behind, 
Jn the wide cifterns of the lakes confin’d ; 
Did not the fprings and rivers drench the land, 
Our globe would grow a wildernefs of fand; 
The plants and groves, the came and favage beaft, 
And man, their lord, would die wich drought op- 

















pret. 
Now, a3 \ ou fee, the floating element 
Part ioofe in ftreams, part in the ocean pent, 
So wilely ts difpos'd, as may conduce 
To man’s delight, or neceffary afe 
. See how the mountains in the mid? divide 
The nobleft regions, that from either fide 
‘The ftreams, which to the hills cheir currents 
owe, 
May every way along the valley flow, 
And verdant wealth on all the totl bettow | 
So Atlas and the mountains of the moon, 
From north te fouth, in jofty ridges run 7 
Through Afric realms, whence falling waters lave 
‘Th’ inferior regions*with a windirg wave. 
"They various rivers give to various foil, 
Niger to Guinea, and to Aigypt Nile. 
So trom the towering Alps on different fides, 
Ditfolvitig fuows defcend in numerous tides, 
Whice in the vale beneath their parties join 
"Ly form the Rhone, the Danube, and the Rhine. 
Sy Caucafus, afpiring Taurus fo, 
And fam’d tm: ver white wich fnow, 
Through calte: nes their lofty lines extend, 
And this and that way ample currents fend, 














i And undiffely’d their 


bot. 









A thonfand rivers make their erooked way, 

And difembogue their fleods into the fea ; 

Whence fhould they ne'er by fecret roads retiney ~~ 

And to the hills, from whence they came, afpire'y 

‘They by their conftant ftreams would fo increage :**’ 

The watery flores, and raife fo high the feas, 

That the wide hollow would not long contain 

Th’ uncqual treafures of the fwelling main ; 

Scorning the mounds which now its tide withftand, 

‘The fea wou!d pafsthe fhores, and drown the Jand,’ 
Tell, by what paths, what fubterrancan ways, 

Back to the fountsin’s head the fea conveys = 

The reffuent rivers, and the Jand repays? 

‘TcH, what fuperior, what controlling caufe = 

Makes waters, in contempt of nature’s lawa, 

Climb up, and gain ch’ afpiring mountains hei 

Swift and forgetful of their native weight? -_ 

What happy works, what engines under-ground, ~° 

What inftruments of curious art are found, = 

Which mult with everlaiting labour play, = 

Back to their {prings the rivers to’convey, e “ 

And keep their correfpondence with the fea? 
Perhaps you'll fay, their reams the rivers owe 

In part to rain, in part to melting frow; 

And that th’ attracted watery vapours rife 

From lakes and feas, and fill the lower fkies 3 

Thefe when condens’d the airy region pours. 

On the dry earth in rain, or gentle thowers; 

‘Th’ infinuating drops fink through the fand, 

And pafs the porous ftrainers of the land; 

Which freth fupplies of watery riches bring 

‘Yo every river’s hvad, to each exhautted {pring 5 

The ftreams are thus, their loffes to repair, 

Back to thcir fource tranfmitted to che airs 

The waters {till their circling courfe maintalng 

Flow down in rivers, and returh ie rain; 

And on the foil with heat immoderate dry"d, 

To which the rain’s pure treafures are deny’d, 

‘The mountains more fublime in zther rife, 

Transtix the clouds, and tower amidft the thiess 

‘The fnuowy Aceces, which their heads involve, 

Still ftay in part, and ftiil in part diffolve; 

Torrents and loud impetuous cataracts at 

Through roads abrupt, and rude anfafhion’d tra 

Roll down the fofty mountain's channell'd fideay- 

ind to the vale convey their foaming tides; 

at length,to make their various currents one, 

The congregated floods together run; [head,, 

Thete confluent freams make fome great river's: 

By ftores ftill melting and defcending fed 5 

Thus from th’ afpiring mountains of the moon 

Diffolviag treafures ruth in torrents down, 

Which pafé the fun-burnc realms and fandy foil, 

And blefs th’ Egyptian nation with their Niles 

Then whefve’er his fecret rife would know, 

Mutt climb the hills, and trace his head in fnows 

And through the Rhine, the Danube, and the . 

Rhore, e 

All ample rivers of our milder zone,s 

While they advance along the flats and plains, 

Spread by the fhowers augmented, and the rain 

Yet thefe their fource and firft beginning owe 

To ftores, that frem the Alpine mountains flows 

Hence, when the fnows in winter ceafe to Weep, 

zture keep, 
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‘y "Phe thanks with eafe their humble ftreams con- 


tain, s 


* Which {well in fummer, and thofe banks difdain. 


% 


Be this account allow’d, fay, do not here 
‘Th’ impreffions of confummate art appear ? 

in every [pacious realm a rifing ground, 
Obfervers tell, is in the middle found ; 
"Phat all the ftreams, which flow from either fide, 
‘May through the valleys unobftrudted glide. 
‘What various kingdoms does the Danube lave, 
Before the Euxine fea receives its wave! 


_ How many nations of the fun-burnt foil 
“ Bam'd Niger blef,! low mary drink the Nile! 


"Through what valt regions near the rifing fun 
Docs Indus, Ganges, and Hydaipes, run! 
‘What happy empires, wide Euphrates, teem, 
“And pregnant grow by thy prolific ftream ! 
How many fpacieus countries does the Rhine, 


*- Yn winding banks, and mazes ferpentine, 





"Traverfe, before he fptits in Belgia’s plain, 

‘And loft in fand creeps to the German main! 

Floods which through Indian realms their courfe 
* purfue, 


* "phat Mexico enrich, and wath Peru, 


With their unwearied ftreams yet farther pafe, 
Before they reach the fea, and end their race. 
And fince the rivers and the floods demand, 


° "Ror their defcent, # prone and finking land, 


Does not this due de deciare 
A wife director's providential care ? 
See, how the ftreams advancing to the main 





. "Through crooked channels draw their cryftal train’ 


‘While lingering thus they in meanders glide, 
"They featter verdant life on cither fide. 

"The valleys fmile, and with their flowery face 
And wealthy births confefs the fioods embrace. 
But this-great blefling would in part be loft, 


- Nor would the meads their blooming plenty boat; 


~The reftleis 


‘Did uncheck'd rivers draw their fluid train 
In Hines direét, and rapid feek the main. 

"The fea does next demand our view; and there 
No lefs the marks of perfect ikill appear. 
When firft the atoms to the congrefs came, 
And by their concourfe form’d the mighty frame, 
What did the liquid to th’ affembly eal, 
Lo yive their aid to form the ponderous ball ? 
Firft, tell us, why did‘any come? next, why 
Yo fuch a difproportion to the dry? 
Why were the moift in number to outdone, 
"Phat to a thoufand dry, they are but one? 
When they united, and together clung, 
‘When undiftinguith’d in one heap they hung, 
How was the union broke, the knot unty’d ? 
What-did th’ entangled elements divide ? 
Why did the moif disjoin’d, without re(pect 
To theit lefs weight, the lowelt fear elect ? 
Could they difpente to lic’ below the tand, 
‘With nature’s Jaw, and unrepesil’d command ; 
Which gives to lighter things che greateft height, 
And feats inferior to faperior weight ? 
Did they forefee, unlefs they lay io low, 

food the land would overflow, ‘ 

By which the delug’d earth would ulelets grow ? 
What, but a confcious agent, could p ev: 
"The Spacious hollow, where the waves refice? 


e 
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, 
Where, barr’d with rock, and fene’d with hills, thé 
deep 
Does in its womb the floating treafures keep 5 
And all the raging regiments reftrain 

In ftated limits, that the fwelling main js 
May not in triumph o'er the frontier ride,” 
And through the land licentious fpread its tid s? 
What other caufe the frame could fo contr’ ve, 
That, when tempeftueus winds the o drive, 
They cannot break the tye, nor difu 

‘The waves, which roll connected in their flight ? 
Their bands, though flack, no diffolution fear, 

TW unfever’d parts the greatett preflure bear, t 
Though loofe, and fit to flow, they fill cohere. 
This apt, this wife contexture of the fea, 

Makes it the fhips driv'n by the winds obeys 
Whence hardy merchants fail from fhore to fhore, 
Bring Indian fpices home, and Guinca’s ore. 

When you with liquid ftores have fill’d the deep, 
What does the flood from putrefaction keep? 
Should it lie agnant in fs ample feat, 

The fun would through it {pread deftragtive heats 
‘The wife Contriver, on his end intent, 

Careful this fata] error to prevent, 

And keep the waters from corruption free, 

Mixt them with falt, and feafon’d all the fea. 
What other caufe could this effect produce ? 

The brackith tingture through the main diffule? 
You, who to folar beams this tafk affign, 

To tcald the waves, and turn the tide to brine, 
Reflect, that all the fluid fores, which Jeep 

In the remoteit caverns of the deep, 

Have of the briny force a greater fhare 

‘Yhan thofe above, that mect the ambient air. 
Others, bat oh how much in vain! ere& 
Mountains of falt, the ocean to infeat. 

Who, vers’d in nature, can deferibe the land, 

Or fix the place on which thofe mountains ftand ? 
Why have thofe rocks fo long unwatted ftoud, 
Since, lavith of their ftock, they through the flood 
Have, ages paft, their melting cryftal {pred, 
And with their fpoils the liquid regions fe SX 

Yee more, che wife Contriver did provide, >} 
To keep the (va from ftagnating, the tide ; ¢ 
Which now we fec advance, and now fubfide, 

If you exclude this great Dire@ting Mind, 

Declare what caufe of this effe@ you find. 

You who this globe round its own axis drive, 
From that rotation this event derive : 

You fay, the fea, which with unequal pace 
Attends the earth in this its rapid race. 

Does with its waves fall backward to the weft, 
And, thence repell’d, advances to the caft : 

While this revolving motion does endure, 

‘Lhe deep muft reel, and rufh from fhore to fhore ; 
Thus to the fetting, and the rifing fen, 








Atcernate tides in flated order run. 
Yh’ experiments you bring us, to explain 


This notion, are impertinent and vain: 
An orb or ball round its own axis whirl, 
Will not the motion to a diftance hurl, 
Whatever du or fand you on it place, 
And drops of water from its convex face ? 
If this retation does the feas affect, 

fhe rapid motion rather would eje& 
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‘tthe flores the low capacions caves contain, 
And from its ample bafon caft che main ; 
Aloft in air would make the ocean fly, 

And dah its fcatter’d waves againit the fky. 

f you, to felve th’ appearance, have recourfe 
sete bright fun’s or moon's impulfive force ; 
Do yy, who call for demonftration, tell 
How ditiunt orbs th’ obedient flood impel? 
‘This ftronp,myfterious influence explain, 

By which, fe-fweil the waves, they prefs the main, 
But if you choofe magnetic power, and fay 
"Thofe bodies by attraétion move the #a; 
"Till with new tight you make this fectet known, 
And tell us how tis hy attraction done, 
You leave the mind in darknefs {till involv’d, 
Nor have you, like phijefophers, refolv’d. 
The doubts, which we to reafoning men refer, 
But with a cant of words abule the ear. 

Thofe who affert the lunar orb prefides 
O’er humid bodies, and the ocean guides; 
Whofe waves ob{-quious ebb, or fwelling run, 
With the declining or increafing moon ; 
With reafon feem her empire to maintain, 
As miftrefs of the rivers and the main. 
Perhaps her aQive mfluences caufe 
‘Th’ alternate flood, and give the billow laws; 


ie 


The waters feem her orders to chey, 
Andel and flow, determin’d by her fway. 

Grant that the deep this foreign fovereign ownsay 
That mov'd by her it this and that wayruns: ~ 
Say, by what force fhe makes the ocean fwell; 
Does fhe attraét the waters, or impel ? 

How does the rule the rolling waves, and guide 

By fixt and conftant laws the reftlefs tide? 

Why does fhe dart her force to that degree, 

As gives fo juft a motion to the fea, 

That it fhould flow no more, no more retire, 

Than nacure’s various ufeful ends require ? 

A Mind Supreme you therefore muft approve, 4 

Whofe high command caus’d matter firft tq 
move : 

Who ftill preferves its courfe, and, with refpe& 

To his wife ends, all motions does diredt. 

He to the filver moon this province gave, 

And fixt her empire o’er the briny wave ; 

Endued her with fuch juft degrees of power, 

As might his aims and wile defigns procure, 

Might agitate and work the troubled deep, 

And rolling waters from corruption keep, Ft 

But not impel them o’er their bounds of fand, 

Nor force the watteful deluge o’er the land, 


BOOK Il. 


‘The Argument, 


The introduction. The numerous and important bleffings of religion. The exijftence of a God de. ~~ 
monftrated, from the wifdom and defign which appcar in the motions of the heavenly orbs; but , 


more garticularly in the folar lyftem, 
al 


different degrees of heat and cold. 
counted fur by any philofophical hypothcfis 


I. In the fituation of the fun, and its due diftance from the 
The fatal confequences of its having been placed otherwife than it is. 
motion, whence the change of day and night proceeds: then in its annual motion, whence arife the ~ 
The confinement of the fun between the tropics, not to be,a 
The difficulties of the fame, if the earth moves, and. 
the fun refts,, The {pring of the fun’s motion, 


IL. Im its diurnal. * 





not to be explained by any irreligious philofophy.. - 


"The contemplation of the folar light, and the ufesemade of it fur the end propofed, The appears. 
ances in the folar fyftem not to be folved, but by aflerting a God. The fyftems of Ptolemy, Co- * 


pernicus, ‘l'ycho Brahe, and Kepler, confidered. 


the fixed ftars, which are iuppofed centres of the like fyftems. 
"The hypothefis of tpicurus, in relation to the motion of the fun. 


The folar fyftem deferibed, and compared with . 
Refle&tions on that comparifon. 
Wifdom and defign difcovered. 


in the air; in its ufeful ftructure, its elafticity, its varions meteors; the wind, the rain, thunder, and 
lightning. A short contemplation of the vegetable kind. i 


Caavs, by hardy Epicurus taught, 


From her fair eyes what heavenly rays are [pread, 


From Greect us Rome his impious fyftem brought ; | What blooming joys {mile round her biilsfvl head £ 


Then war with heaven he did infulting wage, 

And bicath’d aguin{t the gods immertal rage 

Sev, he exclaims, the fource of all our woe ! 

Our fears and fufferings from religion flow 
We grant. a crain of mifchiefs oft proceeds 

From fuper’ itious rites and penal creeds ; 

But view religion in her native charms, 


Dilperfing bleflings with indulgens arms; 


Offspring divine ; by thee we bicf: the caufe, 
Who form’d the world, aid rutes it by his laws; 
His independent being we adore, 

Extol his goodnefs, and revere his power; 
Our wondering eyes his high perfections view, 
The lofty contemplation we purfue, 

Till ravith’d we the great tdea find, 

Shining in bright impreflions on our mind, 


BH 


Infpir’d by thee, guett of celeflial race, 
With generous love, we human-kind embewee ; 
‘We provocations unprovok'd receive, 
Patient of wrong, and eafy to forgive; 
Proteét the orphan, plead the widow’s caufe, 
Nor deviate from the line unerring juflice draws. 
‘Thy luftre, bleft effulgence, can difpel 
‘The clouds of error, and the gloom of hell; 
Gan to the foul impart ethereal light, 
Give life divine and intelledual fight ; 
Before our ravifh’d eyes thy beams difplay 
” *Phe opening feenes of blifs, and endlefy day; 
By which incited, we with ardour rife, 
Beérn this inferior ball, and clainy the fies, 
‘Tyrants to thee a change of nature owe, 
Difmils their tortures, and indulgent grew. 
Ambitious conquerors in their mad career, 
‘Check’d by thy voice, lay down the fword aud {pear. 
‘The boldeft chanipions of impiety, i 





Seornfe) of Heaven, fubdu'd or won by thee, 
Before thy hallpw'd altars bend the knee ; 
Loofe wits, made wife, a public good become, 
» "The fons of pride an humble mien affume ; 
‘The profligate in morals grows fevcre, 
Defrauders juft, and fyeophants fincere. 
With amorous language, and bew ching fmiles, 
Attractive airs, and ail the Jover’s wiles, 
‘The fair Egyptian Jacob’s fon carefy'd, 
Hong on his neck, and languifh'd on his brea ; 
Courted with freedom now the heauteous flave, 
Now flattering fved, and threatening now did rave; 
But not the various eloquence of love, 
Nor power curag’d, could his fix’d virtue move. 
See, aw’'d by Meaven, the blooming Hebrew flies 
Her artful tongue, and more petfuafive eyes: 
And, fpringing from her difappointed arms, 
Prefers a dungeon to forbidden charma, 
Stedfaft in virtue’s and his country’s caufe, 
‘Th’ illuftrious founder of the Jewith laws, 
‘Who, taught by Heaven, at genuine greatnefs 
. aim’d, 
‘With worthy pride imperial blood difclainy’d ; 
Th’ allaring hopes of Pharaoh’s throne refign'd, 
And the vain pleafures of 2 court declin’d ; 
Pleas'd with obfeure recefs, to cate the pains 
Of Jacoh’s race, and break their fervile chains 
Such gencrots minds are ferm’d whcre bleft re- 
ligion reigns, 
Ve friends of lipicurus, look around, 
All nature view with marks of prudence crown’d : 
Mind the wife ends, which proper means promote ; 
See how the different parts for different ufe are 
wrought; 
Contemplate all this conduét and defign, 
‘Then: own and praife th’ Artificer Divine. 
Regard the orb fublime, in ether borne, 
Which the hive regions of the fies adorn ; 
Compar’d with whofe ex-ent this low-hung ball, 
Shrissk 20 a point, is defpicably fart: 
‘Their number, counting ihofe th’ 
Can fée, or by invented tubes duc 
With thofe which in the adverie henifj 
Or near each pole to lands remote apy 
The widett ftrecch of human noagh: 
And in th utreutive mind amazement bree 
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While thefe fo. numerots, and fo vaft of fize, 

tn various ways roll through the tracklefs ikies ; 
‘Through crofling roads perplex’d and intricate, 
Perform their flages, and their rounds repeat i 
None by collifion from their courfe are driven, 
No thocks, no confi&s, break the peace of her rent 
No fhatter'd globes, no glowing fragments~“all, 
No worlds o’erturn’d cruth this terreftrie Ball 3 
In beauteous order all the orbs advane~ 

And in theit mazy tomplicated danée, 

Not in one part of ali the pathlefs thy, 

Did any eve? halt, or ftep awry. 

When twice ten thoufand men depriv'd of fight, 
To fome wide vale diredt their footfteps right; 
Shail there a various figur’d dance effay, _ 

Move by juft fteps, and méafur’d time obey 5 
Shall 3 each other with unerring feet, * 
Never mittake their place, and never meet: 

Nor fhall in many years the lea't decline 

From the fume ground, and the fame winding line t 
Then may in various roads the orbs above, 
Without a guide, in perfec concord move 
Then beauty, order, and harmonious laws, 

May not require a wife Directing Caufe, 

See how th’ indulgent father of the day 

At fuch due diftance docs his beams difplay, 
‘That he his heat may give to fea and Jand, 
To juft degrees, as all their wants demand ! 
But had he, in th’ unmeafurable fpace 
Of xther, chofen a remoter place ; 
For inftance, pleas'd with that fuperior feat 
Where Saturn, or where Juve, their courfe sepeat 3 
Or had he happen’d farther yet to lie, 
In the more diftant quarters of the fy; 
How fad, how wild, how exquifite a fcene 
Of detulation, had this planet been ! ¢ 
A waitctul, cold, untrodden wildernefs, 
The gloomy haunts of horror and diftrefs : 
Inftead of woods, which crown the mountain's 
head, 
And the gay honours of the verdant meac*: 
Inftead of golden fruits, the garden’s pride} a 
By genial thow’rs and folar heat fu Ardy 
\celandian cold, and Hyperbprean nows, 
Eternal froft, with ice that never flows, 
Unfufferable winter, had defacid 
Earth’s blooming charms,and made a barren wafle: 
No mild indulgent gales would gently bear, 
On their foft wings, fweet vapours through the air, 
The balmy fpoils of plants and fragrant flowers, 
Of aromatic groves, and myrtle bowers, 
Whoefe odorifetous exhalations fan 
The flame of life, and recreate beaft and man; 
But ftorms, ev'n worfe than vex Norwegian waves, 
‘That breed in Scythia’s hills, or Lapland caves, 
Would through this bleak terreftrial defart blow, 
Glaze it with ice, or whelm it o’er with inow, 
Or had the fur, by like unhappy fate, 
Eledted to the earth a nearer feat, 
His heans had cleft the hill, he valley dry'd, 
Eaxhald ke, and Grain’d the briny tide: 
far to that which broils 
Sumatra, Indian ifles ; 
ich riyens Guinea's golden ore, 
Or burns the Lybian hind, or tans the Moor; 
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‘ wafte, and turn’d the land ‘The meads would crack, in want of binding dews, 
- uts of cinders, aud to vales of fand ; The channels would th” exhaling river lofe: - 
No beafts could then have rang’d the leaflefs wood, | While ip their haunts wilds beat's expiring lie. 
Nor finny nations cut the builing flood: “Phe panting herds word on the pature dicg 
Birds had not beat the airy road, the fwains But now the fun at neither tronic fays 
~No flocks had tended on the ruffet plains. A longer time than hisalrernate rays 


‘avaus, had the fun’s bright orb been more remote, | In fuch proportion heat and Juftre give, 
The cold had kill’d; and, if more near, the | As do not ruii nature, but revive, 


‘roughe. When the bright orb, to folace fuuthern feate, 
Next iced, Lucretian fages, fee the fun Inverts his courfe, and from the north retreats3 
His courfe ¢iurnal and his annual run. As he advances, his indulgent beam a F 
How in his givvious race he moves along, Makes the glad earth with frefh conceptions toemag., 
Gay as a bridegroom, as a giant ftrong ; Reftores their leafy honours to the woods, a 
How his unvary’d fabour he repeats, Flowers vo the banks, and freedom to the floodsg. 
Returns at morning, and at eve retreats; Unbinds the turf, exhilarates the plain, 


And by the diftribution of his light, Brings back his labour, and recruits the fwaing 

Now gives to man the day, and now the night; Through all the foil a genial ferment Spreads, 

Night, when the drowfy fwain and traveller ceafe Regenerates the plants, and new adorns the 

Their daily toil, and foothe their limbs with | The birds on branches perch'd, or on the wing, };.” 
cafe ; At nature's verdant refturation fing, 

When all the weary fons of woe reftrain ; And with melodious lay falate the fpring. t 





Their yielding cares with flamber’s filken chain, The-heats of fummer benefits produce 
Solace fad grief, and Jull relu@ant pain. OF equal number, and of equal ufe: 

And while the fun, ne’er covetous of ret, The fprouting births, and beauteous vernal bloom, 
Flies with Such rapid {peed from eait to welt, By warmer rays to ripe perfedion come ; 








In tracks oblique he through the zodiac rolls, Th’ auftere and ponderous juices they fublime, +>. 
Between the northern and the fouth les : Muke them afcend the porous foil, and climb 
From which revoivirg progrefs through te fkies, | The ordnge-tree, the citron, and the lime; » 
‘The needful feafons of the year arife. Which, drunk in plenty by the thirfty, ro. 





And as he now advances, now retreats, Break forth in painted Howers, and golden fruits 
Whence winter colds progeed, and fammer heats, | They explicate the leaves, and ripen food 

Hie qualifies and cheers the air-by turns, For the filk-labourers of the mulberry wood ; 
Which winter freezesy and which fummer burns. | And the fweet liquor on the cane bettow, 









‘Thus his kind rays the two extremes reduce, From which prepar'd the lufcious fugars flow; 
And keep'a temper fit for natare’s ufe. With generous juice enrich the {preadin, vine,” 
‘The froft and drought, by this alternate power, And in the grape digeft the fprightly wine. 

‘The earth's prolific energy reftore. The fragrant trees, which grow by Indian floods, 
The lives cf man and bealt demand the change; Aud in Arabia's aromatic 


woods, 
Hence fowls the air, and fith the ocean, range. Owe all their {pices to the fummer’s heat, 


Of heat and cold this jaf fucceflive reign, Their gummy tears, and odoriferous {weat. 
‘Which does the balance of the year maintain ; Now the bright fun compacts the precious Stone, 
‘The gardener’s hope and farmer's patience Props, { imparting radient luftre, like his own: 
Gives veraal verdure and autumnal crops, He tin@tures rubies with their rofy hue, 

Shoubdekut the fun his duty once forget, And on the fapphire fpreads a heavenly blues 
Nor from the north, nor from the fouth retreat: | For the proud monarch’s dazzling crown Pres, 
Should not the beams revive, and footh the foil, pares wire 
Mellow the furrow for the ploughman’s toil ; Rich orient pearl, and adantantine ftars, 2 
A. teeming vigour fhould they not diffufe, Next autumn, when the fun’s withdrawing ray: 
Ferment the glebe, and genial {pirits loofe, ‘The night enlarges, and contracts the day, : 
Which lay imprifon'd in the ftiffeu’d ground, ‘To crown his labour to the farmer yields 
Congeai'd with cold, in frofty fetters bound ; The yellow treafures of his fruitful fields: 
Unfruitlul cartb her wretched fate would mourn, | Ripens the harvef for the crooked fteel, © 
No grafs would clothe the plains, no fruit the erees | (While bending ftalks the rural. 








ral weapon feel ;} 
adorn, The fragrant fruit for the nice palate fits, 
But did the lingering orb much longer ftay, Aod to the prefs the {welling grape fubmits, 
Unmindful of his courfe, and crooked way; At length, furfaken by the folar rays," 
‘The earth, of dews defrauded, would deteft See, drooping natnre fickens and decays : 
‘The fatal favour of uh’ effulgent gueft; While winter ai! his {nowy ftores difplays, 
‘Yo difant worlds implore him to repair, ale 


fn hoary triumph unmoleftéd reigns 
And free from noxious beams the fultry air; O’er barren hills, and bleak untredden plains; 


His rays prowuctive now of wealch and joy, ; Hasdens the glebe, the thady grove deforms, 


‘Would then the pafture and the hills annoy, Fetters the floods, and fhakes the air with ftorms, 
And with too great indulgence would deftroy : Now active fpirita are reftrain’d with cold, 
Yn vain the labouring hind would till the Jand, And prifons, cramp'd with ice, the genial captives 
urn up the glebe, and fow his {ced in fand ; hold, me 


“ 
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|, Which elfe, by warmer fun-beams drawn away, 


gob 
“Phe meads their flowery pride no longer wear, 

And trees extend their naked arms in air; 

"The frozen furrow, and the fallow field, 

Nor to the fpade, nor to the harrow, -yield. 

Yet in their turn the fnows and frofls produce 

Various effects, and of important ufe. 

'Th’ intemperate heats of fummer are controll’d 

By wincer’s rigour, and inclement céld, 


“Which checks contagious {pawn ,and noxious fteamis, 


“The facal offspring of immoderate beams; 
‘Eh’ exhautted air with vital aitre fills, 
Infection flops, and deaths in embryo Kills; 


Coriftrains the glebe, keeps back the hurtful weed, 


And fits the furrow for the vernal feed. 
"The ipirits now, as faid, imprifon’d ftay, 
‘Would roam in air, and diffipated ftray, 
Thus are the winter frofts to nature kind, 
Froiis, which reduce exceflive heats, and bind 
Prolific ferments in refiftlefs chains, 
‘Whence parent earth her fruitfulnefs maintains. 
‘To compafs all thefe happy ends, the fun 
Yo-winiding tracks does through the zociac run. 
You, who fo much sre vers'd in caufes, tell, 
What from the tropics can the fun repel? 
What vigorous arm, what repercuffive blow, 
Bandies the mighty gtobe ftill to and fro, 
Yet with fuch conduét, fuch unerring art,~ 
He never did the tracklefs road defert ? 
‘Why does he never in his fpiral race 
"The tripics or the polar circles pafs ? {trol 
What gulfs, what mounds, what terrors can cone 
"The rufhing orb, and make him backward roll? 
Why fhould he hatt at cither ftation? why 
Wot forward run in unobftructive fry? 
Can he not paf, an aftronomie line ? 
Or does he dread th’ imaginary fign ; 
‘That he fhould ne'er advance to either pole, 
Nor farther yet in liquid xther roil, 
"Till he has gain’d {ome unfrequented place 
Loft to the world in vaft unmeafur’d fpace? 
{f co the old you the new fchools prefer, 
Aud to the fam’d Copernicus adhere ; 
If you efteem that {uppofition belt, 
Which moves the earth, ard leaves the fun at reft; 
‘With a new veil your ignorance you hide, 
Still is the knot as hard to be unty’d; 
You change your {cheme, but the old doubts remain, 
And fhill you leave th” inquiring mind in pain, 
This problem, as philolophers, refolve : 
‘What makes the globe from weft to eait revolve? 
‘Whar is the ftrong impulfive caufe, declare, 
‘Which rolls the ponderous orb fo fwiftyin air? 
“Yo your vain anfwer wil! you have recourfe, 
‘And tell.us "tis ingenite, active force, 
Mobility, or native power to move, 
Words which mean nothing,and can nothing prove? 
‘That moving power, chat force innate explain, 
Or your grave anfwers are abiurd and vain : 
We no folution of our quedion find ; 
Your words bewilder, not direct the mind. 
If you, this rapid motion to procure, 
For the hard tafk employ magnetic power; 
Whether that power you at the centre place, 
Or in che middie regions of the mals, 
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Or elfe, as (ome philofophers ai. ..¢, 

You give an equal fhare to every part; 

Have you by this the caufe of motion fhown } 
After explaining, is it not unknown? 

Since you pretend, by rcafon's ftridte Jaws, 
Of an cffe& to manifeft the caufe; % 
Nature, of wonders fo immenfe a field, 

Can none more ftrange,none more myfterion Aicld 
None that eludes fagacious reafon more, 

Than this obfcure, inexplicable power. 

Since you the fpring of motion sans. thow, 
Be ju, and faultlefs ignorance allows 

Say, ‘tis obedience to th’ Almighty nod, 

‘That ’tis the will, the power, the hand of God, 

Philofophers of ipreading fame are found, 
Who by th’ attraGtion of the orbs around 
Would move the earth, and make its courfe obey 
The fun’s and moon's inevitable fway 
Some from the preffure and impelling force 
Of heavenly bodies would derive its courfe ; 
Whilft in the dark and difficult difpute 
All are by turns confuted, and confute; 

Each can fubvert th’ opponent's fcheme, but newt 
Has ftrength of reafon to fupport his own. 

‘The mind empluy'd in feurch of fecret things, 
To find out motion’s caufe and hidden fprings, 
Through alf th’ ethereal regions monnts on high, 
Views all the fpheres, and ranges all the fy; 
Searches the orbs, and penetrates the sir * 
With unfeccefsful toil, and fruitlefs care; # 

‘ill, Ropp'é by awful heights, and gulfs immenfe 
OF wifdom, and of valt omnipotence, 
She trembiing ftands, and docs in wonder gaze, 
Loft in the wide inextricable maze. 

See, how the fun does on the middle thine, 
And round the globe cefcribe th’ zquator line ; 
By which wife means he can the whole furvey 
With a direét, or with a flanting ray, 

In the fucceffion of a night and day. 

Had the north pole been fix’d bedeath the fun, 
To fonthern realms the day had been unknown $ 
if the fouth pole had gain’d that nearer feat, 
The northern climes had met as hard a “te. 
And fince the fpace, that lies on either 12 
The folar orb, is without limits wide , 

Grant that the fun had happen’d to prefer 

A feat afcamt but one diameter, 

Loft to the light by that unhappy place 

‘This globe had lain a frozen, lonefome mafs. 

Behold the light emitted from the fan, 

What more familiar, and what more unknown! 
While by its {preading radiance it reveals 

All nature’s face, it Rill icfelf conceals. 

See how each morn it dees its beams difolay, 
And o: its golden wings bring back the day ! 
How foon th’ effulgent emanations fly 
‘Through the blue gulf of interpofing fly ! 
How foon their luftre all the region fills, 
Smiles on the vallies, and adorns the hills! 
Millions of miles, fo rapid is their race, 

To cheer the earth, they in few moments pals, 
Amazing progrefs! At its utmoft ftretch, 
What human mind can this fwift motion reach 3 
But if, to fave fo quick a fiight, you fay 

‘The ever-rolling orb’s impulfive ray 
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On the next threads and filaments does bear 
‘Wch form the {pringy texture of the air, 
‘That thofe fill ftrike the next, till to the fight 
The quick vibration propagates the light ; 

"Tis fill as hard, if we this fcheme believe, 


& The caufe of light’s twift progrefs to conceive. 


~..With thought from prepoffeffion free, reflect 

On Solar rays, as they the fight refpect. 

The b-ams of light had been in vain difplay’d, 

Had no™he eye been fit for vifion made 

In vain the author had the cye prepar’d 

With fo much tkifl, had not the tight appear’d, 
The old and sew aftronemers in vain 

Attempt the heavenly motions to explain, 

Firf Prolemy his fcheme cele@ial wrought, 

And of machines a wild provifion brought: 

Orbs centric and eccentric he prepares, 

Cycles and epicycles, folid {pheres 

In order plac’, and with bright globes inlaid, 

To folve the tow’rs by } ly bodies made. 

But fo perplex’d, fo intricate a frame, 

‘The latter ages with derifion name, 

‘The comets, which at feafons dewnward tend, 

‘Then with their flaming equipage afcend ; 

Venus, which in the purlicus of the fun 

Does now above him, now beneath him, run; 

‘The ancient ftructure of the heavens fubvers, 

Rear‘ with vaft labour, bat with Utrle art. 
Copernicus, who rightly did condemn 

This eldett fyfem, form’d a wifer {cheme; 

Jn which he leaves the fun at reft, and rolls 

‘The orb terreftrial on its proper poles ; 

Which makes the night and day by this career, 

And by its flow and crooked courfe the year. 

‘The famous Dane, who oft the modern guides, 




















' ‘To earth and fun their provinces divides: 








‘The earth's rotation makes the nightand day ; 
The fun revolving through the dv’ ecliptic way 
Effects the various feafons of the year, 
Wohith in their turn for happy ends appear. 
This fcheme or that, which pieates bett, embrace, 
Still we the fountain of their motion trace. 
Kepler afferts thefe veneers may be dene 
By the ma‘ netic virtue of he fun, 
Whicahe, to gain his end, thinks fit to place 
Full in the centre of that mighty fpace, 
‘Which does the fpheres, where planets roll, include, 
And leaves him with attractive force endued. 
‘The fun, thus feated; by mechanic laws, 
The earth and every diftant planet draws; 
By which attra@ion ali the planets, found 
Within his reach, are tarn’d in wther round, 
If all thefe rolling orbs the fun obey, 
Who holds his empire by magnetic {way ? 
Since all are guided with an equal force, 
Why ure they fo unequal in their courfe ? 
Saturn in thirty years his ring completes, 
Which fwilter Jupiter in twelve repeacs, 
Mars three and twenty months revolving fpends ; 
‘Vhe carth in twelve her annual journey ends. 
Venus, thy race in twice four menths is run; 
Far his, Mercarins three demands; the moon 
Tier revolution finifhes in one. 
¥ allat once ore mew, and by one fpring, 
Why fo uncausi is their annual ring ? 














fog 
If fome, you fay, prefs'd with a ponderous load 
Of gravity, move flower in their road, 
Becaufe, with weight incumber’d and oppreft, 
Thefe fluggifh orbs th’ attractive fun refit ; 
Till you can weight and gravity explain, 
Thole words are infignificant and vain. 
If planetary orbs the fun obey, 
Why thould the moon difown his fovereign fuway ¥ 
Why in a whirling eddy of her own 
«\round the globe terreftrial fhould the run ? 
This difobedicnce of the moon will prove 
The fun’s bright orb does not the planet move. 
Philofophers may fpare their toil: in vain 
‘They form new {chemes,and rack their thought. 
ful brain, ny 
The caufe of heavenly motions to explain: 
After their various unfuceefsful ways, 
Their fruitlefs labour, and inept effays, 
No caufe of thofe appearances they'll find, 
But power exerted by th’ Eternal Mind; ‘ 
Which through their roads the orbs celeftial drives, 
And jhis or that determin'd motion gives, 
The Ning Supreme does all his worlds controul, 
Which by his order this and that way roll; 
From him they take a delegated force, 
And by his high command maintain their courfe 5 
By laws decreed e’er fleeting time begun, 
{n their fix'd limits they their flages run. 
But if the earth, and each erratic world, 
Around their fun their proper centre whirl'd, 
Compofe but one extended vaft machine, 
Aad trom one fpring their motions all begins 
Does not fo e, fointricate a frame, 
Yet fo harmonious, fovercign art proclaim ? 
Is it a prool of judgment to invent 
A work of {pheres involv’d, which reprefent. 
The fituation of the orbs above, ~~ 
Their fize and number thow, and how they move? 
And does not.in the orbs themfelves appear 
A great contrivance, and defign as clear? 
‘This wide machine the univerfe regard, 
With how much fkil! is each apartment rear’ 
‘The fun, a globe of fire, a glowing mafs, 
Hotter than melting flint, or fluid glafs, 
OF this our fyftem holds the middle place, io 
Mercurius, neareft to the central fun, 
Does in an oval orbit circling rua ; 
But rarely is the object of our fight 
In folar glory funk, and more prevailing lighe. 
Venus the next, whofe lovely beams adorn z 
1 
Andail its ponderous load, unwearied roils. 
Theo we behold bright planetary Jove 
Sublime in air through his wide province move; 
Four fecord planets his dominion own, 
And round him turn, as round the earth the 
moon. 
Saturn, revolving in the higheft {phere, 
With lingering labour finifhes his year. 
Yet is this mighty fyftem, which contains 
So many worlds, fuch vaft xthereal plains, 
But one of thoufands, which compofe the whole, 
Peshaps as glorious, and of worlds as fall, 














As well the cewy eve, as opening morn, 
Does her fair orb in beauteous order turn. 
The globe terreftrial next, with flanting poles, 





“Which by the tube aftronomers explore ; 
‘and millions which the glafs can ne'er defcry, 


By thcir own beams, and unprecarious light, 
hough fome near néjghbours feem, and fome dif- 


play 
Dnited luftre in the milky way, 
At a vat diftance from each other lie, 
Sever'd by fpacious voids of liquid iky. 
Allthefe iluftrious worlds, and many more, 


Loft in the wilds of vaft immenfity ; 

re funs, are centres, whofe fuperior fway 

Janets of various magnitude obey. 

if we with one clear comprchenfive fight 
Saw all thefe fyftems, all thefe orbs of light ; 
Hf we their order and dependence knew, 
Had all their motions and their ends in view, 
With all the comets which in zther ftray, 
Wet conftant to their time and to their way; 
MWhich p'anets fecm, though rarely they appear, 
Rarely approach the radiant fun fo near, 
"That his fair beams their atmofphere pes vad§, 
‘Whence their bright hair and flaming trains arc 

“made; | 

‘Would not this view convincing marks impart 
Of perfe& prudence, and ftupendous art? 

The mafters form’d in Newton’s famous {chool, 
Who does the chief in modern {cicnce rule, 
Ere@& their fchemes hy mathematic Jawa, 
And folve appearances with juft applaufe : 
‘Thefe, who have nature’s fteps wirh care purfued, 
"That matter is with actiye force enducd, 
‘That allits parts magnetic power exert, 
And to cach other gravitate, affere. 
‘While by this power they on each other att, 
"They are ut once atrradted, and attract. 
Lefs bulky matter therefore muft obey 
More bulky matter’s more engaging {way ; 
By this the fabric they together hold, 
By this the courfe of licavenly orbs unfold, 
"Yet thefe fagacious fons of {cience own 
Attradlive virtue is a thing unknown. 
"Phis wondrous power, they pioufly affert, 
‘Th’ Almighty Author did at firft impart 
‘To matter in degrees, that might produce 
"The motions he defign’d for nature's ule. 

But, left we fhould not here due reverence pay | 
‘To learned Epicurus, fee the way 
By which this reafoner, of tuch high renown, 
‘Moves through th’ ecliptic road the rolling fun, 
Oppreft wich thirft-and heat, to adverie fats 
By turns, {ays he, the panting fun retreats 
"To flake his drought, his vigour to repair 
3n snowy climes, and frozen fields of air ; 
“Where the bright glutton revels without ref 
On his cool banquet, and aérial feaft ; 
Still to. and fro he does his light convey 
‘Through the iame track, the fame unalter’d way, 
©n luxury intent, and cager of his prey. 

But if the fun is back and forward roli’d, 
‘To treat his thirty orb with pelar cold, 
Say, is it not, good Epicurus, ftrange 
He fhould not once beyond the trepic range, 
Where he, to quench his drought to much 


‘May thowy fields, and nitrous pafturcs Sud, 
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Meet flores of cold fo greedily purfa'd, 
And be refreth’d with never-watting food? 
Sometimes this wondrous man is pleas’d to fay, 
This way and that flrorg blafts the fun convey ; 
A northern wind his orb with vigour drives, 
Tul at the fouthern tropic it arrives; 
‘Then, wanting breath, and with his toil oppref€, 
He drops his wings, and leaves the air at re‘t ; 
Freth gufts, now {pringing from the fouthern pole 
Affaule him there, and make him bact.ward roll. 
Thus gales alternate through the zogiac blow 
The failing orb, and waft him to and fro; 
While Epicurus, bleft with thought refin'd, 
Makes the vaft globe the paftime of the wind. 
Were it not idle labour to confute 
Notions fo wild, unworthy of difpute ; 
I'd of the learned Epicurus aik, 
If this were for the winds a proper tafk ? 
Mluftrious fage, inform th’ inquirer, why 
Still from one ftated point of all the tky 
The fickle meteor fhould the fun convey 
‘Vhrough the fame flages of his fpiral way ? 
Why in ome path, why with fuch equal pace, 
‘That he fhould never mifs in all his race, 
Of time one minute, or one inch of fpace? 4 
Remark the air’s tranfpatent element, 
Its curious ftructure, and its vaft extent : 
Its wondrous web proclaims the loom divitie; 
Its threads, the hand that drew them out fo fine, 
This thin contexture makes its bofom fit : 
Celeftial heat and luftre to tranfimit ; 
By which cf foreign orbs the riches flow 
On this dependent, needy hall below. 
Obferve its parts link’d in fuch artful fort, 
All are at once fupported, and fupport : 
The column pois'd fits hovering on our heads, 
And a fof burden on our fhoulders fpreads; 
So the fide-arches all the weight fuftain, 
We find no preffure, and we feel no pain; 
Still are the fubtile ftrings in tenfjon found, 
Like thofe of lutes to juft proportion wound, 
Which of the air’s vibration is the fource, 
When it receives the ftrokes of forcigu 1orce. 
Let curious minds, ‘who would the air wapeety 
On its elaftic energy refled. 
The fecret force through ail the frame diffus’d, 
By which its ftrings are from compreffion Joos’d ; 
‘he fpungy parts, now to a ftraiter feat 
Are fore’d by cold, and widen'd now by heat ; 
By turns they all extend, by turns retire, 
As nuture’s various fervices require ; 
Vhey now expand to fill an empty fpace, 
Now fhrink to let a ponderous body pafs. 
If raging winds invade the atmofphere, 
‘Their force its curious texture cannot tear, 
Make no difruption in the threads of air; t 
Or if it does, thofe parts themfelves reftore, 
Heal their owa wounds, and their own breaches, 
cure, 
Hence the melodious tenants of the fky, 
Which haunt infetior feats, orfoar on high, 
With eafe through all rhe fluid region ftray, 
And through the wide expanfion wing their way; 








+ Whefe open meftes let terreftrial Reams 


Pafs through, entic’d away by folar beams ; 
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Ans thus a road reciprocal difplay 
‘L. rifing vapours, and defcending day. 
Of heat and light, what ever-during ftores, 
Brought from the fun’s exhauftlefs golden thores, 
_ Through gulfs immenfe of intervening aif, 
Enrich the earth, and every lofs repair! 
“fheland, its gainful traffic to maintain, 
Sens out crude vapours, in exchange for rain ; 
“The dowery garden, and the verdant mead, 
‘Warm’eby their rays, their exhalations fad 
In fhower? and balmy dewa to be zepaid ; 
‘The ftreams, their banks forfaken, upward move, 
And flow again in wandering clouds above: 
"Thefe regions Nature's magazines on high 
‘With all the ores demanded there fapply ; 
Their different ftearas che air’s wide bolom fill, 
Moilt from the flood, dry from the barren hill; 
Materials into meteors to be wrought, 
Which back to thefe terreftrial feats are brought, 
By Nature fhap’d to various figures, thofe 
The fruitéul rain, aud thefe the hail contpofe, 
The fnowy fleece, and cusions froft-work; thefe 
Produce the dew, and thofe the gentle breeze = 
Some form fierce winds, which o'er the mountain 
pate, 
And beat with vigorous wings the valley's face; 
O’er the wide lake and barren defart blow, 
O’er Libya’s burning fand, and Scythia’s {now ; 
Shake the high cedar, through the foreft fweep, 
And with their furious breath ferment the deep. 
This thin, this foft contexture of the air 
Shows the wife Author's providential care, ° 
Who did the wondrous ftro@ure fo contrive, 
"That it might-life to breathing creatures give ; 
Might reinipire, and niake the circling mafs 
‘Through all ite winding channels fit to pats. 
Had not the Maker wrought the {pringy frame 
Such as it is, to fau the vital flame, 
‘The blood, defrauded of its nitrous food, 
Had cool’d and languifh’d in th’ arterial road : 
‘While the tir’d heart had ftrove with frnitlefs 
ain 
To putt the lazy tide along the vein. 
Of what important nfe-to human kind, 
To what great ends fubfervient, is the wind ! 
Behold, where’er this aftive vapour flics, ’ 
It drives the clouds, and agitates the fhies: 
"This from Qagnation and corruption faves 
‘Th’ aérial ocean's ever-rolling waves. 
This animals, to fuccour life, demand ; 
or, fhould the air unventilated ftand, 
‘Phe idle deep corrupted would contain 
Blue deaths, and fecret ftores of raging pain ; 
‘The fcorching fyn would with a fatal beam 
Make all the void with births malignant teem, 
Kngender jaundice, fpotted torments breed, 
And purple plagues, from peftitential feed ; 
Exhaling vapours would be turn’d to fwarms 
Of noxious infe&s, and deftructive worms, 
More than were fats’d to fcourge tyrannic luft, 
By Mofes’ rod, from animated duit. 
Another bleffing, which the breathing wind 
Benevolent conveys to human kind, 
Is, that ie cools and qualifies the air, 
And with fot breezes does the regions cheer, 
Vou. VIL 
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On which the fun ofer-friendly does difplay 
Heat too prevailing, and redunddnt day. 
Ye fwarthy nations of the torrid zone, 
How well to you is this great bounty.kriown | 
As frequent gales from th¢ wide ocean rife 
Yo fan your air, and moderate your fies ; 
So conftant winds, 4s well as rivers, low 
From your high hitls ensich’d with ftores of fnowg 
For this great end, thefe hills rife more Sublime 
“Than thofe efedted in a tempefate clime. © ~~, 
Had not the Author this provifion made, 
By which your air is cool'd, your fun allay’d, 
Deftray’d by too intenfe a flame, the land 
Had lain a parch’d inhofpitable fand. 
Thefe diftrits, which between the tropics lie, 
Which feorching beams dircétly darted fry, 
Were thought an uninhabitable feat, 
Burnt by the neighbouring orb’s immoderate heat ¢ 
But the fresh breeze, that from the océan blows, + 
From the wide lake, or from'the mountain {nowa, 
Sd fooths the air,and mitigates the fan, * + 
So cures the regions of the {uitry zone, 
‘That oft’ with Nature’s bleflings they abound, 
Frequent in people, and with plenty crown*d. °° 
As aétive winds relieve the airsahd land, 
‘The feas no lefs their ufciul blafts demand ¢ 
Without: this aid, the thip would ne'er advance 
Along the deep, and o’er the billow dance, 
But lie a lazy anda ufelefs load, 7 = 
The foreft’s mcafteydpoils, the lumtber of the flood, 
Let but the wind with an aufpicious gale, 
To thove the veflcl, fill the fpreading fail, 
And fce, with {welling canvafs wing’d, fhe flies, 
And with her waving ltreamers fweeps the tkies? 
‘Th’ adventurous merchant thus purfues his way _ 
Or to the rife, or to the fall of day: * 
“hus mutual traffic fever'd realms mdintain, - 
And manufactures change to nvutual gain j 
ach other’s growth and arts they fell and buy, 
Eafe their redundance, and their wants fupply. 
Ye Britons, who the fruit of commerce find, 
How is your ifle a debtor to the wind, 
Which thither wafts Arabia's fragrant {poils, 
Gems, pearls, aztd fpices, from the Indian ifles, 
From Perfia filks, wines from jberia’s fhore,’ 
Peruvian drugs, and Guinea’s golden ore! 
Delights and wealth to fair Augulta flow ” 
From every region whence the winds can blow. 
Sec, how the vapours congregatedear -. 
Their gloomy columns, and obfcure the air! 
Forgetful of their gravity, they rife,’ 
Renounce the centre, and ufurp the fies, 
Where, form’d to clouds, they their black liries dif. 
play, : 
And take their airy march, a3 winds convey. 
Sublime in ait while they their courfe purfue, 
They from their fable fleeces hake the dew 
On the parch’d mountain, and with genial rain 
Renew the foreft, and refrefh the plain: 
hey fhed their healing juices on the ground, _ 
Cement the crack, and clofe the gaping wound, 
Did not the vapours; by the folar heat 
‘Vhine’d and exhaP’d, tife to their airy feat, 
Or not in watery clouds colleéted fhy,- 
Them form’d to ponderous urops defert the fey: 
Qs 








te 
Bp fics would no tecruits of moifture find, 
2BBiit, by the fun-beams dry’d, and by the wind, 
Mould never plant, or flower, or fruit, produce, 

Or for the beaft, or for his mafter’s ufe. 

But in the {pacious climates, which the rain 
Does never blefe (Sach is th’ Egyptian plain), 
‘With how. much art is that defect fupply’d! 
See, how fome noble river’s {welling tide, 
Apgthented by the mountains’ melting inows, 
Breaks from its banks, and o'er the region flows! 
Hence fruitful crops and flowery wealth enfae, 
And to the fwain fuch niighty gains accrue, 

‘He ne'er reproaches Heaven for want of dew. 

* Gee, and revere, th’ artillery of heaven, 
‘Drawn by the gale, or by the tempeft driven! 
Acdreadful fire the floating batteries make, 
O'erturn the mountain, and the foreft thake. 
?Phis way and that they drive the atmofphere, 
ind its wide bofom from corruption clear, 
‘While their bright flame coniumes the fulphur 

trains, 
And ‘noxious vapours, which infeét our veins. 
“Thus they refine the vital clement, 
Setute our health, and growing plagues prevent. 

Your contemplation farther yet purfne ; 

‘The wondrous world of vegetables view! 
Obferve the forett oak, the mountain pine, 
‘The towering cedar, afd the humble vine, 
‘The bending willow, that o’erfhades the flood, 
And each fpontaneous offspring-of the wood ! 
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‘The oak and pine, which high from earth arize,. 
And wave their lofty heads amidft the flies, 
‘Their parent earth in like proportion ‘wound, 
And through crude metals penetrate the ground 5 
Their @rong and ample roots defcend fo deep 
That.fixt and firm they may their flation keep, 
And the fierce thocks of furious winds defy, 
With all the outrage of inclement fey. 
But the bafe brier and the noble vine 
Their arms around their ftronger neighbour twine. 
The creeping ivy, to prevent its fall, ~ 
Clings with its fbrous grapples to the wall. 
Thus are the trees of every kind fecure, 
Or by their own, or by 2 borrow’d power. 
But every treefrom ail its branching roots 
Amidft the glebe {mall hollow fibres fhoots; 
Which drink with thirfty mouths the vital juice, 
And to the limbs and leaves their food. diffufe : 
Peculiar pores peculiar juice receive, 
To this deny, to that admittance give, 
Hence various trees their various fruits produce, 
Some for delightful tafte, and fome for ufe. 
Hence fprouting plants enrich the plain and wood, 
For phyfic fome, and fome defign’d fer food, 
Hence fragrant flowers, with different colours d ly’d, 
On fmiling meads unfold their gaudy pride. 
Review, thefe numerous fcenes, at once furvey 
Nature's extendedface; thon, fceptics, fay, 
In this wide field of wonders-can you find 
No art difcover’d, and no end defign’d? 
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The Argument, 


‘The introdu@ion. Ufeful knowledge fir purfued by man. Agricultare. .Architedtare. Scalpture. 
Painting. Mufic. The Grecian philofophers firft engaged in ufelefs Speculations. ‘lhe abfurdity of aflerte 
‘ing the felf-exiftent, independent, and eternal being of atoms, according to the icheme of Epicurus.— 
Anfwer to the ebjections of athgifts co the {cheme of creation afferted in the two former books. The 
objections brought by Lucretius againit creation, from the neceflity of pre-exiftent matter for the 
formation of all kinds of beings; from the pretended unartful contrivance of the world; from thorns, 
briers, and noxious.weeds; from favage beatts, florms, thunder, difeafes ; from the painful birth and 
the fhort life of man ; from the incquality of heat and cold in different climates; anfwered. The 
objections of the Pyrrheniaus, or Sceptics, anfwered. A repiy tv thofe who affert all things owe 
their being and their motionsto nature, Their different and fenfelefs account of that word. More 
“apparent and eminent fkill and wifdom expreffed in the works of nature than in thofe of human art, 
"The upreafonablenefs of denying {kill and defign in the author of thofe works, Vaninus, Hobbes, 
wand Spinofa, conlidered. . 7 


He milk’d the lowing herd, he prefs’d the 
cheefe, | 

Folded the flock. and fpun the woolly fleece, 
In urns the bers delicious dews he lay’d, 
Whofe kitdling wax invented day difplay’ds 
Wretted their iron entrails from the hills, 
‘hen with the fpoils his glowing forges fills; 
And fhap'd with vigorous ftrokes the ruddy baz 
‘Yo rural arms, unconicious yet of ware 


hofe chiefs imagin’d reaims of {cience tule, 
‘With idle toil form vifionary {chemes, 

“ind wage eternal war tor rival dicams; 
Studions of good, man difregarded fame, 
And ufeful knowledge was his eldeit aim: 
“Through metaphyfic wilds he never flew, 
Nor the dark haunts of fchoo! chimaras knew, ‘ 
Bat hic alone his happineds in view, 


Exe wip philofophy had rear'd her fchool, | 
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- Haimade the ploughthate in the farrow thine, 
‘Ana Jearn’d to fow his bread, and plant His vine. 
Now verdant fond adorn'd the garden beds, 

And fruitful trees fltot upt their branching heads; 

- Rich balm from groves, and herbs from grafly 

filaints, 

~ Jais fever footh'd, or heal’d his wounded veins. 

Our fathers nett, in architeéture tkiil'd, 

Cities for ufe, and forts fur fafety build : 

"Then palaces arid lofty domes arofe, 

Thefe for devotion, and for pleafure thofe. 

‘Their thoughts were next to artful fculptare turn’d, 

Which now the palace, now the dome adorn’d. 

The pencil then did growing fame acquire, 

‘Then was the trumpet heard, and tuneful lyre, 

Qne did the triumph fing, and one the war in- 
fpire. 

Greece did at length a learned race produce, 
Who needful fcience mock’d, and arts of ule, 
Confum’d their fruiclefs hours in eager chafe 
Ofairy notions, through the boundlefs fpace 
Of fpeculation, and the darkfome void, 

‘Where wrangling wits, in endlefs ftrife employ’d, 
Mankind with idle {ubtilties embroil, 

And fathion fyftems with romantic toil; 

Thefe with the ptide of dogmatizing ichools 
Impos’d on nature arbitrary rules; 

Fore’d her their vain inventions to obey, 

And move as learned frenzy trac’d the way : 
Above the clouds while they prefum’d to foar; 
Her tracklefs heights ambitious to explore, 

And heaps of undigefted ¢olumes writ, 

illufive notions of fantattic wit ; 

Go long they Nature fearch’d; and mark’d her laws, 
"They loft the knowledge of th’ Almighty caufe. 

‘Lh’ erroneous dictates of each Grecian fage 
Renoune'd the do¢trines of the eldeft age. 

Yet thefe their matchtefs {cience did proclaim, 
‘Ufurp diftinction, and appropriate fame. 

But though their {chools produc’d no nobler fruit 

‘Than empty {chemes, and triumphs of cifpete ; 


"he notions which arife from Nature’s light 

As well adorn the mind, as guide her right, 

Ealarge her compafs, ang¥mprove her fight. 

‘Thefe ne’er the breaft With vain ambition fire, 

But banith pride, and modeft thoughts infpire, 

By her infornr’d, we bleft religion learn, 

Its glorious obje@ by her aid difcern 5 

"The rolling worlds around us v. 

Th’ altcrnate fovereigns of the night a 

View the wide earth adorn'd with hills and woods, 

Rich iv her heeds, and fertile by her floods ; 

‘Walk throvjh the deep apartments of the main, 

Alcend the sir to vifit clouds and rain ; 

‘And, while we ravith’d gaze on Nature’s face, 

Remark her order, and her motions trace, 

‘The long coherent chain of things we find 

Jeads to a Caule Supreme, a wile Creating Mind. 
You, who the being of a God diiclaim, 

And think mere chance produc’d this wondrous 

frame 5 — 

Say, did you <’er reflect, Lucretian tribe, 

‘To matter what perfections you afcribe ? 

Can you to dufk uch veneration fhow ? 

Ao atom with luch privilege endew, 














That from its nature’s pure neeefity 
It fhould exift, and no corruption fee ? 

Since your firft atoms independent are, 
And not each other’s being prop and bear, 
And fince to this it is fortuitous 7 
‘That others fhould ekiftence have; fuppofe 
You in your mind one atom fhould remove 
From all the troops, that in the vacant ftreve, 
Cannot our thought conceive one atom lefs? 
If fo, you Grecian fages mutt confefs 
‘That matter, which you independent name, 
Cannot a being neceflary claim; 

For what has being from neceffity, 
It is impoflible it fhould not be. 

Why hes an atom this one place poffeft 

Ofall the empty vor!, and not the reft ? 

If by its nature’s foree “tis prefent here, 

By the fame force it mut be every where; - 
Can beings be confin’d, which neceffary are ? 
¥f£a firft body may to any place 

Be not determin’d, in the boundlefs fpace, 
Tis plain, it then may abfent be from all ; 
Who then will this a felf-exiftence call? 

As time does vaft eternity regard, 

So place is with infinitude compar’d : 

A being then, which never did commence; 
Mutt, aseternal, likewife be immenfe. 

What caufe within, or what withvat, ix found; 
That cana beiag uncteated bound? 

None that’s internal, for it has no caufe ; 

Nor can it be controll’d by foreign laws, 

For then it clearly would dependent be 

On force fuperior, which » 
With fell-exiftence and veceility. 

Abfurdiy then to atoms you aflign 

Sach powers,and fuch prerogatives.divine. 
Thus while the notion of a God you flight, 
Yourtelves (who vainly think you reafon right) 
Moke vile material Gods, in number infinite. Fi 

Now let us, as ’tis juft, in urn prepare 
To ftaud the foe, and wage defenfive war. 
Lucretius firft, a mighty hero, fprings 
Into the field, and his own triumph fings. 

He brings, to make us from our ground retire, 
"The reafoner’s weapons, and the poet's fire. 
‘The tuneful (ophiit thus his battle forms, 

Our bulwarks thus in polith’d armour ftorms ¢ 

To parent matter things their being owe, 
Becaufe from nothing no produious fow; 

And, if we grant no pre-exiftent feed, >} 

‘Things, different things, from what they do, 
might breed, 

And any thing froma any thing proceed; 

The {picy groves might Scythia’s hills adorn, 


j 





| The thiftle might the amaranth have borne, 


"The vine the lemon, and the grape the thorn ; 

Herds from the hills, men from the feas might 
rife, 1 

From woods the whales, and lions from the fkieas 

"Ch’ elated bard here, with a conqueror’s air, 

Difdainful fmiles, and bids his foes defpair. 

But, Carus, here you ufe poctic charms, 

And not affail us.with the reafoner’s arms, 

Where all is clear, you fancy’d doubrs remove, 

And what we grant with eafe, with labour proves 


Qa ij 


“1a 
‘What you would prove, but cannot, you decline ; 
‘But choofe a thing you can, and there you fhine. 
Tell us, fatn’d Roman, was it e’er denied, 
“That feeds for fuch productions are fapplied ? 
‘That Nature always mult materials find 
For beafks and trees,to propagate their kind ? 
% All generation, the rude peafant knows, 
“A pfe-exiftent matter mult fuppole. 
“But what to Nature firft her being gave? 
Fell, whence your atems their exiftence have ? 
+ We afk you, whence the feeds conflituent {pring 
Of every plant, and every living thing ? 
‘Whence every creature thould produce its kind, 
And to its proper species be confin'd > 
‘To anfwer this, Lucretius, will require 
More than fweet numbers and poetic fire. 
‘ But fee how well the poet will fupport 
His caufe, if we the argument retort, 
Me chanc€ alone could munage, fort, divide, 
And, beings to produce, your atoms guide 5 
Vf cafual concourfe did the world compofe, 
‘And things from hits fortuitous arofe; 
Then any thing might come from any thing ; 
For how from chance can conftant order {pring ? 
‘The foreft oak might bear the bluthing rofe, 
And fragrant myrties thrive in Ruffian fhows; | 
The fair pomegranate might adorn the pine, 
_ | The grape the bramble, and the floe the vine; 
. Fifi from the plains, birds from the floods might 
rife, 
And lowing herds break from the ftarry fkics. 
But, fee, the chief does keener weapons chuofe, 
Advances bold, and thus the ight renews : 
“ If | were doubtful of the fource and fpring 
“ Whence things arife, J from the fkies could 
“ bring, 
« And every part of nature, proofs, to fhow 
“© "the world to gods cannot its being owe ; 
4% So full of faults is all ch’ unartful frame 
© Firft we the wir’s unpeopled defert blame. 
* Brute beatts poffats the hill, and thady wood ; 
“Much do the lakes, but more the ocean’s fluod 
© (Which fevers realms, and Asores divided leaves) 
Take from the land by interpofing waves ; 


* 


« One third, by freezing cold and burning heat, + 


« Lies a deform’d, inhofpitable feat; 
«¢ ‘The reft, unlabour'd, would by nature breed 
© Wild brambles only, and the noxious weed, 
‘© Did not induftrious man, with endlefs toil, 
, * Extort his food from’the reluctant foil ; 
« Did not the farmer's fteel che furrow wound, 
, “ And harrows tear the harveft from the ground, 
The earth would no fpontancous fruits afford 
+ »™ "Fo man, her vain imaginary lord. 
 @ft’, when the labouring hind has plongh’d the 
«+ “ field, 
¢ % And fore'd the glebe unwillingly to yield, 
“| When green and flowery nature crowns his hope 
“« With the gay promife of a plenteous crop, 
« The fruits (fad ruin!) perifa on the ground, 
“ Burnt bythe fun, or by the deluge drown'd ; 
© Or foon decay, by fnows immoderate chill’d, 
«¢ By winds are blafted, or by lightning kil?d. 
t+ Narure, befides. the favage beaft fuftains, 
"Breeds in the hill the terror of the piuins, 
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“ To man 2 fatalrace. Could this be fo, 

“ Did gracious gods difpofe of things below? 

“ Their proper plagues with annual feafons come, 

*« And deaths untimely blaft us in the bloom. 

Man at his birth (anhappy fon of grief!) 

Is helplefs caft on the wide coatts of life, 

In want of all things whence our comforts flow _ 

A fad and moving {peSacle of woe. 

Infants in ill-prefaging cries complain, 

As confcious of a coming life of pain. [grants, 

All things mean time to beafts kind Nature 

Prevents their fufferings, and fupplies their 

“ wants; [and feed, 

Brought forth with cafe, they grow, and skip, 

No dangling nurfe, or jingling gewgaw, need ; 

In caves they lurk, or o’er the mountains range, 

Nor ever through the year their garment change; 

Unvers’d in arms, and ignorant of war, 

‘They need no forts, and no invafion fear; ~ 

Whate’er they want, from Nature’s hand they 

gain; 

The life the gave, fhe watches to maintait 

Thus impotent in fenfe, though ftrong in rage, 

The daring Roman docs the gods engage: 

But undifmay’d we face th’ intrepid foe, 

Suftain his onfet, and thus ward the blow. 
Suppofe defects in this terreftrial feat, 

‘That nature is not, as you urge, complete ; 

That a divine and wife Artificer 

Might greater wonders of his art confer, 

And might with eafe on man, and man's abode, 

More bounty, more perfedtion, have beftow’d ; 

If in thislower world he has not fhown 

His utmoft, fki!l, fay, has he therefore none ? 

We in produSiens arbitrary fee 

Marks of perfection, different in degree, 

‘Though mafters now more fkill, now.lefs impart, 

Yer cre not all their works the works of art ? 

Do poets ftill fublimer fubjedts fing, 

stil! fretch to heaven bold afpiring wing, 

Nor e’er defcend to’ Bocks and labouring fwains, 

Frequent the floods, or range the humble, plains ? 

Did, Grecian Phidias, all thy pieces thine 

Wirh equal beauty ? or, Apelles, thine? = 

Or Raphael’s pencil never choofe to fall? 

Say, re his works transfigurations'all ? 

Did Buconorota never build, O Rome, 

A meaner ftru@ure, than thy wondrous dome ? 

Though, in their works applauded as their beft, ; 





Greater defign and genius are expreft, 
Yct is there none acknowledg’d in the reft ? 
In ail the parts of Nature’s fpacious fphere 
Of art, ten choufand miracles appear : 
And will you not the Author’s dkill adore, 
Becaufe you think he might difcover more ? 
You own a watch th’ invention of the mind, 
Though for a fiugle motion 'tis defign’d, 
As well as that, which is with greater thought, 
With various f{prings, for various motions wrought 
An independent, wife, and confcious caufe, 
Who freely acts by arbitrary laws, 
Who at connexion and at order ajms, 
Creatures diflinguifh’d in perfedtion frames. 
Unconicious caufes only fill impart 


| heir vtmoft fxill, their utmoft power exert. 
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Trofe, which can freely choofe, difcern, and” 
know, 

Yn adting can degrees of vigour fhow, 

‘And more, or tefs of art or care beitow- 

If all perfe@tion were in alt things fhown, 

All beauty, all variety, were gone. 

~’ As this inferior habitable feat 

By different parts is made one whole complete ; 

$o our low world is only one of thofe, 

‘Which the capacious univerfe compofe, 

Now to the uriiverfal whole advert; 

"The earth regard as of that wholc a part, 

Yn which wide frame more nuble worlds abound ; 

‘Witnefs, ye glorious orbs, which hang around, 

‘Ye fhining planets; that in zther fray, 

And thou, bright lord and ruler of the day! 


Witnefs, ye flars, which beautify the fies, 
How much do your vaft globes in height and fize,” 
Jn beauty and magnificence outgo 
Our ball of earth, that hangs in clouds. below + j 
Between’ yourtelves too 18 diftingion found, 
Of different bulk, with different glory crown’d ; 
‘The people, which in your bright regions dwell, 
Mutt this low world’s inhabitants excel ; 
And; fince to various planets they agree, 
They from each other mutt diftinguith'd be, i 
And own perfectinns different in degree. 
‘When we on fruitful Nature’s care reflect, 
- And her exhauftlefs energy refpet, 
That ftocks this globe, which you Lueretians call 
The world’s coarfe dregs, which to ‘the bottom 
fall, 
With numerous kinds of life, and bounteous fills 
With breathing guefts the vallies, floods, and 
hills; : 
We may pronounce each orb fultains a race 
Of living things adapted to the place. 
‘Were the refulgent parts and moft refin'd 
Only to ferve the dark and bafe defign’d? 
‘Were all the ftars, whofe beauteous realms of: 
light, 
At eitance only hung to shine by nighe, 
‘And with their twinkling beams to pleafe our 
fight? 
How many roll in wether, which the eye 
Could ne'er, till aided by the glafs, defery ; « 
‘And which no commerce with the earth maintain! 
Ate all thofe glorious émpires made in vain ? 
Now, as I faid, the globe terreftrial view, 
As of the whole a part, a mean one tao. 
"Though ‘tis not like th’ athereal worlds refin’d, 
Yee is it jult, and finith’d in its kind ; 
Has all perfeétion which the place demands, 
‘Where in coherence with the reft it ftands, 


Were to your view the univerfe difplay'd, 

And ali the fcenes of nature open laid ; 

Could you their place, proportion, harmony, 

‘Their beauty, order, and dependence, fee, 

Ycu'd grant our globe had all the marks of art, 

All the perfedtion due to fuch a part, 

Though not with luttre, or with magnitude, 

Like the bright ftars, or brighter fun, endued. 
You oft’ declaim on man’s unbappy fate; 





Infulting, of’ demand in this debate, 
Uf the kind gods could {ech a wretch create? 


bry 
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But whence can this unhappinefs arife ? 
You fay,as foon as born, he helplefs lies, 
And mourns his woes in ill-prefaging cries. 
But does not Nature for the child prepare 
The parent’s love, the nurie’s tender care, 
Who, of their own forgetful, feek his good, 
Enfold his limbs in bands, and fill his veins with 

"food? 
That man is frail and mortal, is confeft ; 
Convalfions rack his nerves, and cares his breaft ; 
His flying life is chas’d by ravening pains, 
‘Through all its doubles in the winding veins; 
Within himfelf he fure deftruction brecds, 
And fecret torment in his bowels feeds ;.. 
By cruel tyrants, by the favage heait, 
Or his own fiercer paffions he’s oppreft ; : 
Now breathes malignant air, now prifon-drinks ; . : 
By gradual death, or by untimely, finks. ‘ 

But thefe obje@ors muft the caufe upbraid 
That has not mortal man immortal made 5 
For, if he once rauft feel the fatal blow, 

{s it of great importance when, or how? 

Should the Lucretian lingering life maintain 

‘Through numerous ages, ignorant of pain, 

Still might the difcontented murmurer cry, a 

Ah, haplefs fare of man! ah, wretch, doom’d once + 
to die! 7 ; 

But oh! how foon would you,-who thus conrplain, 

And Nature’s caufe of cruélty arraign, 

By reafon’s ftandard this miftake corred, . 

And ceafe to murmur, did you once refle&, 

That death removes us only from our feat, 

Does not extinguish life, but change its ftate. 

Then are difplay’d (oh ravithing furprife ') 

Fair {cenes of blifs, and triumphs in the cies ; . 

‘To which admitted, each faperior mind, 

By virtue’s vital energy refin'd, 

Shines forth with more than folar glory bright, 

And, cloth’d with robes of beatific light, 

His hours in heavenly tranfppres does employ, 

Young with immortal bloom from living ftreams of 


joy. 
Yow afk us, why the foil the thiftle breeds ? 

Why its fpontancous births are thorns ard 
weeds? < 

Why for the harveft it the harrow needs? 

‘The Author might a nobler world have-made, + 

{n brighter drefs the hills and vales areay’d, 

And all its face in fowery fcenes difplay'd : 

The glebe untill’d might plenteous:crops have 
borne, 

And brought forth fpicy groves inftead of thorn} * 

Richfruit und flowers, without the gardeuer’s pains, 

Might every hill have crown'd, have honour'd all 
the plains: . 

This nature might have boafted, had the mind, 

Who form’d the fpacious wniverfe, defign’d 

‘That man, from labour free as well as gricl, 

Should pals in lazy luxury his life. 

But he his creature gave a fertile foil, 

Fertile, but not without the owncr’s toil; 

That fome reward his induftry fhould crown, 

And that his food in pare might be his own. 

But while, infultiag, you arraign the land, 


| Afi why it wants she plough, or lubourer’> hang 


Qa i 


"ARind to the marble rocks, you ne’er complain 
“Phat they without the feulptor’s fkill and pain 
Bo perfect Matue yield, no baffe relieve, 
Or finith’d columy for the palace give; 
ills unlabour’d figures came, 
3 ‘Have cafe enjoy'd, though never fame. 
*¥ou.raay the world of more defects upbraid, 
eTtine other works by Nature are unmade; 
Eat The did never at her own expence 
“A’palace rear, and in magnificence 
-Qut-rival art, to grace the ftately rooms ; 
That fhe no caftle builds, no lofty domes. 
‘Had Nature’s hand thefe various works prepar'd, 
“What thoughtful care, what labour had been fpar’d! 
Bur then no realm wopld one great mafter fhow, 
Wo Phidias Greece, and Rome no Angelo, 
“With equal reafon too you might demand, 
‘Why boats and fhips require the artift’s hand 2 
Why generous Nature did not thefe provide 
‘To pafs the flandiag lake, or flowing tide ? 
‘You fay the hills, which high in air arife, 
Hapbour‘in clouds, and mingle with the skies, 
“The @arth’s difhosour and encumbering load, 
"OE many Spacious regions man defraud, 
For beaits and birds of prey a defolate abode. 
| Bat can th’ objector no convenience find ) 
Yo mountains, hifls, and rocks, which gird and 

























bind ‘é 
The mighty frame, that elfe would be cisjoin’d ? 
“Do not thote heaps the raging tide refrain, 


-And for the dome afford the marble vein? 
Docs not the river frora the mountain flow, 
And bring down riches to the vale below ? 
Sce how the torrent rolls the golden fand 
From the high ridges to the flater land, 
"Nhe lofty lines abound with endlefs {tore 
‘Of mineral treafure, and metallic ore; 

‘With precious veins of fileer, copper, tin, 
‘Without how barren, yet how rich within ! 
‘They hear the pine gthe oak and cedar yield, 
"To form the palace, and the navy build. 

When the inclement meteors you accufe, 
And afk if gracious God would ftorms produce ; 
You ne'er reficek, that by the driving wind 
‘The sir from,noxicus vapours is refin'd ; 

Freed from the putrid feeds of pain and death, 

“Chat living creatures might not, by their breath,” 

‘Vhrough their warm eina, intteac of vital food, 

Wisperfe contagion, and corrupt their blood. 

"Without the wind, the fhip were made in vain, 
~Adventurous merchants could not crofs the 

main, 

‘Nor fever'é reals their gainful trade maintain. 

‘Then with this wife reficction you cifturb 
Your anxious thought, that our terreftrial orb 
In many parts is not by man poffeft, 

‘With too much heat, or too much cold, oppreft. 
Fut in miftake you this objection found : 
Tinnumber’d ifles and dpacious tracts of ground, 
"Which feel the fcorching fun's Jiredier beam, 
And did to you inhofpitable fcem, 

With tawny nations, or with black, abound, 
With noble rivers lav'd, with plenty crown’d; 
And regions too from the'hyght ero remote 
Ave peopled, which you unirequented thought, 
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But could Lucretius on the fun refled, ~ 
His proper diftance from the earth refpedt, 
Obferve his conftant read, his equal pace, 
His round diurnal, and his annual race ; 
Could he regard the nature of the light, 
Its beauteous luftre, and its rapid flight, 

And its relation to*the fenfe of fight ;- 

Could he to all thefe miracles advert, 

And not in all perceive one ftroke of art ? 
Grant, that the motions of the fun are fuch, 

‘That fome have light too fittle, fame too much : 
Grant, that in different tracts hé might have roll’d, 
And given each clime more equal heat and cold + 
Yet view the revolutions, as they are, 

Does there no wifdom, no defign appear ? 

Could any but a knowing, prudent Caufe ; 
Begin fach motions; and affign fuch laws? 

if the Great Mind had form'd a different frame, 
Might not your wanton wit the fyftem blame ? 
‘Though here you all perfe@ion fhould not find, 
Yet is it ali th’ Eternal Will defign’d: * 

It is a finifh’d world, and perfect in its kind. i 
Not that its regions every charm include, 
With which celeftial empires are endued ; 
Nor is confummate goadnefs here conferr’d, 
1f we perfection abfolure regard ; 

But what's before afferted, we repeat, 

Of the waft whole it is a part complete. 

But fince you are difpleas‘é the patidal fan 
Js not indulgent ta the frigid done 3: 

Suppole mies farsi’ proper orbits roll’d, 
Diflolv'd the fnows, and chas'd the polar cold 5 
Or grant that this revolv’d in such a way, 2 
As equal heat to ail he might convey, f 
And yive the diftant poles their fhare of day; 4 
Obferve how prudent Nature's icy hoard, E 
With ail her nitrous ftorea, would be devour'd ; 
Uhen would unbalane'd heut licentious reign, 
Crack the dry hill, ed chap the rufict plain ; 

Her smoifture all exhal’d, the cleaving carth 
Would yield no fruit, and bear no verdant birth, 
You of the pools and {pacious lakes complain, 
And of the liquid deferts of the main, g 

As hurtful thefe, or ufelefs, you arraign. 

Befides the pleafure which the-lakes afford, 
Are not their waves with fith delicious ftor’d ? 
Does not the wide capacious deep the fky 
With dewy clouds, the earth with rain, fupply? 
Do not the rivers, which the valley lave, - 

Creep through the fecret fubterranean cave, t 
And to the hills convey the refluent wave ? 

Yon theu muft own, the earth the ocean needs, 
Which thas the lake recruits, the fountain feeds. 

‘The noxious plant, and favage animal, 

Which you the earth’s reproach and blemith call, 
Are ulefu) varioas ways 5 if not for fued, 

For manufactures or for medicine good, 

‘Thus we repel with reafon, not evade, 

The bold objections by Lucretius made. 

Pyrrhonians next, of like ambitious zim, 
Wanton of wit, and panting after fame, 

Who firove to fink the fects of chief renown, 
And on their ruin’d fchools to raife their owns 
Beldly prefum’d, with rhetotician pride, 

H Yo hold of any queitien cither Ede. 





CREATION. 


"They thought, in every fubject of debate, 
3n either fcale the proof of equal weight. 

Atk, if a God exiftent they allow : 

"The vain declaimers will attempt to fhow, 
‘That, whether you renounce him, or affert, 
‘There's ne fuperior proof on either part. 
“Suppole a God, we muft, fay they, conclude 
He lives; if fo, he is with fenfe endaed 5 
‘And, if with fenfe endued, may pain perceive, 
‘And what can faffer pain may ceafe to live. 
Pyrrhoniaiis, wea living God adore, 

‘An unexhautted. fpring of vital power ; 

But his immortal, uncreated life 

No torment feels, and no deftruSive grief. 
Does he by different organs tafte or hear ? 

Or by an eye do things to him appear? 

Has he a mucle, or.extended nerve, 

‘Which to impart or pain or pleafure ferve ? 
Of ail perfeétion poflible pofleft, 

He finds no want, nor is. with woe oppreft. 
‘Though we can ne’er explore the life divine, 
‘And found the bleft abyfs by reafon’s line, 
Yet 'tis not, mortal man, a tranfient life, like 

thine, 

Others, to whom the whole mechanic tribe 
‘With an harmonious fympathy fubteribe, 
Nature with empire univerfal crown, 

And this high queen the world’s Creator own, 
2 you what builder rear'd the world demand, 
"They fay twas done by Nature’s powerful hand ; 
Tf whence its order and iss beauty rofe, 

Nature, they fay, did fo the frame difpofe ; 

JE what ite fteady motions does maintain, 

‘And halds of caufes and effects the chaia, 

O'er all her works this Sovereign Caufe prefides, 
Upholds the orbs, and all their motions guides. 
Since to her bounty we {uch bleflings owe, 

Our gencrous Benefactor let us know. 

‘When the word Nature you exprefs, declare, 
Form'd in your-mieds wht image doce appear? 
Can you that term of doubtful found explain : 
Show it no idle offepring of the brain ? 

Sometimes by Nature your enlighten’d {chool 
Intends of things the univerfal whole; 
Sometimes it is the order, that connects, 

And holds the chain of caufes and effects : 
Sometimes it is the manner and the way, 

In which thofe cafes do their force convey, ‘ 
And in effects their energy difplay. 

"That fhe’s the work itfelf. you oft affert, 

As oft th’ artificer, as oft the art; 

"That is, that we may Nature clearly trace, 

And by her marks diftin@ly know her face ; 
She’s now the building, now the architect, 

And now the rule which does his hand direc. 

But let this emprefs be whate’er you pleafe 4 
Let her be all or any one of thefe ; 

She is with reafon, or fhe’s not, endu’d + 

Mf you the firft affirm, we theuce conclude 

A God, whofe being you oppofe, you grant z 
Rut if this mighty queen does reafon-want, 
How could this noble fabric be defign’d, 
And fafhion’d by a Maker brute and blind? 
Could it of art uch miracles invent, 

And raify a beautsous woald of fuch extent? 
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Still at the helm.does this dark pilot fand, 

And with a fteady, never-erring hand, _f 

Steer aif the floating worlds, and their fet cqurl 
command ? 

That clearer ftrokes of matterly defign, 
Of wife contrivance, and of judgment, fhine 
In all the parts of Natare, we affert, ° 
‘Than in the brighteft works of humanart: + 
‘And fhall not thofe be judg’d th’ effet of thought 
‘As well as thefe with kill inferior wrought ? 

Let fuch a {phere to india be convey’d, | 

As Archimede or modern Hugens made; 
‘Will not the indian, though untanght and rude, 
This work th’ effe&t of wile defign conclude ? 
Is there fach fkili in imitation fhown?  * 

And inthe things, we imitate, is none ? 

Are not our arts, by artful Nature caught, 

With pain and careful obfervation fought? 

Behold the painter, who with Nature vies: 
See his whole foul exerted in his eyes: : 
He views her various fcenes, intent to trace 
The matter lines, that form her finifh’d face t 
Are thought and conduct in’ the copy clear, 
While none in all th’ original appear? 

Vell us, what matter, for mechanics fam'd, - 
Has one machine fo admirably fram'd, 

Where you will art in fuch perfcétion grant, 

Asin a living creature or a plant? Teg 

Declare, what curious workmanthip can vie 

Or with a hand or foot, an ear, or eye? 

That can for skill as much applaufe deferve, 

As the fine texture of the fibrous nerve ; 

Or the ftupendeus fyften, which contains 

“Th? arterial channels, or the winding veir.s 2 

What artificial frame, what inftrument, 

Did one fuperior genius yet invent, 

Which to the bones or mufcles is preferr'd, 

If you their order, form, or ufe, regard ? 

Why then to works of nature is aflign'’d J 

An Author unintelligent and blind, © 

When outs proceed from choice and confciouss, 
mind? 

To this you fay, that Nature's are indeed 
Mott artful works, but then they ne'er proces 
From Nature acting with defign and art, 3 
Who, void of choice, her vigour does exert a3 
And by unguided motion things produce, 
Regardlefs of their order, end, or ufe- 

By ‘Lully’s mouth thus Cotta does difpute, 
But thus, with eafe, the Roman ave contute. 

Say, if in artful things no art is fhown, 4 
What are the certain marks, that make it known? 
How will you artful from unartfol bound, 

And not th’ ideas in our mind confound? 
Than this no truth difplays before our fight 
A brighter beam, or more.convincing light 5 
That fkilful works fuppofe a fkilful Caufe, 
Which ads by choice, and moves by prudeng 
laws. 
Where you, unlefs you are as matter blind, 
Condué and heanteous difpofition find, 
Confpiring order, fitnefs, harmony, 
Ufe, and convenience ; will you not agree 
That fuch effects could not be undefign’d, 






Nor could proceed but from a knowing mind} 
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Old fyftems you May try, or new ones raife, 
‘May hilt and wind; and plot a thoufand ways; 
May various words, and forms of di@ion ufe, 
And with a different cant th’ unjudging car a- 
aninfe ; : 
‘You tay affirm, that chance did things create, 
Pr let it nature be, or be it fate ; 
Body alone, inert and brute, you'll find, 
. "Zhe caufe of all things ia by you alfign'd. 
And, after ail your. fruitle(s toil, if you 
A Canfe diting from miatrer will allow, 
3t muft be confcions, not like matter blind, 
Aid thow you grant a God, by granting mind. 
'_ Vanious next, a hardy modern chief, 
A bold oppofer of Divine Belief, 
Attempts religion’s fences to fubvert, 
Strong in: his rage, but deftitute of art; 
Yn impious maxims fix’d, he Heaven defy'd, 
An unbelieving, anti-martyr dy'd, 
Strange, that an atheift pleafure thould refufe, 
_Relinguifh life, avd death in torment choofe ! 
Qf Kience what a defpicable thare 
| Voninebiown'd, his publith’d dreams declare. 
Let impipus wits applaud a godlefs mind, 
As ble With piercing fight, and 'fenfe refin’d, 
Contriv’d and wrought by Nature's careful hand, 
All the proud fchools of learning te command ; 
Let them pronounce each patron of their caufe 
Claims by diftingnifh’d merit jaf applaufe 5 
“¥et T this writer’s want of fenie arraign, 
“Freat all his empty pages with difdain, ; 
And think a grave reply mif-fpent and vain : 
‘To borrow light, his error to amend, 
Y would the atheift to Vaninus fend 
At length Britannia’s foil, immortal fhame! 
Brought furth’a fage of celebrated name, 
‘Who with contempt on left religion trod, 
Mock'd all her precepts, and renounc’d his God, 
As awful thades and horrors of the night 
Difturb the mother, and the child affright ; . 
‘Who {ce dire fpedtres through the gloomy air 
3n threatening forms advance, and fhuddering 
— hear | {defpair 
Whe groans of wandering ghofts, and yellings of, 
rom the fame fpring, he fays, devotion flows, 
Confcience of guilt from dread of vengeance rofe; 
Religion is the creature of the {pleen, 
And troubled fancy fornis the world unfeen ; 
"Nhat timoroys minds, with felf-tormenting care, 
Create thofe awful phantoms which they fear. 
Such arms were us'd by impious chiefs of old, 
Main-as this modern hero, and as bold. 
Who would not this phil-fopher adore, 
For. finding worlds dilcover'd long before ? 
Can he one flower iu all his garden fhow, 
Which‘ in his Grecian mafter’s did not grow? 
And yet, imperious, with a teacher's air, 
Boaftfal, he claims a right to wifdom’s chair; 
Gi with ardent thirft of falf renown, 
th Grecian wreaths he does his temples crown, 
‘Triumphs with borrow'd {puils, aud wophies not 
his own. = 
The world, he grants, with clouds was oyer- ! 
fp:ead; 
pith ne'er ercded yet her ftarry head, 








BLACKMORE, 


Till he, bright genius, rofé to chafe the night,” 
And through ail nature fhone with new-fprung 
light. 

But let th’ inquirer know, proud Briton! why 
Hope fhould not gods, as weil as fear fupply ; 
Does not th’ idea of a God include 
The notion of beneficent and good ; 

Of one to mercy, not revenge, inclin’d, 
Able and willing to relieve mankind? 
And does not this idea more appear. = 
The object of our hope, than of our tear ? 
Then tell us, why this paffion, more than that, 
Should. build their alears, and the gods create? 

But let us grant the weak and timorous mind. 
To fuperftitious terrora is inctin’d; 

That horrid feenes, and monfters form’d in air, 
By night the children andthe mother fare ; 
That apparitions, by a fever bred, 

Ou by the fpleen's black vapours, fill the head ; 
Does :hat affeé the fage of fenfe refin'd, 
Wohife body’s healthful, and ferene his mind? 
Yet more, infulting Briton! let us try, 

Your reafon's force, your arguments apply. 
You fay, fince fpectres from the fancy flow, 
To tiniorous fancy gods their being owe; 
Since phantoms to the weak feem real things, 
Religion from tniftake and weaknefs {prinys. 

But though the vulgar have ilivfions fer, 

Thought objects were without that wete with- 
in; . 

Yet we from hence abfurdly fhould conclude, 

All objects of the mind the mind delude ; 

That our ideas idle are, that none 

Were ever real, and that nothing’s known. 

But, leaving phantoms and illofive fear, 
I.ct us at reafon’s judgment-feat appear ; 
There let the queftion be fevercly try’d; 

By an.impartial fentence we abide+ 

‘Th’ Eternal Mind's exiftence we fuftain, 

By proofs fo full, by evidence fo plain, 

That none of all the feiences have fhown 

Such demonftration of the truths they own. 
Spinofa next, to hide his black defign, 

And to his fide th’ unwary to incline, 

For heaven his enfigns treacherous difplays, 

Declares for God, while he thar God betrays ; 

For whom he’s pleas’d fuch évidente to bring, 

As faves the name; while it fubverts the thing. 

Now hear his labour’d fcheme of impious uls :- 
No fubftance can another e’er produce ; 
Subitance no limit, no confinement, knows, 

And its exiflence from its nature fows ; 

The fubRance of the univerfe is one, 

Which is the felf-exiflene God alone. 

The fpheres of ther, which the world enclofe, 

Ard ajl th’ apartments, which the whole con. 
- pofe ; 

The lead orbs, the earth, the-air, the main, 

With every different being they contain, 

Are one prodigious aggregated God, 

Of whom each fand is part, each ftone and clod; 

Supreme perfedtions in each infe@ thine, 

Each fhrub is facred, and each weed divine. 

Sages, no longer Egypt's fons defpife, 

For their cheap gods, and favoury deitica! 


-~N 
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No more their coarfe divinities revile § 

Ta lecks, to onions, to the crocodile, 

You might your humble adorations pay, 

Were you not gads yourfelves, as well as they. 
As much you pull retigion’s altars down, - 

<By owning all things God, as owning none; 


6tRy. 


For thould ail beings be alike divine, 
Of worhhip if an object you affign, 


God to himlelf muft veneration thew, 
Mutt be the idol and the vatary too; 
‘And their affertions ate alike abfurd, 
Who own no God, or none to be ador’d. 








BOOK IV. 


The Argument. 


‘The introdu@ion. 


No man happy, that has not conquered the fears of death. The inability of the. 


Epicurean fcheme to accomplifh that end. Religion only capable of fubduing thofe fears. The 
hypothcfis of Epicurus concerning the formation of the univerfe fhown to be ablurd. 1. In a more. 


general farvey of the parts of the univerfe. 


il. By a more clofe and ftrict examination of his 


tcheme. The principle of motion not accounted fer by that fcheme; mor the determination of it ; 


ene way. Pondus, gravity, 


Dy the cafual concourfe of atoms. The 
mitive atoms, being the fmalleft parts 
bulk, which have more gravity ; 


innate mobility, words without a meaning. Defcent of atoms; up 
wards and downwards, a middle or centre abfurdly afferted by Lpicurus in infinite fpace. His hy-.. 
pothelis not to be fupported, whether his matter be fuppofed fimte or infinite. His ridiculous affer. 
tion relating to the diurnal and annual motion of the fun. The impoffibiliry of forming the world: > 
could never meet if they moved with equal fpeed, ‘Pris: 

matter, would move more flowly ‘than bodies of gre ‘ 
yet thefe are abfurdly fuppofed to move the fwifteft. His affer-" 

















greater’: 


tion, that fome primitive atoms have a direét, and others an inclining motion, implies a contra. 
diGion. Lacretiys’s explanation of this inclining motion of fome firft atoms not intelligible. The 


inexplicable difficulty of ftopping the atoms in their flight, 
world. ‘The ponderous earth not to be fuftained in liquid air. 
heavens very ridiculous. No account given by the Epicurea 


and caufing them to fettle in a formed: - 
The Epicurean formation of. the 
ow the fun and ftars are upheld in: _ 





fluid ather, Their idle account of the formation of the air. ‘The variety of figure and fize given 


by Epicuras to his atoms, 


aconvincing proof of wifdom and defign, Another proof is the difpro= 


portion of the moift and dry atoms in the formation of the earch. His Sudicrous dnd childith ace © 


count of the formation of the hollow far the fea. 


No account given by Epicurus, or his followers, 


of the motion of the heavenly orbs, particularly of the fun. ‘ 


Cs we grant, no man is bleft, but he 
Whole mind from anxious thoughts ef death is 
free, 

Let laurel wreaths the victors brows adorn, 
Sublime through gazing throngs in triumph borne; 
Let acclamations ring around the fkies, 
‘While curling cloads of balmy incenfe rife ; 

Let fpoils immenfe, fet trophies gain'd in war, 
And conquer’d kings, attend his rolling car; 

If dread of death, Mill unfubdu’d remains, 

And fecret o’er the vanquith’d victor reigns ; 

Th’ illuftrious lave in endlefs thraldom beare 

‘A heavier chain than his led captive wears. 

With {wifteft wing, the fears of future fate 
Elude the guards, and pafs the palace gate ; 
"Traverfe the lofty rooms, and uncontroll’d 
Fly hovering round the painted roofs, and boid 
"Yo the rich arras cling, and perch on bufts of 

gold; 
Familiar horrors haunt the monarch’s head, 
‘And thoughts ill-boding from the dawny bed 
Chafe gentle fleep ; black cares the fon! intef, 
And broider’d lars adorn a fiovllce } 








In vain they afk thre charming lyre, in vain 

The flatrerer’s {weeter voice, to lull theix pains 

Riot and wine but for a moment pleafe ; 

Delights they oft enjoy, but never cafe. z 
What are diftin&tion, honour, wealth, and flate, 

The pomp of courts, the triumphs of the great ; 

The numerous troops, that envy’d thrones fc~ 

cure, 

And fplendid enfigns of imperial power? 

What the high palace, rcar'd with vaft expence, 

Unrivall'd art, and luxury immenfe, 

With flatutes grac’d by ancicat Greece fupply’d, 

With more than Perfian wealth, and Tyrian pride? 

What are the foods of all delicious kinds, B 

Which now the hunt{man, now the fowler, finds;” 

The richeit wines, which Gallia’s happy field, 

Which Tufcan hills, or thine, Iberia, yield? 
Nature deprav'd abundance does purfue ; 

Her firft and pure.demands are cheap and few. © 

What health promotes, and gives unenvy'd peace, 

Is all expencelefs, and procur'd with eafe. 7 

id the fhepherd, ice th’ induftrious fovain, . 


» plovghs che Gcld, or reaps the ripen’d grain, 








eB 
iow mean, and yet how tafteful is their fare! 

AMow fweet their flcep! their fouls how free from 
p care! ae 

Whey drink the freaming cryftal, and ofcape 

‘Th’ inflaming juieessof the purple grape ; 

- And, to protect their limbs from rigorous air, 
garments, their own domeitic work, they wear : 
“Met thaughts of death their lonely cots moleft, 

Affright the hind, and break the labourer’s reft. 
Since thefe reflections on approaching fate 
‘, BDiftruft and ill-prefaging care create ; 
Tis clear we ftrive for -happinefs in vain, 
‘While fears of death within infulting reign. 
But then Lucretian wits abfurdly frame, 
To fink thofe inbred fears, their impious fcheme. 
“Wo chafe the horrors of a confcious mind, 
Whey defperate means and wild cxpedients find; 
“The hardy rebels aiming to appeafe 
“Lheir tierce remorfe, and dream a while at eafe, 
@f crying guilt th’ avenging power difown, 
Anid-pull their high Creator from his throne ; 
‘That done, they mock the threats of future pain, 
> -gAs monttrous fictions of the poet's brain. 

dT hy force alone, Religion! Death difarms, 

““SBreaks all his darts, and every viper charms ; 
Soften'd by thee, the grifly form appears 

ANo more the horrid object of our fears ; 

‘We undifmay'd this awful power obey, (way, 
‘That guides us through the fafe, though gloomy 

Which leads to file, and to the ble abode, 

Where ravith'd minds enjoy, what licre they own’d, 
a God. 

Regard, ye fagea of Lucretian race, 

Nature’s rich drefs, behold her lovely face. 

Zook all around, terreftrial realms farvcy, 

.."The iffes, the rivers, and the {pacious fea ; 

Obferve the air, view with attentive eyes 
"Lhe glorious concave of the vaulted fies ; 
» Could thefe from cafual hits, from tumult thofe, 
arife! 
Can rule and beanty from diftraction grow? 
Man fymmetry from wild confufion flow ? 
‘When atoms in ch’ unmeafar’d Space did rove, 
And in the dark fer doubtful empire flrove 5 
Did mtervening chance the feuds compofe, 
“Eftablith friendthip, and difarm the foes? 

Did this the ancient darkfome horrors chafe, 

» DiftinQion-give, and fpread celeftial grace 
O’er the black diftridts of the empty fpace ? 
ould atoms, which, with andirected flight, 
RRoam’d through the void, and rang’d the realms 

ry » of night, 
* Of reafon deftitute, without intent, 
Depriv’d of choice, and mindlecfs of event, 
4n order march, and to their pofts advance, 
. Led by no guide, but undefigning chance? 
What did th’ entangled particles divide, 
‘And fort the various feeds of things ally’d? 
‘To make primaval elements felec& 
All the fit atoms, and th’ unfit reject? 
Diftinguith hot from cold, and moift from dry, 
Range fome to form the earth, and fome the iky? 
#com the embrace, and gloomy arms, of night, 
What freed the glimmering fire, and difengag’d 
the light? 
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Could chance fuch juft and prudent meafures teke? 
To frame the world, fuch diftribution make? 

If to your builder you will conduct give, 

A power to choofe, to manage, and contrive, 
Your idol chance, fuppos'd inert and blind, 

Mutt be inroli'’d an active confcious mind, 

Did this your wife and fovereign archite: 

Defign the model, and the world erect? 

Were by her fkill the deep foundations laid, 

‘The globes fufpended, and the heavens difplay’d | 
By what elaftic engines did the rear 

The flarry roof, and roll the orbs in air? 

On the formation of the earth refledt 5 

Is this a blind fortuitous effet? 

Did ail the groffer atoms, at the call 

Of chance, file off, to form the pondereus ball, 

And undetermin’d into order fall ? 

Did of themfelves th’ aflembled feeds arrive, 

And without art this artful frame contrive ? 

To build the earth, did chance materials choofe, 

And through the parts cementing glue diffufe ; 

Adjuft the frontier of the fea and foil, 

Balance and hang in air the finifh'd pile? 

Ye towering hills, whofe fnowy peaks arife 

Above the clouds, and winter in the tkies; 

Ye rocks, which on the fhores your heads ad 
vances tS A 

Are you the labour and the enre.of chance? 

To draw up ftones of fuch prodigious.weight, 

And raife the amazing heaps to fuch a height, . 

What huge machine, what forceful inftrument, 

Did your blind builder of the world invent ? 

Could it diftinguith, could it wall around 

The damp and dark apartments onder ground s 

With rocky arches vault the hollow caves, 

And form the tracks of fubterranean waves; 

Extend the different mineral veins, and {pread 

For rich metallic ores the genial bed? 

What could prepare the gulfs to entertain 
Between their thores the.interpofing main ; 
Disjoin the Jand, the various realms divide, 

And fpread. with fyatser'd ifles th’. extendtd tide 
Regard th’ unnumber’d wonders of the deep, 
Where confluent ftreams, their racé completed 
fleep: 
Did chance the compafs take, and is the dark 
The wide dimentfions of the ocean mark ; 
Then dig the ample cave, and itretch the fhores 
Whofe winding arms confine the liquid ftores, 
Which, gufhing from the mountain to:the main, 
Through verdant vallies draw their humid train? 
Did it defign the deep abyfs, and {pread 





The ancient waters on their central bed ? 

To the wiid flood did fovercign fortune fay, 

Thus far advance, and here thy billows ftay ; 

Be this thy barrier, this enclofing fand 

Thou fhalt not pafs, ner overflow the land? 

And do the waves revere her high command? 
Did chemic chance the furnaces prepare, 

Raife al! the labour-houfes of the air, 

And lay erude vapours in digeftion there ; 

Where nature is employ’d, with wondrous fkill, 

To draw her fpirits, and her drops diftil; 

Meteors for various purpofes to form, 

The breeze to cheer, to terrify the erm? 


€REATION. 


: 

Bidfhe extend the gloomy clonds on high, 
‘Write all th’ amazing fireworks of the fky 
In unconcodted feeds fermenting lie, 

‘Till the imprifon’d flames are ripe for birth, 
And ruddy bolts exploded wound the earth ? 


“What ready hand applies the kindled match, 


“S 


Which evening trains of unétuous vapours catch ? 


Whence shoots with lambent flight the falling | 


ftar, 
And flames unhurtfal hovering dance in air? 
‘What curiousléom does chanceby evening fpread? 
With what fine fhuttle weave the virgin’s thread, 
Which, like the fpider’s net, hangs on the grafly 
mead ? 


“Let us the moulds to fafhion meteors know, 


How thefe produce the hail, and thofe the fnow ? 
‘What gave the exhalinions wings to rife, 
‘To leave their centre, and poflefs the fkies? 

Let us no longer miflive weapons throw, 

But clofe the fight, and grapple with the foe ; 

Submit to reafon’s ftriteft teft their fcheme, 

And by mechanic laws purfue the huddled frame. 

Sce, how th’ ambitious architets defign : 

‘Lo rear the world without the power divine, 

As principles, the great contrivers place 

Unbounded matter in unbounded space + 

Matter was firft, in parts minute, cndued 

‘With various figures, various magoitude ; 

Some, moving in the fpacious infinite, 

Defcribe a line oblique, and fome a right; 

For, did not fome from a ftrait courfe defled, 

"Chey could not meet, they could no world cre : 

‘While unfatigaed tromi endlefs ages paft, 

"They rang’d the dark interminable watte, 

Ott’ clafhing and rencountering in their fight, 

Some atoms leap afide, and fome upright ; 

‘They various ways recoil, and fwiftly flow 

By mutual repercuffions to and fro, 

"rill, fhufiled and entangted in their race, 

‘They clafp each other with a clofe embraces 

Combin’d by concourfe, mingled and compreft, 

"hey grow in bulk, and complicated reft. 

Hence did the world and ail its parts arife ! 

Hence the bright fun and ftars, and hence the 
tkies ! 

Hence {prung the air, the ocean, and the earth! 

aind hence all nature had its cafual birth ! 

If you demand what wife directing mind 
‘The wondrous platform of the world defign’d ; 
Did range, divide, and in their order place, 

The crude materials of th’ unfafhion’d mafa; 
Did move, direct, and all the parts control, 
With perfe& ikill, to ferve the beauteous whole; 
Yortune ta this high honour they advance, 

And no furveyor want, no guide, but chance, 

Lucretian mafters, now to make it plain 
In building worlds how raw you are, and vain ; 
Grant that before this mighty frame was rear’d, 
Before confufion fled, apd light appear’d, 

In the dark void and empty realms of night 
Your reftiefs atoms did purfue their fight; 
And in their adverfe paths, and wild career, 
By chance rencounter, and by chance cohere ; 
"Thus clafp’d in frit embratcs, they produce 
Manymber'd cafval forms for different ufe < 


You, who to-clearer reafon make pretence, 


| OF wit refin’d, and eminent in fenfe, 





Let us, ye fons of Epicurus, know 

The fpring, whence ali thefe various motions 
What vigour-puh’d primzval atoms en? 
Was it a foreign impulfe, or their own? — - 
Tf "twas a foreign delegated force, {courts 
Which mov’d thofe bodies, and control’d their 
Afferting this, you your own {cheme deftray, 
And power divine, to form the world, eroploy. 

H from a moving principle within . 


ftew. 


+ Your adtive atoms did their flight begin, 


That fpring, that moving principle explain, 

And in the {chools unrivall’d you fhall reign 
Declare its nature, and affign its name ; 

For motion, and its caufe, are not the fame, > 

We know, you'll tell us, ‘tis impulfive weighty 
Mobility, or power to move innate : 

Profound folution ! worthy of your fchools, 
Where reafon in its boafted freedom rules. “ 
But.thus you mock mankind, and language ufe, 
Not to inform the mind, but to amufe. 7 
Of motion we the principle demand; = 
You fay ’tis power to move, and there you ftand! 
But is it to explain, to change the name? 

Is not the doubt in different words the fame ?i-” 
Do you reveal the {pring of motion more, 
By wifely calling that a moving power, - 
Which we had term'd a principle before? - 
The youngeft head new-vers'd in reafoning knévwg 
‘That motion muft a power to move fuppofe; 
Which while in vain you Jabour to unfold, ° 
You clearly tell us, that Lucretians hold 

An active fpring, a principle approve, 

Difting from matter, which muft matter moves 
Matter, as fuch, abftraéted in the mind, 

We from a power to move divetted find, 

Not more to motion than to ref inclin’d ; 

The power, which motion does to matter give, 
We therefore moft diftin& from both conceive ¢ 

A power to nature given by Nature's Lord, 
When firft he {poke the high creating word, 
When for his world materials he prepar'd, 

And on each part this energy conferr’d, 

Ye vain philofophers! prefumptuous race ! 
‘Who would the Great Eternal Mind difplaee's - 
‘Take from the world its Maker, and advance’ * 
To his high throne your thoughtlefs idol ‘chance ¥ 
Let us th’ inquiry by juft-fteps purfues 
With motion we your atoms will endue, “ 
We afk, when in the {pacious void they ftray, 

Why ftill they beat ong track, and move ong 

way! aut, 
Still the fame fight why do their parties take ? 
Why this, or that way, no digreffion make ? 

What will to this our Atomifts reply ? 
They anfwer, by an innate gravit 
The pondeross bodies ftill are downward 
And never upwards of themfelves return. 
Acute and folid anfwer! fee a flight, 
Worthy of fineft wit, and cleareit fight! 
Do not thefe wife mechanic mafters know, 
That no man can conceive, or high or low, 
Nor find diftin@tion of fuperior place, 
Or of inferior, in the empty fpace': 





borne” 
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Uncircumferib'd, and ignorane of bound, 
And where no midft, uo eentre, can be found ? 
: Perhaps, your mafter’s do@rine to fuftain, 
‘And marter’s downward motion to explain, 
“You with this famous Gallic friend affert, 
«That.isfuperior, whence your atoms fart, 
Aud tWat inferior in the empty fpace 
‘Fo.which they all dired their rapid race, 
ENow let us recollect, and what you fay 
At large, in one contraded view furvey. ‘ 
You fay, your atoms move; we afk you, why? 
Becaule it is their paturesyou reply. 
But fince that native power you never fhow, 
You only fay they move, becaufe they do; 
Bat let your atoms move, we bid you fay, 
Why they move this, and not a different way? 
You tell vs, "tis from inhred gravity; 
‘That is, you tell us, ‘tis you know net why. 
‘Til what is gravity you let us know, 
By fentolefs words haw can we wifer grow ? 
‘We give you this ingenite, moving force, 
“That makes them always downward take their 
courfe 5 
‘We then demand, which place inferior is 
Mithin the fpacious uneonfin'’d abyfs? 
You fay ’tis that, to which the atoms bend 
Their {wift carcer, for ftill they mutt defcend ; 
‘That is, they downward move, becaute they 
dowiiward tend, 

Let us, Lycretians, pow our tatk purfue, 
And of your (cheme remaining wouders view. 
Say, if your atoms of immortal race 
Arc equa) and commenfurate to {pace : 

Mf fo, the Loundieds vat immenfity 

While thus poffeft would full of matter be; 
For in the vacant, (as your {chools approve) 
Should finite matter be fuppos'd to move, 
Not knowing how to flop, or where to flay, 
¥t unobftrudled muft purfuc its way, 
Be loft in void immenfe, and diffivated firay; 

» Phe feattering bodies never would combine, 

“Nor to compofe a world by concourfe jein, 
But, if all fpace is full, if all poffer, 

Which fuppofition you embrace as beft, 
‘Then crowded matter would for ever reft; 
Nature no change of place had ever feen; 
Where a!] is full, ne motion can begin ; 

For, if it fhould, you'll be compell'd to fay, 
Body does body. pierce, to force its way 5 

Or unconfin’d immenfity retreats, 

‘To give.your utoms room to change their feats. 

. And here with us Lucretius does agree, 

‘That, if fome place from matter be nut free, 
Jo plenitude no motion could commencé, 

All would be flaguate in the vatt immenfe. 

Wit be (aid, fnati parts of empry fpace 
Are interfpers’d through all rhe fpreading mafs, 
By which feme bodies give to others place 5 
‘Vhen matter, you muft grant, would finite be, 
And ftretch unequal to immenfity ; 

And then, as Epicurus judges right, 

It would for ever take a ulclefs flight, 

Loft in expanfion void and ingnite. 

Retides, allowing through th’ extended whole 
~Small fcatter’d fpaces not of body full, 
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Then matter, you Lucretians maf agree, 
Has not exiftence from neceffity; 
For, if its being neceflary were, = 
Why are fume parts of {pace from matter clear rg 
Why does it here exift, and why not there? 
Lucretians, now, which fide you pleale, gm-_ 
brace = 
If in your void you finite fubRtance place, 
"Tis diffpated through th’ immenfe abyfs, 
Acd you to form the world materials mifs; 
You'll not the progrefs of your atots fay, 
Nor to collect the vagrants find a way. 
Thus too your mafter’s fcheme will be deftroy’d, 
Who, wholly to poffefs the boundlefs void, 
No lefs than matter infinite employ’d. 
If you, in honour to your founder's dill, 
The boundlefs void with boundlefs fubftance fill, 
Then tell us, how you can your bodies roll 
Through fpace, of matter fo completely full? 
The force this fingle reafon does exert 
Wu the foundations of your fcheme fubvert s 
Nor were it needful to purfue the blow, 
Or form a freth attack, unlefs to thow 
How flight your works in every quarter are, 
How ill your huddled fentiments cohere. 
Be this, O Greece, thy everlafting thame, 
That th tlefs Epicurus rais’d a name, 
Who buile by artlefs chance this mighty frame. 
Could one whofe wit fuch narrow limits bound, 
Nature, thy depths unfathomable found? 
Of his fagacious thoughts to give a part, 
Does not this wife philofopher affert 
The radiant fun’s extinguifh’d every night, 
Andevery morn, rekindled, darts his hight ? 
That the vait orb, which catts fo far his beams, 
Is fuch, or not, much bigger, than he feems? 
That the dimenfions of his glorious face 
Two geometric feet do {earce furpate? 
Does he not make the fickle winds convey 
‘The fun revolving through his crooked way? 
But, fince his febool hus gain’d fuch Spreading 
fame, 
And modern wits his mafter-fkill proclaim ; 
Let ua yet farther carry this debate, 
And, as you afk, confer on matter weight, 
Yo make it move within the vaft abyfs, 
And downward too, ev’n where no downward is; 
If this be true, as you Lucretians fay, 
Vat atoms wing with equal Speed their way, 
Then how could this that atom overtake? 
How could they clath, and how collifions make ? 
{fin a line oblique your bodies rove, 
Or in a perpendicular they move, 
If fome advance not flower in their Tace, 
And fome more fwift thould not purfue the 
chafe, 
How could they be entangled, how embrace ? 
’Tis demonftration, ’tis meridian light, 
Thofe bedies ne’er could juftle, ne'er could fight, 
Nor by their mutuat shocks be ruffled in their 
flight. 
Since matter of a greater magnitude 
Mutt be with greater gravity endued, 
Then the minuteft parts muft Rill Proceed 
With lefs, the greater with the greater fpecd, 
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stente your firt bodies, which the fmallefk are, 
Onkvhich the fwifteft motion you confer, 
Mitt he contented with the floweft pace, 

And yield to matter of more bulk the race. 

How wondrous little muft thofe atoms be, 
‘Which you endow with fuch velocity ! 

Minute beyond conception, when we find 

“Bodies fo fmall, where many are combin’d! 
How many various figures muft we take, 
‘What numcrous complications ufe, to make" 
Some compound things, fo fmall of magnitude, 
That all our (Snfes they with eafe elude! 

Light exhalations, that from earth arife, 
Attraéed by the fan-beams through the ikies, 
‘Which the myfterious feeds of thunder bear, 

Of winds, and all the meteors of the air; 

‘Though they around us take their conflant flight, 

Their little fize efcapes the tharpett fight. 

The fragrant vapours breath’d from rich per- 
fumes, 

From fidian fpices, and Arabian goms, 

“Though many yeurs they flow, will {carce abate 

The edo: ous bady’s bulk or weighe. 

Though antimonial cups, prepar’d with art, 
Their force to wine through ages fhould impart; 
This diffipation, this profufe expence, 

Nor fhrinks their fize, nor waftes thcir ftores 
immenfe. 
The powder which 








trutive guns explode, 
And by its force their hollow wombs unload, 
When rarefy’d ot ipoce, poflefics more, 
Five hundred times, than what it fill’d before. 
"The feeds of fern, which, dy prolific heat 
Cheer'd and unfolded,’ form a plant fo great, 
‘Are lefs a thoufand times than what the eye 
Can unaflited by the tuhe defcry. 
By glaffes aided, we in liquor fee 
Some living things minute to that degree, 
‘That a prodigious number mutt unite, 
To make the fmalleft obje@ of the fight. 
How little bodies muft the light compound, 
Which by your mafters is corporeal own'd; 
Since the va't deluge of refulgent rays, 
Which in a day the fun a thonfand ways ; 
"Through his wide empire iavithly conveys, 
‘Were they colleéted in one folid mafs, 
Might not in weight a fingle drachm furpafs! 
‘At leat thofe atoms wondrous fall muft be, 
Small to an unconceivable degree; 
Since though thefe radiant fpoils, difpers'd in air, 
Do never return, and ne’er the fun repair, 
Yet the bright orb, whence ftill new torrents flow, 
Does no apparent lofs, no diminution know. 
Now, curious wits, who nature's work infpedt 
‘With rapture, with aftonifbment, refiet 
On the fmall fize of atoms, which unite 
To make the fmalleft particle of light! 
‘Then how minute primsval atoms are, 
From this account Lucretians may infer : 
Yet they on thefe, without regard to right, 
Confer the honour of the quickett Bight. 
Within the void, with what a fwift career 
Your rapid -matter moves will thus appear. 
"That all mix’d bodies are in fpeed outdone 
By your irk atome, you with cafe will own; 
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For componnd beings can no motion have, 
But what their firft conitituent atoms gave : 
‘Then your primeval fubftances exceed 
The fwilt-wing’d wind, or fwifter light,in fpeed. 
How fon the fan-beams at the morning’s birth 
Leap down from heaven, and light upon the eareh& 
Prodigious flight! they in few moments pals 
‘The vaft athereal interpofing {pace. 
Should you enjoin a rock fp hard a tafk, 5 
ft would more years, than light will minutes, afk. 
One atom then (fo you'll be forc'd to fay) 
Mutt rocks and hills and the whole glebe out~ 
weigh 5 
Since it exceeds them by its fwitter Might, 
And {wifter motion fprings from greater weight, 
If nature's rule your atoms do emjoin 2 
‘To move dire@tly downward in a lines 
Say, how can any from that path decline? S 
Th’ inclining motion then, which you fuppols, ‘ 
Whence the firit concourfe of your atoms rofe, ~ 
Muff the great maxim of your fchools fubvert, 
Which {till with one confederate voice affert, 
"That matter by neceffity defcends 
In kines direét, yet part obliquely tends, 
And thus your matter, by its native force, 
‘Vo different points world fteer a different courte; 
Determin'd by the fame impnlfive weight, 
Move in a line oblique, and in g ftraight. 
To heal your fyflem's deep and ghaftly woond, 
Which this objection gives, Lucretius found 
A method; who a motion did invent 
Not firaight entirely, nor entirely bent, 
Which forms a line to craoked fomewhat like, 
Slanting almoft, and, as it were, oblique. 
Who does not now this wondrons bard adore? 
Sce reafon's conquering light, avd. wit’s refiltle/ 
power? : 
If atoms, after their cternal dance, 
Into this beaureous fabric Jeap’d by chance ; 
If they combin’d by cafual concourfe; fay, 
What, in a free and unobitructed way, 
Did ina full carcer your atoms flay ? 
What mounds, what force, when rufhing from 
the height z . 
Of fpace immenfe, could ftop them in their flight? 
Why in their road did they not forward pats? 
But fay, where now we find the fettled mafs, 
Why did they ceafe feom moving in defpite 
Of their own nature, and impelling weight ?. 
Had the wife troops fagacity to know, 








































That, there arriv’d, they fhould no further go? 

That, in this point of all the {pacieus void, 

"To form a world they were to be employ'd? 

Did they, in profpeét of fo great a good, © 

In this one place of all the liquid road, t 

All their encumbering gravity unload 2 

Fatigued, and fpent with labour infinite. 

Did they grow torpid, and unapt for fight ? 

Or, in th’ embrace and downy lap of air 

Luli’d and enchanted, did they fettle there! : 
Grant in this fingle place by chance they met, 

That there by chance they did their weight for 

ets Ca. 
It ha pend there they form'd 2 mighty mafs, 
Wher yet ne order, no difingion, was: , 
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‘Let this be fo; we afk you to explain 
“Phe wondrous power that did the parts fata 
For itil their nature and their weight remain. 

‘What from defcent thould ponderous matter ttay; 
‘When no more panderows matter ftops its way ? 
Can airy colummy prop the mighty ball, 

Ats preffure balance, and prevent its fall ? 

And after this remains a mighty tafk, 

Which more than human fill and power will afk 
‘The ftrong myfterious cements to unfold, 

Which atoms ftriétly complicated hold. 

But let us leave the heap in air’s embrace, 
‘To reft unmov'd within the empty fpace, 
‘Which knows no height, or depth; or middle 

lace : 

‘Tell, how you build the chambers of the tky, 
Extend the fpheres, and hang the orbs on high? 
You fay, when matter firit began to fail, 
And fertle into this terreftrial ball, 
Prefs'd from the earth thin exhalations rofe, 
‘Vapours and fteams, materials to compofe 
‘The fpacious regions of the liquid air, 
“The heavens, and ail the luminaries there + 
"Thefe vapours foon (miraculous event!) 
‘Shuffled by chance, and mix'd by accident, 
Into fuch ranks and beauteous order fell, 
As no effect of wifdom can excel. 
Hence did the planets, hung in zther, ftray ! 
Hence rofe the ftars, and hence the milky way! 
Hence did the fun along the tkies advance! 
‘The fource of day but fprung from night and 

chance ! 

But who can fhow the legends, that record 
‘More idle tales, or fable fo abfurd ? 

Does not your fcheme affront ewn vulgar fenfe ; 

‘That fphercs of fuch a vaft circumference, 
“That all the orbs, which in the regions roll, 

Stretching from eaft to welt, from: pole tu pole, 

* Should their conftructure,.and their beauty, owe 

: ‘To vapours prefs'd from this poor ball below ! 
From this fmall heap could exhalations rife 
Enough, and fit, to fpread and vault the fies? 
Lucretius thus the manner has difplay'd 
How meteors, not how heavenly globes, are made, 
But grant the fteams, which by expreflion role, 
Did all the fpheres and every orb compofe ; 

Since their ingenite gravity remains, 
‘What girder binds, what prop the frame fuftains? 

‘Fhe fun's bright beams, which you uf matter 

make, 

From heaven their downward flight perpetual 
take: 

‘Why does not then his body,. which outweighs 

By infinite degrees his golden rays, 

By its own force precipitated fall, 

* and hide fn ruins chis terreftrial ball? 

Can air, tnable to futain the light, 

Support the fun of {uch fuperior weight; 

And all the ponderous heavenly orbs fufpend 

Againft their nature, which does downward tend? 

Tell, wife Lucretius, tell the fecret art, 

‘Which keeps the heavens and earth fo long apart. 

Thus too the air, prefs'd frum this mais, you 

fay, 
Between the carth and fies expanded lay ; 
3 
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Not with intention that the folar light a 

Through the thin gulf might take an eafy flight; 

Or that with nitrous food it should infpire 

The breathing lungs, and feed the vital fire; 

But mere contingence did the gulf extend, 

Regardlefs of convenience, ufe, or end. 

Now, vaunting poet! should it be confefs’d, ; 

That from the ch the air is thus exprefs’d5 

Since things by heavier things are upward thrown, 

Which tend with ftronger gtavitation down ; 

Why are the fon, and the fair orbs of light, 

All which fo far exceed the air in weight, t 

Hung from the centre at a greater height ? 

Why do not thefe their nature’s law obey, 

Ruth frem above, and near the centre flay, 

And make all lighter bodies give them way? 

‘Tell us, Lucretius, why they ne’er purfue 

This natural bent, and this undoubted due? 

Since to the earth you give the middle place, 

Yo which all heavy things dire@ their Tace; 

If nothing does obftrudé, by certain fate 

Things would in order of their different weight 

Lie round the earth, and make one mighty heap * 

They would their place, as different ftrata, keep, 

Nor would the air, or interceding iky, 

Bepween the diftant orbs and worlds divided lie ; 

Ether and air would claim the highett place, 

The ftars and planets would the earth embrace 

As now the ocean floats upon ite faee.: < 

In vain you labour by mechanic rulea:; 

Tn vain exhaaft the reafon of your fehools, 

Thefe queftions te refolve, and to explain 

How feparate worlds were made, and feparate 
fill remain. 

Since to your uncompounded atoms you 

Figures in namber infinite allow, 

From which, by various combination, fpringy 

This unconfin'd diverfity of things; 

Are not, in this, defign and counfel-elear ? 

Does not the wife Artificer appear, 

Who the corporeal particles endued 

With different thape, and different magnitude, 

That from their mixtures all things might have 
birth, 

In the wide fea, and air, and heaven, and earth ? 

To all thefe figures of diftinguith’d kind, 

And different fizes, are not ends affign’d ? 

Then own their caufe did a& with wife intent, 

Which did thofe fizes {quare, and every thape in 
vent. 

When atoms firft the world began to-frame, 

is it not ftrange that every number came 

Of fuch a figure, and of fuch a fize, 

As ferv’d to found the earth, and {pread the fkies 2 

Had they not met in fuch proportion, were 

Their form and number not as now they are, 

In a rude mafs they had eonfus'dly join'd, 

Not in a finith’d world, like’ this, combin’d. 

Did thefe affembled fubftances tefleat, 

‘That htre a beauteous frame they muft ered? 

Did they a general council wifely call, 

‘Vo lay the platform of each mighty ball; _ 

To settie prudent rules, and urd: make, : 

in rearing worlds, what methods they fhoul& 
take? 
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T> every atom was his talk enjoin'd? 

His poft, and fellow-labourers, affign’d ? 

Did they confent what parts they fhould compofe ; 

"Phat thefe fhould ather make,. or water thofe ? 

That fome fhould be the moon, and fome the 

earth? 

"Thole give the fun, and thefe the planet bieth? 

If all thefe noble worlds were undefign’d, 

And carry’d on without a confcious mind ; 

Oh, happy accident ! aufpicious chance u 

"That in fuch order made the work advance ! 

At length to fucn admir'd perfection brought 

The finith’d ftructure, as it had been. wrought n 

‘With art tranfcendent and confummate thought! 
Since tis an outrage done to common fenfe 

"To fix a central point in fpace immente ; 

Why isa iniddle to the earth aflign’d, 

'To which your ponderous bodies are inclin’d? 
Befides, refle@ how this terreftrial mafs 

Does the whole fea a thoufand times furpafs; 

Which in a line, if drawn directly down, 

‘More than a mile in depth is rarely known. 

‘Now if by chance more watery atoms came 

Than earthy, to compofe this ‘wondrous frame 3 

Or had they both in equal number met, 

Which might as well have becn, had chance 

thought fit ; 

Or ifthe watery (we no farther prefs) 

"Were but an hundred times in number lefs ; 

"This globe had lain, if not a general flood, 

At lealt a fen, a mals of ooze and mud, 

With no rich fruit, or verdant beauty, bet, 

‘Wild and unpeopted, or by man, or beaft. 
‘Who will our orb's unequal face explain, 


© which Epicurus made all imooth and plain ? 


How did thy rocks, O earth! thy hills, arife? 
How did thy giant fons invade the fies ? 
Lucretius, that it happen’d thus, replies. 

Now give us leave, great poet, to demand, 
How the capacious hollow in the land 
‘Was firft produc’d, with eafe to entertain 
All the affembled waters of the main ? 
‘When carth was made, this hollow for the fea 
‘Was form’d ; but how it happen’d fo te be? 
Yt on a time fell ont, that every wave 
Ferfook the earth, and fill’ the mighty cave, 
‘Which happend opportunely to be there, 
Where now their heads the rolling billows rear. 
It then fell out, that ftones did rocks compofe, 
That vales fubfided, and that hills arofe. 
Thus the formation of the world you know; 
Go ail events fell out, and all things happen’d fo, 
By winter-fires old nurles encertain ? 
Does this unfold how all things firft were made 
His penetration has Lucretius fhown, 
By faying things proceed from chance alone, 
Bur let your troops, which rang’d the plains of 

night, 
flight, 

The high command of ruling chance obey , 


Can tales more fenfelefs, ludicrous, and vain, 
‘Without divine and fupernatural aid ? 
As their efficient caufe, that is, from none ? g 
And through the vacant wing’d their carelefs 
YInvuided apd uuceniciows of the way, 


. 

Sag 
Let them advance to one determin’d place, 
Prefcrib’d by chance, in all th” anmeafur'd Spacey - 
"Their proper ftations undirected find, 
‘Lo form a world that never was defign’d; 
Let all the rolling globes, and {pacious fkies; 
From happy hits of heedlefs atoms rife; 
Be thus the earth's unmov’d foundations laid, 
‘Thus the thin regions of the air difplay'd; 
Chance fhall the planets in their place fufpend, 
Between thefe worlds th’ xthereal plains extend. 
Direa the fun to that convenient feat, 
‘Whence he difplays his Iuftre and his heat. 

‘nis labour, all this progrefs, is in vain, 
Unlefs the orbs their various motions gam = 
For Ict the fun in buoyant ether float, . 
Nor nearer to the earth, nor more remote 5: 
Yer did his orb unmov’d its beams diffufe, 
He'd fure deftru@ion to the earth produce ;° $ 
One half for heat, and one for cold, would pray}. 
"This would abbor the night, and that the day: 
Did he not yearly through the zodiac pats, 
Were he not conftant to his daily race, * * 
He would not, by alternate fhade and light, 
Produce the needful change of day and night 3 
Nor would the various. feafons of the year, 
By turns revolving, rife and difappear. 
Now can judicious atomifts conceive, 
Chance to the fun could this jut impulfe give, 

By which the fource of day fo fwiftly flies, Poe 
His Mages keeps, and traverfes the flies! {How 
‘We afk you, whence thefe. eonftant motions. 

Will learned heads reply, they happen’d fo? : 

You fay, the folar orb, firft mov'd by chance, , 

Does north and fouth, and eaft and.weft, advance 

We afk, why firft in thefe determin’d ways 

He chofe tomove ? Why thence he never trays?” 

Why did he ne’er, fince time began, decline 

His round diurnal, or his annual line ? 

So fteadily does fickle fortune fteer 

Th’ obedient orb, that it fhould never err; 

should never ftart afide, and never ftray 5 

Never in pathlefs zther mifs his way? 

Why does he ne’er beyond the tropics go > 

Why ftill revolve ? why travel to and tro? 

Will it a wife philofopher content, 

To fay thefe motions came by accident, 

That all is undefign’d, fortuitous event ? 

But if the fluggith fun you'll not difturb, 

But motion give to this terreftrirl orb; 

Still of the earth we the fame queftion afk, 

Which to explain, you have as hard a tafk. 
Can chance this frame, thefe artful fcenes ere, 

Which knows not works lefs artful to effed ? 

Did it mechanic engines eer produce, 

A globe, or tube of aftronomic ufe ? : 

Why do not veffels, built and rigg’d by chance, 

Drawn in long order, on the billows dance ? 

Might not the Sovereign Caufe with greater eafe 

Anavy build, than make the winds and teas ? 

Let atoms once the form of letters take 

By chance, and let thofe huddled letters make 

‘A finith’d poem by a lucky hit, 

Such as the Grecian, or the Mantuan, writs 

Then weil embrace the do@rines you advance 

And yield the world’s fair pocm made hy changey 
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BOOK V. ae 


ie 


The Argument. a 


‘The introdu@ion. A defcription of the calamitous ftate of mankind, by reafon of ianumerable woes 
and fufferings to which they are obnoxious. Difeafes of the body. Trouble and grief of mind.. 
Violence and opprefion. The viciffitude of human affairs, and the certain profpect of death. 

‘Whence it appears that it fuits the ftate of mankind, and therefore is defirable, there fhould be a 

uments againft the Fatalifts, who affert the eternity of the world. There muft be grant- 

tient and independent being. The corporeal world cannot be that being: proved 

and the variety of forms tifing and difappearing in the feveral parts of nature ; 
feom the pofibility of conceiving, without any confequent contradi@ion, lefs or more parts in the 
world, than are actually exiflent; from the poflibility of plants and animals having had different 
fhapes, and limbs, from what they now have. The pretended fatal chain of things not felf-exiftent 
and independent; becauts all its links or parts are dependent, and obnoxious to corruption. Fate, 
sword without fenfe or meaning. Two mere arguments againit the eternity of the world, from 
the contemplation of the light of the fun, and of motion. Ariftotle’s fcheme confidered and con- 











fated, 


As haplefs mortal man! ah, rigid fate! 

‘hat cares attend our hort, uncertain ftate! 
How wide a front, how decp and black a rear, 
‘What fad varieties of grief and fear, 

Drawn in array, exert their fatal rage, 
‘And gall obnoxious life through every ftage, 
From infancy to youth, from youth to age! 
Who can compile a roll of a}l our woes? 
Our friends are faithlefs, and jincere our foes; 
‘The poifon'd arrows of.an envious tufigue 
Improve our errors, and our virtues wrong ; 
‘Th’ oppreffor now with arbitrary might 
‘Tramples on law, and robs us of our right ; 
Dangers unfeen on every fide invade, 

And foares o’er all th’ unfaithful ground are laid. 
Oft wounds from foreign violence we feel, 
Now from the ruffian’s, now the warrior’s, fteel; 

By bruifes or by labour we are pain’d; 
A bone disjointed, or a finew ftrain’d ; 
Now feftering fores affi@ our tortur'd limbs; 
Now to the yielding heart the gangrene climbs. 
Acute diftempers fierce our veins affail, 
Rufh on with fury, and by ftorm prevail ; 
Others with thrift difpenfe their ores of grief, 
And by the fap prolong the fiege of life ; 
‘While to the grave we for deliverance cry, ° 
And, promis’d fill, are ftill denied to die. 
See colic, gout, and ftone, a cruel train, 
Oppos’d by all the healing race in vain ; 
‘Their various racks and lingering plagues em- 
ploy, 
Relieve eaeh other, and by turns annoy, 
And, tyrant like, torment, but not deftroy. 
‘We noxious infects in our bowels feed, 
Engender deaths, and dark deftruction breed. 
“Lhe fpleen with fulien vapcurs clouds the brain, 
And binds the fpirits in ity heavy chaia 


Howe'er the caufe fantaftic CALs 

Th’ effed is real, and the pain fneere, 

{| Hydropic wretches by degrees decay, 
Growing the more, the more they wale away; 
By their own ruins they augmented lie, 

| With thirft and heat amidit a deluge fry: 

And while in floods of water thefe expire, 
More fcorching perith by the fever’s fire ; 
Stretch’d on our downy, yet uneafy beds, 

‘We change our pillows, and we raife our heads; 
From fide to fide in vain for reft we turn, 
With cold we thiver, or with beat we burn; 
OF night impatient, we demand the day : 

‘The day arrives, and for the night we pray ; 
The night and day fucceflive come and go, 
Our lafting pains no interruption know. 

Since man is born to fo much woe and care, 
Mutt fill new terrors dread, new forrows dear ; 
Does it not fuit the ftate uf human kind, 

There should prefide a goad Almighty Mind ; 

A Caufe Supreme, that might all nature fteer, 

Avert our danger, and prevent our fear; 

Who, when implor'd, might timely fuccour 

give, 

Solace our anguith, and cur wants relieve ; 

Father of comfort, might our fouls fuftain, 

Whea preit with grief, and mitigate our pain? 
°Tis certain fomething from ail ages pait 

Without beginning was, and til! will lofi ; 

For if of time one period e’er had been 

When nothing was, then nothing could begin. 

That things fhould to themfelves a being give, 

Reluctant reafon never can conceive. 

If you affirm, effects themfelves produce, 

You fhock the mind, and contradi@tion choofe : 

For they, ‘tis clear, muft act and move, before 

They were in being, or had motive 3 
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Zan adtive caufes matt of right at once © 
EuiMence claim, and as effects renounce. 
"Phen fomething is, which, no beginning had, 
‘A caufslefs caufe, or nothing could be made, 
Which mutt by pure neceflicy exitt, 
And whofe duration nothing can fefift. 
Let us inquire: and fearch by due degrees, 
What, who, this felf-exiftent being is, 
Should this-nvaterial worid’s capacious frame 
Uncaus’d and in lependent being claim: 
Jc would, thus form ’d and fafhioa’d as we fee, 
Derive exiftence from necefliry, 
‘And then to ages unconfio’d mutt lah, 
Without the leatt diverfityor watte. 
_ Necoffity, view’d witheatrentive thenght, 
2 Does plain impofibiliey denote, 
"That thing’s fhould notexift, which actual are, 
Or in another fhape or different: modes appeat. 
But: fee in all cotporeal nature's feene, 
What changes, what diverfities, have been! 
Matter not long che fame appearance makes 























But dhifts her old, and a new figure takes: 

JF now fhe lies in winter's rigid arms, 
Dithonour'd and'defpoifd of ali-her- charms, 
Soft vernal aire-witl-thefe th’ unkind ensirace, 

s {hike fabled nymphs transform’d, fhe's now @ tree, 
Now weeos into a flood, and itreaning fecks the 
She's now « yaudy ily, before a worm, [fea. 
Blow a vapour, and above a {form ; 3 
‘That tusf a lowing grazer-of the plain, t 
A lion this did-o'oh thé foreft reign. ° 
Regard that fair, that branching Jaurel plant, 
Behold hat lovely blufhizg amarant; 

And one from, bright Maria’s deft have bloom'd. 

Thele thifting feenew, thefe quick rotations, fhow’ 

Things from neceffity could never flaw, 

But mut to mind and choice precarious being 

> Let ys (uppofe, that Navure ever wat 

Without beginning, and w: out a caules 

‘As herifirtt order, difpofition, irame, 

Mutt then fubfit.unchangeably the fame ; 

Within the reach of potibility, 

That e’er the world a being could have had 

DiFerent from what it is, or could be made 

Of more or lefs, or other parts than thole 

Naw, Fatzliti, we afk, if thofe tnbvere 

Reafon’s eLablith’d muxime, who alfert 

"Phat we the world’s exiltence may coxceive, 

‘Though we one atom out of Nature leave ; 

Were abfent from the heavens, which now t there; 

Thovgh fome one kind of y ,or fy, of worm, 

No being had, or had anothes’s Form t 

And might not other aniarals arife, 

Jn the wide woud of pohibility 

Lie many things, which ve'sr may adétual be 5 

‘Aud more productions of a various kind 
Will-caule no contradiction in the Ay 


And genial dews tenew her, wither'd faces 
This onze was late a moutter of the main, 
Oné might have William’s broken frame affum’d, 
owe, 
So mutt our. mind prenounce, it would nut be 
Which the corporeal univerfe compote, 
‘Though fome one wandering orb,or twinkling tar, 
Of different figure, and of Giffecent lize ? 
Vou. VIE 
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“Tis pofhible the things in Nature found, 
Might different forms and -different pzrts have 
own'ds a: 
The boar might wear a trunk, thé wolf's hom, ~ 
‘The peacock’s train the bitters might adora; 
Strong tuiks might in the hovie's mouth have 
grown, ria 22 
And lions might have fpots, and levpards none. 
” Bat, if the world knows no fuperiur caufe, 
Oheys no fovereign’s arbitrary laws; 
Hf abiolute necefliy maintains 
GF cavfes and effeéts the fatal chains; 
What cou'd one m.tion frp, change ane event 2 
lt would tranfeend the wide, tbe vait extent, ~ + 
The utmol ftretch of poflibility, ; , 
“That things, from what they are, fhould difagree. 
If, to clude this reafoning, you reply, 
Things what they are, are by necellity 5 
Which never elfe fo aptly cou'd confpire 
Po ferve the whole, and Nature’s ends acquire; 
To form the beauty, order, harmony, |" 
Which we through all the works of Nature fees 
Ready we this affertion will allow, 
For what can more exalted wifdom fhow 2 
With zeal we this neceflity defend, 
OF means directed to their uicful end: 
But ‘tis not that which fatalifls intend, 
Nor that which we oppofe in this debate, 
‘An uncontrol'd neceflity of fate, s 
Which all things blindly does and mutt produce, 
‘Unconfcious of their goudnefs and cheir ufe, 
Which cannot ends defigu, nor means conve 
nicnt choote. 
If you pertilt, and fundly witl maintain, 
Of caules and effects an endlefs train; 
‘Yhat this fucceftive feries {till has been, - 
Will never ceafe, and never did begin, 
That things did alwayS, as they do, proceed, 
And no firlt caufe, no wile direétor, need : 
Say, if no Tinks of aii your fatal chain 
Free from corruption, and unchang’d remain 5 
Ifof the whole each parti e arose, 
And to 2 cauie its brtrow’'d being owes; 
How then the whele cau independent be? 
How have a being from neceflity? 
{s not the whole, ye learned heads, the fame 
With all the parts, and different but in nanve? 
Could e’er that whole.the leaft perfection thow,, , 
Which from the parts, that form it, did not flow, 
Then, tell us, can it from its parts derive, 2, 
What in themfelves thofe parts had pot to give t 
Farther to clear the fubj2ct in debate, 
Inform us, what you underitand by fate. 
Have you a jnft idea in the mind 
Of this great caufe of things by you afign'd? 
Tf you the cider and dependence mean, 
By which effects upon their caulestean, 
The long fucceifion of th’ efficient train, 
‘Asd fran coherence of th’ extended chaing 
Then fare is nothing but a mode cf things, 
Which from continued revolution fpringss 
relpect 
rietween the caufe effective and th’ effect. 
themfelves are that’, 2° 
hicd fcheols ingnd fy fate; 
Rr 
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Be 
‘Then fate by no idea can be known, 
* Tis one thing only, as a heap is one: 
You no diftinguith’d being by it mean, 
Buc all-th’ effedts and caufes that have beens. <: 
Ht you affert, that each fufficient caufe 
Mut a@ by fix’d inevitable laws; 
Wf you aflirm this neceffary ftate, 
And tell us this neceflity is fate; 3 
When will you blefs the world with light to fee 
‘Che fpring and fource of this neceflity ? 
Say, what did fo difpofe, fo things ordain, ~ 
‘To form the links of all the cafual chain; 
“that nature by inevitable force 
Should run one ring, and keep one fteady courfe ? 
‘That things muft needs in one fet order flow, 
And all events muft happen as they do ? 
Can you no proof of your affertion find ? 
Produce no reafon to convince the mind, 
‘That nature this determin'd way mutt go? 
Ae all things thus, becaufe they muft be fo? 
We grant with eafe, there is neceflity, * 
The fource of things fhonld felf-cxiftent be. 
But then he’s not a neceffary caufe ; we 
He freely aéts by arbitrary laws: 
He gave to beings motive energy, 
And active things to paflive did apply; 
Jn duch wife order all things did difpofe, 
‘That of events neceflity arofe : a 
Without his aid, fay, how will you maintain 
Your fatal link of caufes? Hence ’tis plain, 
While the word fate you thus affed to ufe, 
You coin a fenfelefs term, th’ unwary to amufe, 

You, who affert the world did ne’er commence}, 

Prepare dgainft this reafoning your defence. 
If folar beams, which through th’ expanfion dart, 
Corporeal are, as learned {choots affert ; . 
Since ftill they flow, and no fupply repays 
“the lavith fu his diffipated rays ; 

~ Grane, that his radiant orb did ne'er begin, 
And that his metions have eterna! been ; 
‘Then, by eternal, infinite expence, 
‘By unrecruited wafte, and fpoils immenfe, 
By certain fate to Now deftrution'doom'd, ’ 
His glorious ftock long fince had been conium'd ; 
Of light unthrifty, and profufe of day, : 
‘The ruin'd globe kad fpent his lateft ray, 
Difpers'd in beams eternally difplay’d, 
Had loft in ether roam'd, and loofe in atoms ftray’d, 

Grant, that a gtain of niatter would neg 


"The light the fun difpenfes in a day 
‘Through all the ‘ftages of his heavenly way ; 
That in a year the golden torrente, fent 
From the bright fource, its loffes fearce augment : 
‘Yet without end if you the waite repeat, 
‘TW eternal lofs grows infinitely great, 
Vhen, fhon!d the fun of finite bulk fullain 
tn every age the lofs but of a grain; 
If we fuppole thofe ages infinite, 
Could there feniain one particle of light ? 
Reflect, that nrotion mul abate its force, 
As more or befs abilructed in its courfe; 
“that alf the heavenly erbs; while turning round, 
riave fome rcfiftance from the medium found : 
Ve that refiftence-ne’er {» faint and weak, 
1f "tis eternal, “twill all metion break ; 
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If in each age you grant the Jeaft decreafe,!4 
By infinite fucceffion it mut ceafe. 
Hence, if the orbs have fill refifted been 
By air, or light, or ether, ne’er fothia; + 
Long fince thcir motion mutt have been fu pprett, 
The ftars had flood, the fun bad lain at ret ; 
So vain, fo wilda {cheme, you fatalifis have 
5 drefs‘d, i 

Let us the wife pofitions now furvey * ” 
OF Arittotle’s {chool, who's pleas'd to fay 
Nothing can move itfelf, no inward power 
To any being motion cay procure. ” 
Whate’er is mov’d, its motion mutt derive & 
Trom Something elle, which mu? an impulfepite : 
And yet no being motion could begin; ~ 


Elfe motion might not have eternal been, 
‘That matter never did begin to move, 

But in th’ immenfe from endle(e ages ftrove, 
The stayyrite thus undertakes to prove. ~ 
He fays, of motion time the meafurc is; 


’ Then that’s eternal tov, as well as this, a 


Motion through ages without limit flows, 
Since time, its meafitre, no beginning knows, 
This feeble bafe upholds our author's hopes, 
And all his mighty fuperftru@Qure Props. 
On this he all his towerieg fabric rears, 
Sequel on {equel heaps to reach the fpheres. 
But if this definition you deny ‘aie 
Of time, on which his building does rely, : 
You bring his lofty Babel from tha fky : aie 
A theufind fine dedu@ions you confound,” * 
Scatter his wait philofophy around, 
And level all his tru@ure with the ground, 
We then this definition thus defeat: 
Time is no meafure, which can motion meet; 
For men of reafoning faculties wil! fee, “ 
‘That time can nothing but duration be) "s+ 
Of beings; and duration can fuyyeR 
Nothing or of their motion, or their reft z 
Only prolong’d exiftence it implies, 
Whether the thing is mov’d, or quiet lies, 
‘This fingle blow will all the pile fubvert, 
So proudly rais'd, but with fo little art. 
But, fiuee the Author has fuch fame acquir’d, 
And as a God of feience been admir’d, 
A firigter view we'll of his fyftem take, * 
And of the parts a fhort examien make, 
Let us obferve, what light his icheme affords, 
His undigefted heap of doubtful words. 
Great Stagyrite, the loft inquirer fhow < 
The {pring whence motion did for ever flow, ; 
Since nothing of itfelf c’er moves or itrives, 
Tell what begins, what the firft impulfe gives. 
Hear how the man, who all in fame furmounts, 
For motion’s {pring and principle accounts, 
To bis fupreme, unmov’d, unactive Ged, © 
He the fick {phere appoints, a bleit abodes 
Who fits fupinely on his azure throne, 
In contemplatioa of himfelf alone; * 
Is wholly mirdlefs of the world, and void 
OF providential care, and unemploy’d, 
Te all the {pheres inferior are affign'd 
Gods fubaltcen, and of inferior kind : 
On thefe he felf-exiftence docs confer, 





“Who, as the God dupreme, ezernal are 5” 
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" . foun 

With admiration mov’d, and ardent love, 
They all their {pheres around in order move 5 
And from thefe heavenly revolutions low | 
‘All motions, which are found in things below... 

If you demand by what impultive torce 

"The under-gods begin their circhng courfe : 

He fays, aethings defirable excite 

Yefire, and objeGs move the appetite; 

So his firft God, by kindling ardent love, 

Does ali the gods itt feats inferior move + a 
“Thus mov'd, they move around their mighty 

{pheres, 

With their refulgent equipage of Mars ; 

From {phere to {phere communicate the dance, 
‘Whence all in heavenly harmony advance ; 

And from thig motion propagated rife 

All motions in the earth, and air, and Skies, 

And thus by learned Ariltoile’s mind 
[AN things were form’d, yet nothing was 
He owns no choice, no arbitrary will, 
~No artitt's hand, and no exerted kill; 
{All motion flows from neceffary fate, 

“Which nothing does refit, or can abate ; 
‘Things fink and rife, a being lofe or gain 
‘In a coherent, undiffolviog chain tain} 
SOF caufes and effcéts, which Nature’s courfe ful- 
“fh? unmoveahle Supreme. the reit does move, 
As proper objects raife defire and Jove 5 
‘They, mov'd without théir choice, without confent 
Move al! their fpheres around without intent; 
‘Whate’er he calls his moving caufe, to choofe: 
“He gives that caule no power, or to refufe. 
And thus from fate all artful order {prings, 
Wi5 rear'd the world, this is the rife of things. 

Now give us leave.to ak, great Sragyrite, 
How the firft God th’ inferior does excite ? 
Ofhis own fubftance does he parts convey, 

« ‘Whafe inotive force the under-gods obey ? ; 
If fo, he may be chang’d, he may decay. 

'; But if by fteadfaft gazing they are mov'd; ; 
And admiration of the objed lov’d ; 
If thofe below their motive force acquire 

. From the ftrong impiilfe of divine defire;, 
‘Fell us, what good your God Supreme can grant, 

“ Which chefe beneath, to make them happy, warit. 
If admiration of the God Supreme, 
And heavenly raptures thould their breafts inflaine, 
Is that of motion a refiftlefs caufe, 
Of motidn conftant to eternal laws? 
Might not each fecond god inadtive lie, °° 
On his blue fphere, and fix his ravifh’d eye 

= On the Supreme Unmoveable, and ne’er 

| Be fore’d to roll azound his folid {phere ? 
Say, how could wonder dtive them from their 

place ? 
How in a circle hake them run, their race? 
How keep them fteady in one certain pace ? 
He this a fundamental maxim lays, 

"That Nature wilely a@s in all-her wayés 
"That the parfuee the things which moft conduce 
"To order, héduty, decency, and ufe. fs 
Who Gin to reafon this affront endure ? 
Should it derifion caufe, or anger more, 
“fo hear a deep philofepher affert. * - oat 
‘That nature, not endu’d with fkill or art; 


delign’d. 




















OF liberty of choice, of reafon void, - 

Still wifey a@s, wherever fhe’s employ’d? 

Can attions be denominated wife, 

Which from a brute neceflicy arife, 

Which the blind agent never did intend, 

The meaus uncholen, and unknown the end? 
On this be laid the ftrefs of this debate; - 

What wifcely a@s can never act by fate. 

‘The means and end mutt firft be underftood 5 

‘The means,-as proper ; and the end, as good 5. 

‘Vhe a& niuft be exested with intent ~ 

By ufing means to gain the with’d event. ~..” 

But can a fenfeicls and unconfcious caufe, 

By foreign impulfe mov’d, and fatal laws, 

This thing as good, and that as fit, refpect, 

Defign the end; and then the, nicans elect? 

Nature, you grant, can no event intend, 

Yer that fhe acts with prudence you pretend: . 

So nature wifely aéts, yet acts without an end! 
Yet while this prince of fcience does declare 

That means or ends were never nature’s care; 

‘That things which feem with perfect art conte: 

By thé retiftlefs force of fate arriv’d; 2 

This cautious matter, to fecure his fame, 

And "fcape the atheift’s ignominious name, 

Did to his gods of all degrees allow 

Counfel, defign, and power to choofe and’knows 

Yet, fince he’s pleas’d fo plyivly to affert, 

His gods no act of reafoning power exert, 

No mark of choice, or arbitrary will, 

Employ’d no prudence, and exprefe'd no dkill, 

In making or directing Nature’s frame, + 

Which from his fate inevitable came; 

Thefe gods muft, as to us, be btute and blind; 

And as unufeful, ag if void of mind : 

Acting without intent, or care, or aim, 

Can they our prayer regard, or praifes claim ? 

Of all the irreligious in debate, 7 

This thameful error is the common fate; 

‘That though they cannot but diftinaly fee 


5 








‘Th Nature’s works, and whole economy, 


Defign and judgment in a high degree ; 

This judgment, this defign, they ne'er allow 

Do from acaufe endued with reafon flow. 

‘The art they grant, th’ artificer reject, 

The ftru@ure own, and not the architect ; 

That unwife nature i things wifely makes, 

And prudent meafures without prudence takess. 

* Grant that their admiration and their love 

OF the firft. God may all th’ inferior move; 

Grant, too, though no neceffity appears, [fpheres: 

That, with their raprure mov’d, they move theit 

Thefe queftions let the Stagyrite refolve, 

Why they at all, why ia this way revolve? - 

Declare by what neceffity control’d, 

In one determiu’d manner they are roll'd 24° 

Why is their fwift rotation weft and eaft, 

Rather than north and fouth, or eaft and wéft. 

Why do not all th’ inferior ipheres obey 

The higheft {phere’s inevitable fway ? . 

‘Tell us, if all celeftial motions mfe 

From revolutious of the farcry fkies,- 

Whetice of the orbs the various motions com? 

Why foie the general ruad purfue ; and Some - 

In wether firay, and difubedient ream? 5 
Brij 
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i yours the fource of motion is, declare, 
‘Why this is fix’d, and that a wandering fla? _. 
‘Tell by what fore, by what refiftlefs force, * 
‘This orb has one, and that another courfe? s 
' How goes the learned Greek the caufe unfold 
‘With equal fwiftnets why the fun is roll’d 
Still eat and weft, to mark the night and day ? 
To form the year, why throngh th? ecliptic way ? 
‘What magic, what neceffity, confines 
The folar orb between the tropic lines? 
. What charmsin thofe enchanted circles dwell, + 
‘That with controlling power the fun repel ? 
‘The Stagyrite to this no anfwer trakes; * 
Of the vatt plobe fo little thought he takes, 
‘That he to fulve thefe queition’ never ftrives, 
No caufe or of its place or motion gives. 
But farther yet, applauded Greek, fuppofe 
Celeftial mations from your {pring arcfes 
‘bac motion down to all the worlds below > 
From the firft {phere may propagated flow : 
Since you of things to fhow th’ eficient fource 
Have always to neceffity recourfe ; 
From what necefli:y do fpheres proceed 
With fuch a mealue’d, fach a certain {peed ? < 
We fain would this myiterions caufe explore, 
Why motion was not either lefs or more, 
But in this jut proportion and degree, 
as fuits with nature's juft aionomy. 
This isa caufe, a right one tov, we grant, 
But’tis the final, we th’ efficient want; 
With greater twiftne(s if the Ipheres were whirPd, 
‘The moticn given tothis inferior world - 
“too violent had been for nature's ule,” . 
Of too great force mix'd bediesto produces > - 
‘Vhe elements, air, water, earth, and firc, 
Which now to make: compvtnded things con- 
fpire, ' 
By theit rude fhocks could never ‘have combin’d, - 
Or kad been difengag’d as foon.as join’d : 
But then had motion ina lefs degree 
Beeh given, than that which we in nature fee 3 
Of greater vigour we had ftood in need, 
‘To mix and blend the elemental feed, + 
‘To temper, work, incorporate, and bind 
Thofe principles, that thence of every kind 
The various compound beings might arife, - 
Which fil the earth and fea, and ftore the fkics, 
Say, what neceflity, what fatal jaws, 
Did in fuch due proportion motion caufe, . 
Nor more or lefs, but joft fo much as tends » 
To frame the world, and ferve all nature’s ends? 
Aik why the higheft of the rolling {pheres, 
Deck’d to profufion with refulzent ftars, 
And all wich bright excretcences embatt, 
Alas the whole beauty of the heavens engroft; 
When of the others, to difpel the night, 
Each owns a fingle, folitary light; . 
Only one planet in’a {phere is found, 
Marching in air his melancholy round : 
Nature, he tells us, tock this prudent care, 
That the fublimeft and the nobleft fphere: - 
Should be with nobler decoration blett, 
“And in magnificence outhiine the ret; 
hat f9 its greater ornament and ftate 


Phould.bear proportion with its greater height. 
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tt feems then nacure does nat only fd. 
Means to be goed, beneficent, and kindy 
Bat has for beauty and for order card, 
Does rank, and flate, and decency, regard. 
Now, fhould he not confidering men forgive, 
Hf, fway'd by this affertion, they believe 
That nature, which does decency refpe&, 
Is fomething which can reafon, choofe, reflec ? 
Or that fome wife director mu prefide . 
O'er ngture’s works, and all her motions guide ?. 
You here fhould that neceffity declare, 
Why all the flars adorn the highett fphére 5 
Say, how is this th’ effed of facal laws, 
Without reflecting on a final caufe? 
One fphere has all the flars; we afk you, why? 
When you to beanty and to order fly, ‘ 
You plain affere the truth whieh you deny; 
That is, that Nature haa wile ends in view, 
With foretight works, and does defigns purfues 
Thus all the mighty wits chat have effay'd 
To explicate the means how things are made 
By nature’s power, without the Hasd Divine, 
The final caufes of effects afign, : 
They fay, that this or that is fo or fo, 
Chat fuch events in fuch fucceffion flows; ~~ 
Becaufe convenience, decency, and ufe, 
Require that nature things fhould thus produce, 
They in their demonftrations always vaunt i 
Efficient caufes, which they always want, ;  °~ 
But thas they yield the queftion in debate, 
And grant the impotence of chance and fate; 
For, tll they thow by what neceflity 
Things have the dilpofition which we fee, 
Whether it be deriv’d from fate or chance, 
Not the leaf ftep in fcience they advance, 
Grant Nature furnifh’d, at her vaft expence,” 
One room of ftate with fuch magnificence, 
‘That it might thine abave the others bright, 
Adorn’d with numerous burnifh'd balls of lights 
Does fhe.on one by decent rules difpenfe 
OF conftellations fuch a wealth immenfe, 
While the next {phere in amplitude and height 
Rolls on with one erratic lonely light? 
But be it fo, the queftion’s till the fame, 
Tell us, from what neceffity it came? 
Let us the great philofopher attend, 
While to the worlds below his thoughts defcend : 
His elements, earth, water, air, and fire, 
He fays, to make all compound things confpire ; 
He in the midft leaves the dul! earth at ref, 
In the foft bofom of the air carefs'd; 
The red-wing'd fire muft to the moon arife," 
Flover in air, and lick contiguous fkies ; 
No charms, no force, can make the fire defcendy ” 
Nor can the earth to feats faperior tend ;.- - 
Both unmolefted peace for ever own, 
This in the middie, that beneath the moon: 
Water and air act fo; for they, by fate 
Affign’d to conilané duty, always wait 5 
Ready by turns to rife or to deicend, . 
Nature againft a-vacant to defend ; ¢ 
For fhould a void her monarcht invade, 
Should in her works the fmalleft breach be made» 
That breach the mighty fabric would diffolve, 


| Asd in immediate suin all iuvolve. 
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A canfequence fo difmal to prevent; 
Water and air are ftill (as faid) intent 
‘To mount or fall, this way or that to fly, 
Scek fubterranean vaults, or climb the iky > 
While thefe with fo much duty are oppreft, « 
The earth and fire are privileg’d with reft. 
Thefe elements, ’tis clear, have not difcern’d 
‘The intereft of the whole, nor are concern’d 
Left they, when once at interpofing void 
Has nature’s frame o’erturo’d, fhould be deftroy’d. 
Tell, why thefe fimple elements are four? 
Why juft fo many ? why not lefs or more? 
Does this from pure necedliry proceed? 
Or fay, does nature juft chat number need 2 <. 
Af this, you mock us, and decline the tatky 
You give the final caufe, whea.we th’ efficient - 
afk. . : 
If that, how often shall we call in vain, 
That you would chis neccflity explain? , 
But here forgive me, famous Stagyrite, 
Wf 1 efteem it idle to recite * 
The reafons (fo you cali them) which you give, 
To make us this neceflity believe ; Pott 
Reafons fo trifling, fo abfurd, and dty, 
That thofe thould bluf, who make a grave reply. 
Your clements we grant : but vow declare, 
How you ta form compounded things prepare, ; 
And mix your fire and water, earth and air? 
‘The fwift rotation of the fpheres above,» 
You fay, muft all inferior bodies moves 
The eliments in fublunary fpace 
_Are by this impulfe fore'd to leave their places 
“By varions agitations they combine 
‘An different forms, by different mixtures join ; 
Blended and juftly temper’d, they compound 
All things in ail th’ inferior regions foynd 2. 
"Thus beings from th’ incorporated feur 
’ Refult, by undefigning Nature's power. 5 
Hence metals, plants, and minerals arife, 





"The clouds anc all the meteors of the fkies! 
-Hence all the clans that haunt the hill or wand, 
‘That beat the air, or cut the limpid flood! 
Ev’n man, their lord, hence into being came, 
Breath'd the pure air, and felt the vital flame! 
*Say, is not.thiva noble {cheme, a piece 
‘Worthy the Stagyrite, and worthy Greece? 
But now, acute philofopher, declare ‘ 
How this rotation of the heavenly [phere 
Can mingle fire and water, earth and air? 
"The fire that dwells beneath the lunar ball, 
To meet afcending earth, mutt downward fall 
sNow turn your (phere contiguous to the fire, 
Will from its feat that element retire? 
The {phere could never drive its neighbour down, 
- But give a circling motion, like irs owa, : 
So give the air inipreflion from above, 
It in a-whirl vertiginous would move; ~ 
And thus the rolling fpheres can ne'er difplace ‘ 
The fire or air, to make a mingled mafs; 7 
‘The elements difting& might keep their feat, 
Elude the ruffle, and your fcheme defeat. 
But fince th’ applauded author will demand 
- For complex bodies no direétor’s band; 
Since art without an artift he maintains, 
A building rears without a puilder’s pains; 





, 


TION, 7. ate 

He comes at length to Epieurue feheme, * - + 5 

Pleas'd by his mode! compound works to frame, 

‘One all his various atoms docs unite ‘ 

Yo form mixt things ; the famous S:agyrite, 

By his invented elements combin’d, 

Compofes beings of each different kind 5 - 

Bur bath agree, while both alike deny 

‘Lhe gods did e’er their care or thought apply 

"Yo form or rule this univerfal frame, 

Which or from fate or cafual concourfe. came, 

Whether to raife che world you are inclin'd 

By this man’s chance, or that man’s fate, az 

blind ; z cere i 

If {till mechanic, neceflary laws : 

Of moving matter mutt all beings caurfes- 

i artful works from a brute caule refult, 

From fprings ucknown, and qualities occult ¢ 

With fchemes alike abfurd our reafon you infult. 
And now, to finith this lefs pleafant tafk,’ : 

Of our renowa'd philofopher we afk, oe 

How was the earth determin’d to its place ? : 

Why did it fir the middle point embrace? 

What blandifhments, what flrong attractive 

What happy arts adapted to allure, « . 

Were by that fingle point of all the void, 

‘Vo captivate and charm the mafs employ’d 2 

Or what machines, what grapples did it cat 

On earth, to fix it to the centre fat? 

Bur if the earth, by ftrong enchantment caught, 

‘This poing of all the vacant fondly fought, 

Since it is unintelligent and blind, 

Could it the way, the neareft could it find? 

Wheo at that paint arriv'd, how did it know 

It was arriv’d, and fhould no farther go? 

When in a globoys form collected there, 

What wondrous cement made the parts cohere? 

Why did the orb fufpended there remain iz 

Fix’d and unmov’d? what does its weight fuftain ? 


power, 


x 


Tell what its fall prevents; can liquid air 


5 


The ponderous pile on its weak columns bear? 

The earth mutt, in its gravity’s defpight, 

Uphold itfelf; our carelefs Stagyrite 

For its fupport has no provifion made, ~ 

No pillar rear'd, and no foundation Said: 

When by occult ‘and unknown-gravity 

*Tis to its tation brought, it there mutt lie 

In undifturb’d repofe; in vain we afk him, why? 
Say, if the world uncaus'd did ne'er begin, 

Tf nature what it is has alwaysbeen; * 

Why do no arms the poet’s fong employ 

Before the Theban war, or fiege of Troy? 

And why no elder hiftories relate ‘ 

The rife of empires, and the turns of fate?) 
Hf generations infinite are gone, es 

Tell, why fo late were arts and letters known ? 

‘Their rife and.pragrefs is of recent date, 

And ful we moarn their young imperie& ftate. 

If unconfin’d duration we regard, 

‘And time be with eternity compat’d, 

But yefterday the fages of the catt 

Firft fome crude knowledge of the ftars expreft, 

In facred emblems Egypt's fons conceal’ 

Their myftic learning, rather than reveal’d, 

Greece after this, for fubtle wit renown’d, _ , 

“thy dcicness aud arts improv'd ot found; 

< oo Rr i : 
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Firft, eaufes fearch't, and Nature's fecret ways; 
Firft taught the bards to {ing immortal lays; 
The charms of mvfic and of painting raistd, 7 
And was for building firfl, and firft for fculpture 
praisd. 1 
+ Man in mechanic arts did late excel, 
-That fuccour life, and noxious power repel; 
Which yield fupplies for neccffary ufe, 
Or which to pleafure or to pomp canduce. 
How Jate was found the Joad{tone’s magic force, 
That fecksthe north, and guides the failor’s courfe! 
Hew newly did the printer’s curious {kill 
TW’ enlighten'd world with letter’d volumes fill ! 
” But late the kindled powder did explode 
‘The maffy ball,-and the brafs tube unioad ; 
The tube, to whofe loud thunder Albion owes 
‘The laurel honours that adorn hér brows; 
‘Which awful, during eight renown’d campaigns, 
From Belgia’s bills, and Gallia's frontier plains, 
Did through th’ admiring realms around proclaim 
Marlborough’s fwift conquefts, and great Anna’s 
name! 
|__ By this the leader of the Britith powers 
Shook Menin, Lilla, ‘and high Ganda’s towers; 
Next his wide engines fevel'd Tovrnay’s pride, 
» Whofe lofty walls advancing foes defy’d 
‘Though nitrous tempefts, and“clandettine death 
‘Fill'd the deep caves and numerous vaults beneath, 
‘Which, form’d with art, and wropght with endlefs 
toil, Sg OES RSE ba RE alae 
Ran through the faithlefs excavated foil. : 
See, the intrepid Briton delves his way, - 
And to the caverns Jets in war.and day; 
Quells fabterranean foes, ‘and rifes crown’'d. 
With {poils, from martial labour under ground. 
Mons,'to reward Blarignia’s clorions ficld, 
“Vo Marlborough’s terrprs did {ubmiflive yield. 
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The hero next affai’d proud Doway's head: 
And, {pite of confluent inundations ipread’ 
Around, in fpite of works for fure defence, ne 
Rais'd with confummate art, and coft immenie, 
With unexampled valour did fuccred : 
(Villars, thy hoft beheld the hardy deed!) 
Aria, Venantia, Bethune, and Bouchain, 
OF his ‘long triumphs clofe th’ illuftrious train. 
While thus his thunder did his wrath declare, 
And artful lightnings flath'd along the air, 
Somona's caftles with th’ impetuous roar. 
Aftonith’d tremble, bur their warritrs mores 
Lutetia’s lofty towers, with terror ftruck, 
Caught the contagion, and at diftance thook. 
Tell, Gallic chiefs, for you have often heard 
His dreadful cannon, and his fire rever’d, ‘+ 
Tell, how you rag'd, when your pale cohorts rut 
From Marlborough’ fword, the battle fcarce begut. 
Tell, Scaldis! Legia, tell! how to their head 
Your frighted waves i reflyent errors fled. [land, 
While Marlborough’s cannon thus prevails by 
Britain's fea-chiefs, by Anna's high ¢ommand, 
Refiftlefs o'er the Tufcan billows ride, + 
And Itrike rebellowing caves on either fides’ 
Their fulphur tempetts ring from fhore to thores. 
Now make the Ligur ftart,.and now the Moon 
Hark how the found difturbs imperious Rome, 
Shakes her proud hills, and voils from ‘dome to 
dome ! 
Her mitred princes hear the echoing noife, ~. 
and, Albion, dread thy wrath, and awful voices 
Aided by thee, the Auftrian eagles rife 
Sublime, and triumph in Iberian fkies. 
What panic fear, what anguith, what diftrefs, 
What coniternation, Gallia’s fans exprefs, 
While trembling on the coaft, they fromafi® 
View the wing’d terrors and the floating war 
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The Argument, 


The fabulous account of the firtt rife of mankind, 
' of the Greek philofophers concerning that-point 


given by the ancient poets. The opinions of many 
not Jets ridiculoas. The affertion of Lpicurus and g 


his followers, ‘that our firtt parents were the {pontaneous praduétion of the earth, moft abfurd and 4 


s Sncredible. “Che truc-origin of man ing 





red into, “He is proved to be at firft created by an intelli « 


gent, arbitrary caufe; from the characters and impreffions of contrivance, art, and wifdom, which 


appear in his formation, I'he wonderful progrels of it. 


the hones, 


how made, 
t . feared trom thefe appearances. 


Tat pagan worl, 10 Canaan's realms unknown, 
» Where knowledge reign’d, and light celeftial fhone, 

Loft: bydegrees their parent Adam's name, 

Forgot their tock, and wonder'd whence they came 





The figure, firuation, and connedtion of 


The fyttem of the veins, and that of the arteriés. The manner of the circulation of 
the biood defcribed. Nutrition, how performed. 


‘The fyftem of the nerves.- Of the animal fpirits, 


and how employed in‘ mufcular motion and-4enfation, A wife, intelligent caule in- 


Unguided, in the dare they ftrove to find, 
With. fruiclets toil, the fource cf human kind.- 
The heathen bards, who idle fabies crest, * 


p | Hlufive dreams in myftic verfe exprefe'd,” 
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And, {nee to natural fcience and divine, _ 

Tn beauteous phrafe made impious notiohs fhin®, 
In ftrains fublime their different fictions fung, 
Whence the fir parents of our {pecies fprung. 

~ Promethens ({o fome elder pocts fay) 
‘Temper'd and form'd a patte of purer clay, - 7 
To which, well mingled with the river's cam, 
His artful hand gave human fhape and frame ; 
‘Then, with warm life his figures to infpire, - 
‘The bold projector tole celeftial fire. 

While others ‘tell us how the humag brood ° 
Ow'd their production to the frnitful wood ; 
How from the laurel and the afh they fprung, 
And infants on the oak, like acorns hung : 

‘The crude conceptions preft the bending trees, 
‘Till chevith’d by the fun-beama, by degrees, . + 
Ripe children -dropp'd on all the foil around, 

Peopled the woods, and overspread the ground., 

Great Jupiter (fo forne were pleas’d to fing), 
Of fabled gods the father and the king, 
|The moving prayer of /Eacus did grant, 

And into men and women turn’d the ant. 

_ Some tell, Deucalion and his Pyrrha threw ~ 

‘Ohdurate ftones, which o'er their fhoulders Bew, 
Then shifting fhape receiv’d a vital flame, 

Atid men and women (wondrous change!) be- 
: came. ‘ 
And thus the hard and ftubborn race of man 
From animated rock and flint began, . 

Now to the'learned fchools of Gree¢e repair, ‘| 
Who chance the author of the world declare : 
‘Then judge if wife philofophers excel 
“Phofe idle tiles; which waiton poets tell. 

They fay, at fir to-living things the earth. 
“At her formation gave fpontancous birth ; : 
When yourhtel heat was through the glebe dif. 

us’d, Seer 
Mankind, as well as'infects, the produc’d; 
That genial wombs by parent chance were form’d 
Adapted to the foil, which, after warm’d 
And cherith’d by the fun’s enlivening beam, 
‘With human offsprings did in embryo teem 5 
Thefe nourifh’d there a while imprifon'd lay, 
‘Then broke their yielding bands, and fore'd their 
way} 
The field a crop of reafoning creatures:crown'd, 
And crying infants grovel’d on the gtound ; 
A milky ftore was by the mother earth 
Pout’d from her bofom, to fuftain the birth ; 
“In firength and bulk increas’d, the earth-born 
race - (place, 
Could move, and walk, and ready change ‘their 
O’er every hill ond verdant pafture ftray, : 
Skip o’er the lawns, ard by the rivers play, 
Could eat the tender plant, and by degrees 
Browfe on the fhrubs, and crop thg budding trees ; 
‘The fragrant fruit from bendifig branches thake, 
And with the cryftal flream. their thirft at plea 


2 fure flake. 
__ The earth by thefe applauded fchools, *tis faid, 
This fingle crop of men‘and women bred ; 

‘Who grown adule (fo chance it feems enjoin’d) 

Did male-and female propagate their kind. 
This wife account Lucretian fages give, ~ 

‘Whence our firft parents their detcent derive, - 


{A foft and milky : 
T will not afk what this apt humour made, 
4 Nor by what wondrous channels "twas convey’d 








~ Ss 
" 


Severely on this fubje&t to difpute, 
And tales fo wild, fo fenfelels, to confute, ~ 
Wire with inglorious labour to difgrace, 
The fchools, and reafon’s dignity debate. 
But fince, with this of man’s criginal, 
The parts remaining of their icheme muft fall 
(Yet farther to purfue the prefent theme), 


‘| Behold how vain philofuphers may dream... _ 


Grant, Epicurus, that by cafual birth pa ge 
Men fprung fpontancous from the fryitful earth. 
When on the glebe the naked infants Jay, 

How were the heiplefs ereatures fed? You fay, © 
The teeming foil cid from its breafts exude 
iquor for their food, 





For, if we fuch inquiries make, we know. 
Your fhort reply, It happen’d to be fo; 


4 Without afligning once a proper caufe, 


Or folving queftions by mechanic jaws, 
To every doubt your anfwer is the fame, 
ft fo fell out, and fo by chance it came. 3 
How fhall the new-born race their food con 
mand, 
Who cannot change their place, or move a hand? 
Grant that the glebe beneath will never drink, 
Nor through its pores let the {oft-humour fink; 
Will not the fun with bis exhaling ray 
Defraud the babe, and draw his food away ? ~ 
Since for fo long a fpace the human birth, 
Mutt Jie expos’ and naked on the earth ; 
Say,‘cmuld the tender creature, in defpite + 
Of heet by day, and chilling dews by night, 
In fire of thunder, winds, and hail, and rain, 
Andall inclement air, its life maintain? © 
In vain, you fay, in earth’s primeval fate, 
Soft was the air, and mild the cold ind heat; 
For did not then the night fucceed the day ? 
The fun as now roll through its annual way ? 
"Uh effects then on the air muft be the fame, 
The frofts of winter, and the fummer’s flame. 
Inthe firt age, you fay, the pregnant ground ‘ 





With human kind in embryo did abound, ~ 

And pour'd her offspring on the foil around. |) 

But rell us, Epicurus, why the field a 

Did never fince one human harveft yield? 

And why we never fee one ripening birth 

Heave in the glebe, and firuggyse through the 

» 2. earth ? 7 

+ You fay, that, when the earth wa frefh and 
young, 

While her prolific energy was flrong, 

A race of men fhe in her bofom bred, 7 

And all the ficlts with infant people fpread ;' 

But chat firft birth her ftrength did to exhaoft, 

‘The gerial mother fo much vigour loft, 


| ‘Thar, waited now by age, in vain we hope 


She thould aguin bring forth a human crop... a 
Mean time, fhe’s not with labour fo much 
worn, 


But fhe can fiill the hills with woods adorni 


See, from her fertile bofom how the porrs 
Verdant conceptions,and, refrefy’d with fhowers, 
Covers the field with corn, and paints the mead 


with flowers, : 


aed 








Cone oe Re ii} 


eat. 
See, her tall fons, the cedar, oak; “and pine, 
"The fragrant myrtle, and the juicy vine, 
Their parent’s umdecaying Mnength declare, ¥ 
Which with freh lahour, and unwearied care, 
Supplies new plants, her loffes to repair, ; 
‘Then, fince the earth vetains her fruitiul power 
"Vo procreate plants, the fore? to reitore; 
Say, why to nobler.auimas alone... 
Should-the be feeble, and unfrvitful grown? © 
After one bith fhe ceas'd not to. be. young, « 
‘The plebe was fucculent, the mould was ftrong. 
Could she at once fade in, her perfect bloom, «| 
‘Wafte all her fpirtts, and her wealth, confume ? 
Grant that her vigour, might in part decreafe, 
From dike produdions muft the ever ceafe ? 
‘Tr-form a race fhe might have fill inclin'd, 
‘Though of a monftrone, or a dwar fth kind”, 
Why did the never, by one.crude fay... .., 
Umperfed Jines and rudiments difplay.) 
Ta fome fucceeding ageshad been found 
A leg ar arm unfinith'd ip the ground ;. i 
And fometimes in the felds might plowing fwains 
Turn up {alt bones, and break unfalhion’d. veins, 
But grant the earth was levith of her power, 
And [pent at once her whole prolific hore bee 
Would not fo long ‘a ref. new vigour give, 
And. ail her firkt terility revive? . , 
Learn, Epicurus, of th’ experiene’d fwain{ 
‘When fr. quent wounds have worn th’ impoverifh'd 
 . sees 
Let him a while the.furrow not moleft, |. . 
But leave the, glebe tq heaveniy dewa and ref; ... 
If then: he till and fow the harrow'd ficld, 
‘Will not the foil a plenteous harvett yield ? 
1» The fav, by you, Lucretius, is afign’d « 
» ‘The other pargyt of all human kind, a 
Rat dors he ae languifh, or decay ? i i 














Does be npt equal influence dilplay, > 
And pierce the plains with the fame alive ray? 
1 then the glebe, warm'd with the folar flame; 4 
Men, once produc'd, i: fill fhould be the fame. 
__ Yeu fay, the fun’s prolificbeams can.form , 
‘Th* indoftrious aut, the gandy fly, aud worm ; 
“Can make esch plant, and tree, the yardener’s care, 
Betide their leaves, their, proper infeds bear: 
‘Vheo might the heavens, in fome. peculiar Rate, 
Or Jacky afpedt, beafls and men create, 
But late i-quirgs by their glaffes find. 
“Chat every infect of each diferent kind, 
Jo its own ogg, cheer’d by the folar ra 
Organs involv'd and latent life difplay 
‘Ins truth, difcover'd by fagacious art, 
Dves ail Lucretian arregance fubyert. 
Proud wits, your frenzy own, and, overcome 
By reaton’s torce, be now. for ever dumb, . 
tf, learned Epicurns, we,ullow 
Our rece to earth primzeval being owe, 
Eiow did the male and female fexes frame? 
Say, if from foriune this diftin@ion came? , 
Or did the on Parent then forefee 
By ene conception she should barren be, | 
And thereipre, wifely provident, defizn'd 
JreliGe pairs to propagate the kind ; 
““but, thas prefervd, the godlike race of man -- 
‘Miglit not expire e’er yet it Acagce began? 3 
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Since, by thefe various arguments, “tis cleat: 
The teeming mould did not our parents bears 
By more fevere inquiries let us trace rt 
The origin and fource of human race. 

Tthiok, I move, [ therefore know Tams 
While have been, Ifill have been the fame, g 
Since, from an- infant, Taman became. 
Butthough Lam, few ¢ircling years are gone, 
Since ] in nature's roll was quite unknown.. 
Thea, fince ‘cis plain I have not always been, 
1 alle, fromywhence-my being could-begin? 
1 did not to myfelf exittence give, : 
Nor from my(elf the fecret power receive, 
By which Lreafon, and by which 1 lives, 
1 did not build this frame, nor do I know 


" -The hidden fprings from whence my motions flow. 


Uf I hed-fornr'd myfelf, I had defign’d ~~ ° 


+ A Ryvnger body, anda wifer mind, 
From forrow free, nor liable to pain; 


My paflion.s thould obey, and réafon reign. 

Nor could my being’ from my parcits flow,” 

Who neither did the parts or ftru ure knovy 

Did ret my mind of bedy undervand, ; 

My fex determine, nor my thape command: 

Had they defign'd and rais’d the curious frame, 

tfpir'd my branching veins with vital flame, ** 

Fafbion’d the heart, and hollow chaonels made, 

Through which she cirgling flitems of life are 
22. play’ pe . 

Had they he organs of my fenfes wrought, 


| And form’d the wondrous principle of thought ;., 


Their artlul work they muft have better known, 


| Explain’d its fprings, and its contrivance fiown, 


léthy could: make, they might preferve me 
ton, 2s: 5 riky 


Prevent my fears, or diffipate my wo. : 
When long in ficknefs lingui ing I Ya 
‘They with cumpafiion touch’d did mourn and pray; 
To footh my pain, and mitigate my gricf, ; 
‘They feid kind things, yet brought me no relief 
But whatfoever caufe my being gave, 
The power that made me can irs creature fave, 

If to myfelf I did not being give,” 
Nor from immediate parents did seceive 3 
It could not from my predeceffors flow, . 
They, than my parents, could not more beftow, 
should we the long depending fcale afcend 
Of fons and fathers, will it never end? 





| If twill, then muft we through the order fun. 


‘Vofome one man, whofe being ne’er begun’; 


t If that one man was {empirerval, why iw 


Did he, fince independent, ever dic ? 

If from himfelf his own exiftence came, £6 

‘Lhe caufe, that cou!d deftrey his being, name. 
To feck my maker, thusin vain I trace 


| The whole fucgfiive chain of human race. a 
| Bewilder'd I my Author cannot find, R 


Till teme Firft Caufe, fume Selfexiftent Mind, 
Who form’d, and rules all nature, is eflign’d. f 
- When firtt. the womb did the. crude embryg, 

hold 7 - ot 

What thap’d the parte? what did the limbs ‘unc 

eae ae ; . _ 
Over the whole work in feeret did prefide, : 
Give quickening vigour, ard each motion goide? 
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What Idodled in the dark the vital flafne, 
And, efe the heart was form’d, pufh’d on the 
reddening ftream ? 
Then for the heart the apteft fibres ftrung ? 
And in the breaft th’ imgualfive engine hung? 
Say, what the various bones fo wifely wrought ? 
How was their frane to fuch perfection brought ? 
What did their figures for their ufes fit, 
‘Their number fix, and joints adapted knits 
“And made them all in that juft erder ftand, 
Which motion, trrength, and ornament, demand? 
What fur the finews {pun fo flrong a thread, 
‘The curious loom to weave the mufeles fpread 5 
Did the nice ftrings of tended membranes drill, 
‘And perforate the neaye with fo much fill, 
Then with the ative ‘ftream the dark rece fles 
fill? 
The purple maze the veins difplay'd, 
‘And all th’ arterial pipes in order laid, 
“What gave the bounding current to the blood, 
And to and fro convey’d the reftlefs flood? 
‘The living fabric now in pieces take, 
Of every part due obfervation make ; 
‘All which fuch art difeover, fo conduce 
"Yo beauty, vigour, and each deftin'd ufe : 
"rhe athelft, if totearch for truth inclin’d, ») 
May in bimfelf his full conviction tind, 
‘And from bis body teach his erring mind, § 
When the crude embryo careful nature breeds, 
See how fhe works, and how her work proceeds ; 
While through the mafs her energy the darts, 
‘To irce and {well the.complicated parts, 
Which only docs unravel and untwilt 
"Th' invelop’d limbs, that previous there cxift. 
And as each vital fpeck, in which remains 
Th’ entire, bit rumpled animal, contains 
Organs perplex’d, aad clues of ewining veins ; 
So cvery ferus bears @ facred hoard, 
‘Witl fecping, unexpanded iffue ftor'd; 
Which numerous, but ungnicken’d progeny, 
Glafp’d and inwrapt within each other lie + 
Engendéring heats thefe one by one unbind, 
_ Stretch their ‘fmall tubes, and hamper’d nerves 
unwied + 
And thys, when time fhall drain each magazine, 
Crowded with men unhora, unripe, uofeen, 
Nor yet of parts unfolded; no increafe 
Can follow, all prolific power muft ceafe. 
Th’ elaftic fpirits, which remains ar reft 
In che trait lodgings of the brain compreft, 
While by the ambient womb’s enlivening heat, 
Cheer'd and awaken'd, firft themfeives dilate ;: 
Then quicken’d aud expanded every way, 
‘The genial labourers all their force dilplay + 
‘They now begin to work the wondrous frame, 
To fhape the parte, and raife the vital flame ; 
For wher th’ extended fibres ofthe brain 
‘Vheir ative guefts no longer can reftrain, 
"They backward {prirg, which due effurt compels 
"The labouring fpirits to forfoke their cells; 
‘The fpirits thus exyloded from their feat, * 
Switt fron: the head to the next parts retreat 
Force their admificn, and their paffage beat : 
“Their tours around th’ unoyen’d mafs they take, 


Sud by a thowland ways their inroads make, 
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Till there refitted they their race infleét, 
"And backward to their fource their way dire, 
Thus with a fleady and alternate tuil 
They iffue from, and to the head recoil; 7 
By which their plaftiefunction ‘they difeharge, ~ 
Extend their channels, aad their tracts enlarge ; 
For, by the fwift excurfions which they make, -” 
Still fallying from the brain, and leaping back, 
They pierce the nervous fibre, bore the vein, 
‘And frretch th’ arterial channels which contain 
The various ftreams of life, that'to and fro- 
‘Through dark meanders undireétd flow ; 
‘Th’ infpe€ted egg this gradnal change betrays, 
To which the brooding hen expanding‘ heat con 
veys. be : 
The beating heart, demanded firit for ule, 
Is the firft mufcle nature does produce ; 
By this impulfive engine’s conftant aid, 
“Phe tepid floods are every way convey'd; 
And did not nature’scare at Arlt provide 
The.adtive heart, to puth the circling tide, 
All progrefs to her work would be denied. 
‘The falient point, 
Shap 
By turns 








{fo firft is call’d the heart,» 
+4 and {uipended with amazing art, 
dilated, and by turns comprefs’d, 
Expels and entertains the purple gueft; 

It fends from out its left Contraéted fide 

Into th’ arterial tube its vital pride 3’ 


Which tube, prolong’d but little from its fouree, 
Parte its wide trunk, and takes a\donble'courfe, 
One channel to the head its way diredts, 
One to th? inferior limbs its path infle@s: 
Both finalier by degrees, and fmaller grow, 7 
And on the parts, through which they branch. 
ing go, 2 
A thovfand fecret fubtle pipes beftow; 
From which, by npmerous convolutions wound, 
Wrapt with th’ attending nerve, and twifted 
reund, % 
‘The complicated knots apd kernels rife, 
Of various figures, and of various fize. 
‘Th’ arterial duéts, when thus involv'd, produce 
Unnumber’d glands, and of important ufe 5 
But after, as they farther progrefs make, 
The appellation of.a vein they take ; 
For though th’ arterial pipes themfelves extend © 
In fmalleft branches, yet they never end; 
The fame continued circling channels run > 
Back to the heart, where firft their courfe Begun. 
"Lhe heart, as faid, from its contraGtive cave :* 
On the left fide, ejects the bounding wave; 
] Exploded thus, as {plitting channels lead, 
Upward it {prings, or downward is convey'd ; 
‘Yhe crimfon jets with force elaftic thrown 
Alcend, and climb the mind’s imperial throne; 
Arterial {treams through the foft brain diffufe, 
‘And water all its fields with vital dews = 
From this.o’erflowing tidé the curious brain 
Dees through its pores the purer fpirits ftrain 5 
Which to itsinmott feats their paflage make, 
Whence their dark rife th’ extended finews takes 
With all their mouths the nerves thefe fpiritsdrink 
Which through the cells of the fine ftrainer fink; 
| ‘Phefe all the channel'd fibres every. way _ < 
For metion anid fenfation ftill convey. 





"The greateft portion of th’ arterial blood, 
By the clofe ftrudture of the parts ‘withftood, f 
Whiofe narrow mefhes flop the groffer flood, 
By ape canals and furrows in the brain, ~ 
Which here difehatge the office of a vein, ¢ 
Jovert their current, and the heart regain. 

‘The hooting freams, which through another 

. toad - : 


"The beating engine downward did explode, 
‘To all th’ inferior parts defcend, and lave 

The members with their ciccelating wave : 

'Yo make th’ arterjal treafure move as flow, 
~As nature's ends denitand, the channels grow 
Still mere‘ comtraGed, as they farther go: 
 Befides, the glands, which o'er the body fpread 
Fine complicated clues of nervous thread, 
Involv’d and twifted with th’ arterial dud, 

The rapid.motion of the blood obftrad : 

‘Thefe labyrinths the circling current fay 

For noble ends, which after we difplay. 

% Soon as the blood has pafs'd the winding ways, 
And various turnings of the wondrous maze, 
Brom the entangled knot of veffels freed, 

“Fe runs its vital race with greater {peed ; 

And from the parts and members moft remote, 


BY thefe canals the fireams ate backward 

: brought, é [wrought ; 
Which are of thinnerMoats and fewer fibres 
Till all the confluent rills their current join, " 
And in the ample Porta vein combine, 

that flore by proper inlets frains 

‘Fhe yellow dregs, and fends them by the wen 

‘0 the large ciltern, which the gall contains; 
‘Then to the vein we Cava name, the blood 
Cails in the {catter'd ftreams, and re-colleéts the 
He turns and winds anodft the flowery meads, 
And now contracts, and now his water fpreadss 
Here in a courfe dire& he forward tends, 
There tohis head his waves retorted bends : 
See, now the-{portive flood in two divides 
At length collecting all his watery band, 
‘The ocean to angment he leaves the land. 
So,the red currents in their fecrét maze 
In various rounds through dark meanders pafs, 
Till all, affembled in the Cava vein, 





This larger channel by a thoufand roads 
Enterathediver, and its tore unloads; 
Wich fom. 
flood. 
vAs when the Thames advances through the plain, 
‘With his freth waters to dilute the main ; 
His filver train, now with uniting tides 
He wanton clafps the intercepted foil, 
And forms with erring ftreams the reedy iffe ; 


- Bring to the heart's right fide their crimfon train, 


Which now compreft with force elaftic drives 
‘The flood, that through the fecret pafles ftrives ; 
'Bhe road that to the tungs this fore tran{mits 
Into unnomber’d narrow channels {pits ; 


The venal blood crowds through the winding | 


ways, 
And through the tubes the broken tide conveys: 
‘Thofe numerous ftreams, their rafy beauty gone, 
Poor by expence, and faint with labour grown, 
Are in the lungs enrich'd, which i 
‘The languid ligucra, and redtore the 
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The large arterial dudts that thither lead, > 
By which the blood is from the heaft convey‘d, 
Through either lobe ten thoufand branches 

fpread. 
Here its bright ftream the bounding current parts, 
And through the various paffes fwiftly darts, 
Each fubtle pipe, each winding channel, fills 
With fprightly liquors, and with purple rills ; 
The pipe, diftinguith'd by its griftly rings, 
To cherith life aérial pafture brings, 
Which the foft breathing lungs with gentle force 
Conftant embrace by turns, by turns divorce; 
The fpringy air this nitrous food impels 
Through all the fpungy parte and bladder'd 
cells, 
And with dilating breath the vital billows fwells; 
Th’ admitted nitre agitates the flood. 
Revives its fire, and re-fermepts the blood, 
Behold, bd Streams now“ciinge their languid. 
blue, eet 
Regain their glory, and their-ffame renew; 
With fearlet honours re-adorn'd, the tide 
Leaps on, aid. bright with more than Tyrian pride, 
Advances ¢1 heart, and fills the cave 
On the left fide, which the firft motion gave; 
Now through the fame involv’d arrerial ways, 
Again th’ exploded jets th’ impulfive engine plays, 
No fons of wiffom could this current trace, 
Or of th’ Ionic, or Italic reeeye ne ~ 
From thee, Democritus, it lay coridedl’d, 
Though yielding nat much to thee reveal’d; 
Though with the curious knife then did invade 
Her dark receffes, and hak oft’ difplay’d . 
‘The crimfon mazes, and the hollow road, 
Which to the beart conveys the refluent blood. 
It was to thee, great Stapyrite, 
And thy preceptor of divine 
Learning did ne'er this fecret truth impart 
To the Greck matters of the healing art. 
"Twrs by the Coan’s piercing eye unview'd, 
And did attentive Galen’s fearch elude. 

Thou, wondrous Harvey! whofe immortal fame, 
By thee inflruéted, gratefal {chool, proclaim; 
Thou, Albion's pride, did firkt the winding way, 
And circling life's dark labyrinth difplay; 
Attentive from the heart thou di 
‘The farting flood, and |: it 
ill thoa with rapture faw's the channels bring 
‘The purple currents back, and form the vital ring. 

See, how the human animal is fed, 

How nonrifhment is wrought, and how convey’d 3 
‘Vae mouth, with proper faculties endued, . 
| Firit entertains, and then divides the food; 

‘Two adverfe rows of teeth the meat prepare, 

On which the glands fermenting juice confer ; 
Nature has various tender mufcles plac’d, 

By which the artful gullet is em az 

Some the long funnels curious month extend, 
Through which ingefted meats with eafe defcend ; 
| Cther confederate pairs for nature’s ufe 

| Contrag the fibres, and the twitch produce, 

| Which gently puthes on the grateful fond 

i To the wide ftomach, by its hoilow road : 

That this long road may unobltruded go, 

| As iq defends, it bores the midriff through ; 
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‘he large receiver for concodtion made 

Borold amidtt the warmett bowels laid’; 

The fpleen to this, and to the adverfe fide 

The glowing liver’s comfort is apply’d § 
Beneath, the pancreas has its proper feat, 

‘So cheer its neighbour, and augment its heat § 
More to affitt it for its deftin’d ufo, Te si 
This ample bag is floc’d with active juice, * 
Which can with eafe fubdue, with eafe unbind, 
Admitted meats of every different kind ; 

This powerful ferment, mingling with the parts, 
"Phe leaven’d mats to milky chyle converts ; 
"The ftomach’s fibres this concocted food, 

By their contraction’s gentle force, exclude, 

‘Which by the mouth on the right fide defcends 
Through the wide pals, which from that mouth 
depends ; om 

In its progreffion foon the labour'd chyle” 
Receives the confluent rills of bitter bile, 
‘Which by the liver fever'd from the blood, 
And ftriving through the gall-pipe, here un- 
load 
Their yellow ftreams, more to refine the flood ; 
"The complicated glands, in various ranks on? 
Difpos'd along the neighbouring channel's banks; 
By conftant weeping mix their wetery fore 
‘With the chyle’s current, and dilure it more; 
“Th? inteftine roads, inflected and inclin’d, 
In various convolutions turn and wind, oes 
"That thefe meanders may the progres ftay, * 
And the defcending chyle by this delay * 
May through the milky veffels find its way, 
‘Whole little mouths in the large channel's fide 
Suck in the flood, and drink the cheering tide + 
‘Thefe numerous veins (fuch is the curious frame!) 
"Receive the pure infinuating ftream ; 
But no corrupt or dreggy parts admit, 
To form the blood, or feed the limbs unfit; 
‘Th’ inteftine fpiral fibres thefe protrude, 
‘And from the winding tubes at length exclude. 
Obferve, thefe {mall canals confpire to make 
‘With all their treafure one capacious lake, 
Whofe common receptacie entertains 
‘Th’ united ftreams of all the lacteal veins. 
Hither the rills of water are convey’d, 
In curious agueducts by nature laid, care 
‘Lo carry all che limpid humour flvain’d, 
And froni the blood divided by the gland; 
Which mingling currents with the milky juice” 
Makes it more apt to flow, more fit for ules 
‘Thefe liquors, which the wide receiver fill, 
Prepar’d with labour, and refin’d with fkill, 
Another courfe to dittant parts begin, ‘ 
‘Through roads that ftretch along the back within; 
"This ufeful channel, lately known, afcends, 
And in the vein near the left fhoulder ends, 
‘Which there unloads its wealth, that with the 
blood * ‘ y 
Now flows in one incerporated foods 
‘Soon by the vein ‘tis to the heart convey’d, 
And is by that elaftic engine play'd ¢ 
* Into the Jungs, whence, as defcrih’d before, 
It onward fpring’s, and makes the wondrous tour. 
* Now all the banks the branching river laves 
Withdancing ftreams, and animated waves; 








: as 
New florid honours and gay youth beftows, 
Diffufing vital vigour, where it fows; - 
Supplies freth fpirits to the living frame, | * 
And kindles in the eyes a brighter flame ; 
Mutcles impair’d receive new fibrous thread, ~ 
And every bone is with rich marrow fed ; 
Nature revives, cheer’d with the wealthy tide, 
‘And life regal’d difplays its purple pride. 
But how the wondrous diftribution’s made, 
How to each part its proper food convey’d 5 
How fibrous ftrings for nourifhment are wrought, 
By what conveyance to the mufcles brought; 
How rang’d for motion, how for beauty mix’d 5 
With vital cement how th’ extremes are fix’d; ' 
How they agree in various ways to join 
In a tranfverfe, a ftraight, and crooked line; 
Here loft in wonder we adoring ftand 
‘With rapture own the wife Diredtor’s hand,“ 
Who nature made, and docs her works som- 
mand. mae Ptieteet | 
Let tis howe’ér the thehié'as far parfue, 
As learn'd obfervers know, or think they do, ° - 
Mix'd with the blood in thé fame circling 
tide,’ s , aS 
The rills nutritious through the veffels glide = 
Thofe pipes, flili leffening as they further pafs, 
Retard the progrefs of the flowing mafs, 
The giands, that nature o’er the body fpreads, 
All artful knots of various hollow threads, 
Which lymphduds, on artery, nerve, anid vein, 
Involy'd and clofe together wound, contain, 
Make yet the morion of the ftreams more flow, 
Which through thofe mazes intricate muft flow + 
And hence it comes the interrupted blood 
Diftends its channels with its {welling flood; * 
Thofe channels, turgid with th’ obftrodtive tide, 
Stretch their fmall holes, and make their mefhes 
wide, 
By fkilfu) nature pierc’d on tvery fide. a 
Mean time,- the Jabour’d chyle peneedes the pores 
In all th’ arterial perforated fhores’ 
‘The liquid food, which through thofe paffes frives, 
To every part jnft reparation gives; s 
Through holes of various figures various juice 
Ynfinnates, to ferve for nature’s ufe. z 
See fofter fibres to the fleth are fent; + 
While the thin membrane finer ftrings augment; 
The tough and ftrong are on the finews laid, 
And to the bones the harder are convey’d; 
But what the mafs nutritious does divide, 
To different parts the different portions guide, 
‘What makes them aptly to the limbs adhere, 
In youth augment them, and in age repair, 
The deepeft fearch could never yet declare, 
Nor lefs contrivance, nor Jefs curious art, 
Surprife and pleafe in every other part. 
See, how the nerves, with equal wifdom made, 
Arifing from the tender brain, pervade, : 
And fecret pafsin pairs the channel’d bone, + 
And thence advance through paths and roads um 
: known; 9°." 2A e 
Form’d of the fineft complicated thread, * 
Thefe numerons cords are through the body fpread 
A thouiand branchés froni each trenk they fend, 
Some to the timbs, fome to the bowels tend ; 
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Yet feldom erring they attain their end, © ~ 
And reach qhat fingle part, which we intend g 
Unguided they a juft diflinction make; 
This mafele fwell, and leave the other flack; 
And when their force this limb or that infleda, 
Our wil the’ meafure of that foree directs; 
The fpirits which diftend them, as we pleafe, 
Exert their power, or from their duty ceafe. 
Thefe out-guards of the mind are fent abroad, 
And {till patrolling beat the neighbouring road; 
Or to the parts remote obedient fly, i 
Keep potts advanc'd, and on the frontier lig, 
The watchful cegtinels at every gate, . 
At every paffage to the fenfes wait ; 
Still trayel to and fro the nervous way, 
And their impreffions to the brain convey, 
Where their report the vital envoys make, 
And with new orders are remanded back ; 
Quick, as a darted beam of light, they go, 
Th tough different paths ro different orgahs flow, 
Whence they refiect as {wiftiy co the brain, 
To give it pleafure, or to give it pain, s 
" Thus has the mule a daring wing difplay’d, 
Through tracklefs tkies ambitious flight effa 
To fing the wonders of the human frame ; 
But, ob ! bewails her weak, unequal flame, 
Ye fkilfyl mafters of Machaon's race, **~” 
Who nature's mazy intricacies trace, + 
And to fublimer fpheres of knowledge rife 
By manag'd fire, and late-invented eyes; 
Tell, how your fearch has here eluded been, 
How oft amaz’d and ravith'd you have feen 
‘The conduct, prudence, and ftupendovs art, 
And mafter-ftrokes in cach mechanic part... 
Tell, what delightful myfteries remain © 
Unfung, which my inferior veice difdain, 
Who can this field of miracles furvey i 


Some in ftrait lines, fome in tranfverfe, are found, 
One forms a crooked figure, one a round ; 

‘The entrails theft embrace in fpiral Crings, 

‘Thofe clalp th’ arterial tubes in render rings; 
‘The tendons fome compacted clofe produce, 

And fome thin fibres for the fkin diffute. 

"Thefe fubile channels ({uch is every nerve i 
For vital functions, fenfe, and motion ferve; 
Included fpirits through their fecret read 
Pafs to and fro, as through the veins the blood; 
Some to the heart advancing take their way, 
Which move and make the beating mufcle play; 
Part to the fplecn, part to the liver, flows, - 
Thefe to the lungs, and to the ffomach thofe; . 
They help to labour and concoé the food, = 
Refine the chyle, and animate the blood; 

Exalt the ferments, and che ftrainers aid, 
That, by a conftant feparation made, 
They may a due economy maintain, 
Exclude the noxious parts; the good retain. _ 
~ Yet we thefe wondrous fundtions ne'er perceive, 
Funétiona, by which we move, by which we live; 
Unconfcions we thefe motions never heed, a 
‘Whether chey err, or by juft tawe proceed, 
But othee fpirits, govern’d by the will, 
Shoot through their tracks, and diftant mufeles fill: 
‘This Sovereign by his arbitrary nod cont 
Reftrains, or fends his minifters abroad; _ 
Swift and obedient to his high command, 
‘They ftir a finger, or they lift a hand; 
‘They tue our voices, ar they move our eyess 
By thefe we walk, or from the ground arile ; 
By thefe we turn, by thefe'the body bend; -- 
Contract a limb at pleafure, or extend. 
And though thefe {pirits, which obfequious go, 
Know not the peths through which they ready 
: flow, | sib A 
Nor can our mind inftraé them in their way, 












And not with Galen all in rapture fay 
Behold a God, adore him, and obey ! 


Of all their roads as ignorant as they ; . 
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* The Argument. 


‘The introdudtion, in imitation of. King Solomon’s ironical conceffions to the libertine. ‘The Creator 
afferted, from the contemplation of animals, Of their fenfe of hearing, tafting, {melling, and efpes 
cially of feeing. Of the nobler opetations of animals, commonly called inflinds. The Creator dew’ 
monttrated farther, from the contemplation of human underftanding, and the perfections of the 
mind. The vigour and {wiftnefs of thought. ‘Simple:perception. Reflection. Of the mind’s power" 
of abMradiug, uniting, and feparating ideas, Of the faculty of reafoning, or deducing one propo-> 
fition from two others. The power of human underftanding, in inventing fkilful works, and in, 
ether inflances, The mind's felf-determining power, or freedom of choice. Her pewer of electing’ 
an end, and choofing means to attain that end, OF controiling our appetites, rejecting pleafures, 
wand choofing pain, want, and death itfelf, in hopes of happinefs in a diftant unknown ftate of lifes 
"The conclufion, being a short recapitulation of the whole; with a hymn to the Creator of the: 
world, , 7 - Bas . Py at et mle ae 

W urze rofy youth in perfe& bloom maintains, | And Spirite, fwift as fun-beams through the Akies, . 

‘Thoughtlefs of age, and ignorast-of pains; Dart through thy nerves, and fparkle’ in 

While from the heate rich ftreams with vigour eyes; ar) peer 

. fpcing, {ring ; } While nature with full firength thy finews arma, 

Bound through their roads, and dance their vital Glows in thy cheeks, and triumphs in her charms 5, 

Bede ty mo cee ie oa ari ees ‘ 
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And fince fo great a diftance lies between 
“The eye-ball, and the feat of fenfe within ; 
While in the eye th’ arrefted object ftays, 
‘Tell, what th’ idea to the brain conveys? 
You fay, the {pirits in the optic nerve, 
‘Mov'd by the intercepted image, ferve ~ | 
“f'o bear th’ injpreffion to the brain, atid give 
‘The ftroke, by which the object we perceive. 
How does the brain, touch’d with a different 
woftroke, ee 
The whale diftinguifh from the marble rock ?- 
Pronounce this tree a cedar, that an oak ? 
Can fpirits weak or ftronger blows exprefs,. 
One body greater, and another lefs? - 
‘How do they make us {pace and diftance know? 
At once diftiné a thoufand objects fhow? 
Lucretians, now proceed; contemplate all 
"The nobler actions of the animal, : 
“Which inftingt fome, fome lower reafon, call, 
Say, what contexture did by chance arrive, * 
‘Which to brute creatures did that inftiné give, 
‘Whence they at fight difcern and dread their foe, 
‘Their food diftinguith, and their phyfic know ? 
By which the fion learns to hunt his prey, 
And the weak herd’to feag and fly away?" “°"* 
The birds contrive inimitable nefts? 2 
And dens are haunted by the forett beafts? 
‘Whence fome in fubterranean dwellings hide; 
‘Thefe in the rocks, and thole in woods abide ? 
‘Whence timorous beafts, through bills and lawns 
. purfued, ¢ ‘ 
By artful thifts the ravening foe elide 2-2 
What various wonders may obfervers fee 4 
In a {mall infect, the fagacious hee! >, 
Mark, how the little untaught builders fguare 
‘Their rooms, and in the dark their lodgings rear’ 
Nature's mechanics, they unwearied ftrive, -_ 
And fill with cirious labyrinths thc hive. ~" 
See, what bright flrokes of archite@ture hhine ~ 
‘Through the whole frame, what beauty, what de- 
» fign! ; m 
Each cidoriferous cell, and waxen tower, 
‘Vhe yellow pillage of the rifled flower, 
Has twice three fides, the only figure fit || 
‘Yo which the labourers may their ftores commit, 
Without the lofs cf matter, or of room, 
4 al the wondrous ftructure of the comb. 
Next view, fpectator, with admiring eyes, 
In what juft order all th’ apartments rife! 
So regular their equal fides cahere, 
‘Th’ adapted angles fo each other bear, 
"That, by mechanic rules refin’d and bold, 
They are ar once upheld, at once uphold. 
Does not this &ill ev’n vie with reafon’s reach? 
Can. Euclid more, can more Palladin, teach? 
Each verdant hill th’ induftrious chemifts climb, © 
Extrad the riches of the blooming thyme, 
And, provident of winter long before, {fore ; 
‘They tock their caves, and heard their flowery 
In peace they rule their fate with prudent care, 
‘Wilely defend, or wage offenfive war. pte 
Maro, thefe wonders offer’d to his thought; 
Felt his known ardour, and the rapture caught: 
‘Thea rais’d his voice, and, in immortal lays, - 
Did high as heaven the infact nation raife, 
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1f, Epicurus, this wholé artful fratne 
Does not 2 wite Creator’s hand proclaim; 
To view the intellectual world advance ; 
Is this the creature too of fate or chance ? 
Turn on itfelf thy godlike reafon’s ray, 
Thy mind contemplate, and its power furvey.. | 
What high perfections grace the human mind, 
In ficth imprifon’d, and to earth confin'd! , + 
What vigour has fhe ! what a piercing fight-+ 
Strong as the winds, and fprightly as the light { 
She moves unweary’d as the active fire, * 
And, like the flame, her flights to heaven afpire 
By day her thoughts in never-ceafing ftreams 
Flow clear; by night they ftrive in trouble 
‘ dreams. ‘ ¢ 
Stie draws ten thonfand landfcapes in the brains 
Drefles of airy forms an endlefs train, 
Which all her intelig@taal fcenes prepare, 
Enter by turns the ftage, and difappear. 
‘To the remoter regions of the fky wk 
Her fwift-wing’d thought can in a moment fly. 
Climb to the heights of heaven, to be employ'd 
In viewing thence th’ interminable void ; 
Can look beyond the ftream.oftime, to fee 
‘The ftagnant ocean of eternity. 2 
‘Thoughts in an inftant through the zodiac run, 
A year’s long journey for the Jabouring fun ; 
Then down they shoot, as {wift as darting light; 
Nor can oppofing clouds retard their flight ;- 
Through fubterranean vaults with eafe they {weep 
And fearch the hidden wonders of the deep. 
When man with reafon dignify’d is born; 
No images his naked mind adorn ; 
No fciences ar arts enrich his brain, : 
Nor fancy yet difplays her pistur'd train 2” 
He no innate ideas can difcern, 2 


“Of knowledge deftitute, though apt to learn 


Our intelledtual, like the body's, eye, 
Whilft in the womb, no objet can defcry ; 
Yee is difpas’d co entertain the light, 


“And judge of things when offer’d co the fight, . 


When objects through the fenfes paflage gain, - 
And fill with various imagery the brain, . 
Th’ ideas, which the mind does thence perceive; 
To think and know the firft occafion give, °° 


Nor ever tafte, or fmell, or hear, or fee, -, 
Could fhe poffeft of power perceptive be ? 
Wretches, who fightlefs into being came, 
Of light or colour no idea frame. 


-Did fhe not ufe the fenfes’ miniftry, i 


“Then grant a man his being did commence, 


Deny’d by Nature each external fenfe, 

Thele ports ubopen’d, diffident we guefs, - 

Th’ unconfcious foul no image could poffefs; 

‘Though what in fuch a ftate the reftlefs train 

Of fpirits would produce, we afk in vain. 

The mind proceeds, and to refleGion goes, ‘ 

Perccives fhe does perceive, and knows fhe knows 

Reviews her acts, and dves from thenct conv 

clade 5 Wo 

She is with reafon atid with choite endued. 
From individuals of diftinguith’d kind, 

By her abfiraéting faculty, the mind 

Precifely general natures can conceive, 

And birth to‘notions univerfal give ; 
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Ht yarious modes of things diflindtly hows, 
A pure refpea, a nice relation knows, Cows; ¢ 
"And fees whence cach refpect and cach relation 
By her abftracting power in pieces takes (makes; 
‘the mix'd and compound whele, which Nature 
On objedts of the fenfes fhe Fefines, 

Beings by Nature feparated joins, 

‘And fevers qualities, which that combines. 

She mind, from things repugnant, fome refpects 
3n which their natures are alike felects, 

“And can fome differznce and unlikenefs fee 
"In things which feem entirely to agree: 

She does diftinguifh here, and there unite ; 
The mark of judgment that, and this of wit. 

; ‘Ag fhe can reckon, feparate, and compare, 

Conceive what order, rude, proportion, are, 

‘ So from one thought the Mill can more infer 5 

- Maxim from maxim can by force exprefs, 

“And make difcover’d truths affociate truths confefs: 
_On plain foundations, which our reafon lays, * 
She can ftupendous frames of feience raife 5 : 
Notion on notion built will towering rile, 

*Cill ch’ intellectual fabrics reach the ikics; 
‘Vhe mathematic axioms, which appear 
By fcientific demonftration clear, 

The matter-builders on two pillars rear : 

’ From two plain problems by laborious thought 

1s all the wondrous fuperftructurc wrought, 

The foul, as méntion’d, can herfelf infpect, - - 
By adts reflex can view her ats direct 5 
A tafk too hard for fenfe ; for though the eye 
- Jeg own reflected image can defery, 
Yer it ne'er {aw the fight by which it fees, 
Vifion can show no colour’d images. 3 
* The mind’s tribunal can reports reject 

“Made by the fenfes, and their faults corre ; 
‘The magnitude of diftant ftars it knows, 
Which erring fenfe, as twinkling tapers, fhowe 
Crooked théfhape our cheated eye believes, 
Which through a double medium it receives; 
Superior mind does a right judgment make, 
Declares its ftraight, and mends the eye’s miftake. 

Where dwells this fovereign arbitrary foul, } 








Which does the human ar.imal control, 
Inform cach part, and agitate the whole? | 
O'er minifterial fenfes does prefide, 
To all their various provinces divide, 
Fach member move, and every motion guide ? 
‘Which, by her fecret uncontefted nod, 
Her meffengers the épirits fends abroad, 
‘Through every nervous pafs,andevery viral road, 
‘Vo fetch from every diftant part a train 
{Of outward objects, to enrich the brain ? 
Where fits this bright intelligence enthron’d, 
Wich numberlefé ideas pour'd around~ 
JAWhére feiences and arts i order wait, 
‘And truths divine compofe her godlike ftate? 
ci@an the diffedting fteel the brain difplay, 
“Fyacod the auguit apartment open hay, 
pies this great queen ftill choatex to refide 
‘His inteliedtual pomp, and bright ideal pride z 
@p can the eye, affilted by the glafs, 
Difcern the itrait, but hofpitable place, 
da which cen thoufand images remain, 
Awighout cunfufien, and their rank main 
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How does this wondrous principle of thought 

Perceive the object by the fenfes brought? 

What philofophic builder will effay 

By rules mechanic to unfold the way 

How a machine mutt be difpos'd to think,’ 

Jdcas how to frame, and how co link? + Pee 

Tell us, Lucretius, Epicuras, tell, ON 

And you in wit unrival'd thall excel ; 

How through the outward fente the objet flies, 

How in the foul her images arif 

‘What thinking, what perception is, explain; 

What all the airy creatures of the brain; 

How to the mind a thought reflected gous, 

‘And how the confcious engine knows it knows. 
"The mind a thoufand fkilful works can frame, 

Can form deep projects to procure her aim. 

Merchants for eaftern pearl and golden ore 

To crofs the main, aud reach the Indian fhore, 

Prepare the floating fhip, and fpread the fail, 





‘Vo catch the impulfe of the breathing gale, 


‘Warriors in framing {chemes their wifdom fhow, 
To difappoint or circumvent the foe. 
Th’ ambitious ftatefman labours dark defigns, 
Now open force employs, now undermines ; 
By paths direct his end he now purfues, ; 
By fide approaches now, and flanting views, 

See, how refiftlefs orators perfuade, 
Draw out their forces, and the heart invade ¢ 
"Touch every {pring and movement of the foul, 
This appetite excite, and that controul ; 
Their powerful voice can flying troops arreft, . 
Confirm the weak, and melt th’ obdurate breaft; 
Chafe from the fad their melancholy air, 
Sooth difcontent, and folace anxious care. 
When threatening tides of rage and anger rife, 
Ulurp the throne, and reafon’s fway defpife, 
When in the feats of life this tempett reigns, 
Beats throagh the heart, and drives along the veins; ° 
See, eloquence with force perfuafive binds 
The reftiefs waves, and charms the warring winds, 
Refiftlefs bids tumultuous uproar ceafe,, 
Recalls the calm, and gives the bofom peace. 

Did not the mind, on heavenly joy intent, 
"The various kinds of harmony invent? / 
She the theorbo, fhe the viel found, 
And all the moying melody of found ; 4 
She gave to breathing tubes a power unknown, 
‘Yo fpealk infpir’d with accen:s not their owns 
‘Fanght tunctul fons of mutic how to fing, 


How, by vibrations of th’ extended ftring, 


‘And manag’d impulfe on the fuffering air, 
TY” extort the rapture, and delight the car. 
See, how celvftial reafon dovs command 
The ready pencil in the painter's hand ; 
Whofe ftrckes affe& with Nature's felf to vie, 


| And with faife life amufe the doubtful eye s 


Behold the trong emotions of the mind 

Exerted in the eyes, and in the face defign’d. 
Such is the artift’s wondrous power, that we - 
Ev’n pidtur'd fou!s and colour’d paffions fee, 
Where without words (peculiar eloquence) 

The bafy Sgures fpeak their various fenfe. 

What living face dues more diftrefs or woe, : 
More finith’d thaine, confufion, horror, know, §: 
Dhan what the maftces of the pencil fhow 2 , 


845, 
Mean time the chifel with-the pencil vies; 
‘The fifter arts difpute the deubsful prize. 
Are hurhan limbs, ev'n.in their vital ftate, .. 
More juft and ftrong, more free and delicate, 
‘Than Buonorora’s curious tools create ? 
He to the rock can vital inflinits give, 
Which, thus transform'd, can Tage, rejoice, or 
y griever hk oe 
His fkilful hand docs marble veins infpire 
Now with the lover’s, now the hero’s fires 
‘Bo well th’ imagin’d.a€tors play their part, 
The filent hypocrites fuch power exert, ‘ 
That paflions, which they feck not, they heftow, | 
Affright us with their fegr, and melt us with their 
“woe. : . ~ é . 
‘There’ Niobe leans weeping on her arm s+ 
How her fad looks and beauteous forrow charm! 
See, here.a Venus foft in Parian flones 
A Pallas there to ancient fables known; 
"Vhat from. the Fock arofe, not from the main, .” 
This not from Jove’s, bur frou the feulptor’s brain. 
Admire'the carver’s fertile energy, we 
‘With rayith’d ey¢s his happy offspring fee, 
‘What beavteous figures by th’-unrival’d art * 
Of Britith Gibbons fram the cedar ftart! , 
He makeg that tree unnative charms aflume, 
Ufurp gay honours, and another’s bloom; + 
‘The various fruits, which different climates bear, 
And all the pride. the fields and gardens wear; 
While from unjuicy limbs without a root 
New buds devie'd, and leafy branches, shoot. 
Ashoman kind can. by an act direct, 
Perceive and know, then reafon and refle@ : *. 
So the felf-moving fpring has power to choofe, — 
‘Thefe methods to reject, and thofe to ufe; 
She can defign and profecute an end, 2h 4 
Exert her vigour, ot her a@ fulpend;..; 
Free from the infults of all foreign power, 
She does her godlike liberty fécure ; = 
Her right and high prerogative maintains, * 
Impatient of the yoke, and {corns coercive chains; 
She can her siry train of forms difband, 
And makes new levees at her own command 5 
O’er her ideas fovereign the prefides, 
At pleafure thefo unites, and thole divides, 
The ready phantoms at her nod advance, 
And form the bufy intellectual dance ; 
‘While her fair fcenes to vary, or fupply, Bis 
She fingles out fit images, that lie 
In memory’s records, which faithful hold 
Objects immenfe in fecret-marks inroll’d ; 
The fleeping forms at her command awake, 
And new return, and now their cells forfake, 
On adtive fancy’s crowded theatre, 3 
As the direéts, they rife or difappear., , [way, 
ObjeG&s, which through the fenfes make their 
And juft impreffions to the fuul convey, Maui 
‘Give her accafion firft herfelf to move, . 
And to exert her hatred, or her Jove; 
Ideas, which to fome impulfive feem, 
Act not upen the mind, but that on them. 
‘When the to foreign objcéts audience gives, 
‘Their ftrckes and motions in she brain perceives ; 
As thefe perceptions, we ideas name, 
~From her own power and active nature came, 
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So when difcern'd by intelleQual light; 
Herfeif her various paffions does excite, 

To.ill her hate, to good her appetite; 

To fhun the firft, the latter to procure, ,, 

She chuofes means by free elective power 5. 
She can their various habitudes farvey, 

Debate their fitnefs, and their merit weigh, -- 
And, while the means fuggefted the compares, 


“| She to the rivals this or that prefers. 


By her fuperior power the reafoning foul 
Can each reluant appetite contgoul ; ¥ 
Can every paffion rule, and every fenfe, ees 
Change Nature’s courfe,and with her lawsdifpentfe ; 
Our breathing to prevent, the can arreft 
Th’ exteofion, or contradion, of the breaft; «- 
When pain’d with hanger, we can food refufe, 
And wholefome abitinence; or famine choofe. 
Can the wild beaft his inftingt difobey, - 
And from his jaws releafe the, captive prey ? 
Or bungry herds on verdant paftures lie, ... , 
Mindlefs to eat, and refulate to die? 3 
With heat expiring, can the panting hart. .* 
Patient of thi: fromthe cool ftream depart ? 
Can-bruted at will imprifon'’d breath detain ? 
Torment prefer to eafe, and life-difdain?: /, 

Fron) all reftraint, from all conspulfion free, 
Unfore’d, and unneceflitated, we. - aA 
Ourfelves determine, and. our freedom prove, 
When this we fly, and to that objeé& move. 7” 
Had not the mind « pawer to will and choofe; 
One objeét to embrace, and one refiile ; © 
Coald fré not aét, or not her a& fufpend, 
As it. obfirusted,-or advanc'd her end ; 
Virtue and vice were names.without acaufe,  ; 
This would not hate deferve,. nar-that applaufe ; 
Juftice in, vain has high tribunals rear'd, : 
Whom. can her fentence punifh, whom reward? 
Jf impions chitdren fhould their father-kill, . 
Can they be wicked, when-they cannot wills 
When only caufes foreign and unfcen - 

Strike with refiftlefs force. the {prings within, 
Whence -in the engine man all moiion muft 
begin? ‘s . ; 

Are vapours guilty which the vintage blaft ? 


“Are ftorms proferib’d, which lay the forett wafte 


Why lies the wretch then tortur’d on the wheel, 
If fore’d to treafon, or compell’d to fteal? 
Why does the warrior, by aufpicious fate ie 
With laurels crown’d, and clad in rabes of ftates, 
In triumph ride amidft the gazing throng, 
Deaf with applavfes, and the poet’s fong ; 
If the victorious, but the brute machine 
Did’ only wreaths inevitable win, - 
And no wife choice or vigilance has fhown, 
Mov’d by a fatal impulfe, not hisown? = i 
‘Should trains of atoms human fenfe impel, 
Though not fo fierce, fo ttrohg, fo vifibly 
As foldiers arm’d, and do nog men arreft -. - 
With clubs upheld, and daggers at their brea! 
Yet means compulfive are not plainer fhown, . >: 
When rufians drive, or conquerors drag us on 
As much we're fore’d, when by an atoms fway” 
Control'd, as when a tyrant we obey 3 : 
And, by whatever caute conftrain’d to ad, 





} We merit no reward, no guilt contact. - 


CREATION. 


Our mind of rulers feels 2 confcious awe, 
everes their juftice, and regards their law: 
She rectitude and deviation knows, 
‘That vice from one, from one that virtue flows ; 
Of thefe the feels unlike effects within, 
From virtue pleafure, and remorfe from fin; 
Hopes of a juft reward by that are fed, 
By this, of wrath vindictive, fecret dread. 
The mind, which thus can rules of duty learn, 
Can right from wrong, and good from ill difcern ; 
‘Which, the fhasp ftrake of juitice to prevent, 
Can thame exprefs, can grieve, refled, repent 5 
From fate or chance her rife can never draw, 
Thofe caufes know not virtue, vice, or law. 
She can a life fucceeding this conceive, 
OF blifs or woe an endlefs itare believe. 
Dreading the jut and univerfal doom, 
And aw'd by fears of punifhment to come, 
By hopes excited of a glorious crown, 
And certain pleafures in a world unknown : 
She can the fond defires of fenfe reftrain, 
Renounce delight, and choofe diftrefs and pain s 
Can rufh on danger, can deftrudion face, 
Joyful relinquith life, and death embrace 
She to afflicted virtue can adhere, 
And chains and want to profperous guilt prefer ; 
Unmov'd, thefe wild terapeftuous fteps furvey, 
And view ferene this reftlefs rolling fea. 
Yn vain the monfters, which the coatt infeft, 
Spend all their rage to interrupt her ret; 
Her charming fong the fyren fings in vain, 
She can the tuneful hypocrite difdain ; 
Fix'd and unchang'd the faithlefs world behold, 
Deaf to its threats, and to its favonr cold. 
Sages, remark, we labour not to fhow 
The will is free, but that the man is fo; 
For what enlighten’d reafoner can declare 
‘What human will and underftanding are? 
What f{cience from thofe objects can we frame 
Of which we little know, befides the name? 
The learned, who with anatomic art } 


’ 


Diffeé the mind, and thinking fulftance part, 
And various powers and faculties aflert, 
Perhaps by fuch abftraction of the mind, 
Divide the things that are in nature join’d. 
What mafters of the fchools can make it clear 
‘Thofe faculties, which two to them appear, 
Are not refiding in the foul the fame, 
And not difting, but by a different name? 
"Thus has the mufe purfu’d her hardy theme, 
And fung the wonders of this artful frame. 
Ere yet one fubterrancan arch was made, 
One cavern vaulted, or one girder laid ; 
Ere the high rocks did o’er the fhores arife, 
Or fnowy mountains tower’d amidft the tkies 5 
Before the wat'ry troops fil’d off from land, 
And lay amidft the rocks entrench’d in fand ; 
Before the air its bofom did unfold, 
Or burnifh’d orbs in blue expanfion rolld, 
She fung how Nature then in embryo lay, 
And did the fecrecs of her birth difplay. 
When after, at th’ Almighty’s high command, 
Cvediewt waves divided from the land ; 
And fhades and lazy mifts were chas'd away, 
While rofy light diffued the tender day 5 
Vou. VIL 


When uproar ceas’d, and wild confufion fied, 
And new-bern Nature rais'd her beauteous head 5 
She fung the frame of this terreftrial pile, 

The hills, the rocks, the rivers, and the foil : 

She view’d the fandy frontiers, which reftrain. 
Phe noify infules of th’ imprifon’d main; 

Rang’d o’er the wide diffufion of the waves, 3 
‘The moift ccerulean walks, and fearch’d the coral 
caves. . 

She then furvey’d the fluid fields ofair, —_ 

And the crude feeds of meteors fathicn’d there; 

Then with continued flight the {ped her way,” 

Mounted, and bold purfu’d the fource of days 

With wonder of ccleftial motions fang, ’ 

How the pois’d orbs are in the vacant hungs 

How the bright fluices of zthereal light, © “~- 

Now fhut, defend the empire of the night ; 

And now, drawn up with wife alternate care," 

Let floods of glory out, and fpread with ayer 
air. 

Then, with a daring wing, the foar'd Sublime, 
From realm to realm, from orb to orb did climb 
Swift through the {pacious gulf the arg’d her way, 
‘At length emerg’d in empyrean day ; : 
Where far, oh far, beyond what mortals fee, ~ 
in the void diftriéts of immenfity one 
fhe mind new fans, new planets, can explore, * 


Aud yet beyond can ftill imagine more. - oe 
Thus in bold numbers did th’ adventurous mpfe: 
‘Lo fing the lifelefs parts of Nature choof;° 


And then advane’d to wonders yet behind, 
Survey’d and tung the vegetable kind ; . 
Did lofty wouds, and humble brakes review, 
Along the valley fwept, and o’er the mountain’ 
flew. ie 
Then left the mufe, the field, and waving grove, 
And, unfatijzu’d with grateful labour, tirove 
Uo climb thi amazing heights of fenfe, and fing 
The power perceptive, and the inward {pring 
Which agitates and guides each living thing. 
She next effay’d the embryo's rife to trace 
From an unfafhion’d, rude, unchannel’d mafs; 
Sung how the fpirits waken’d in the brain, 
Exeit their force, and genial toil maintain ; 
Ere& the beating heart, the channels frame, 
Unfold entangled limbs, and kindle vital Bane = 
How the fmall pipes are in meanders laid, 
And bounding life is to and fro convey’d ; 
How fpirits; which for fenfe and motion ferve, 
Unguided find the perforated nerve, 
‘Yhrough every dark recefs purfue their flight, J. 
Uncoutcious of the road, and void of fight, 
Yet certain of the way, ftill guide their motions: 
right. : ta 
From thence anobler flight fhe did effay, 
The mind’s extended empire to furvey. 
she fung the godlike principle of thought, 
And how, from objets by the fenfes brought, 4 
The intelle@ual imagery is wrought; *. 
How fhe the modes of beings can difcern, 
A ice refpedt, a mere relation learn 
can all the thin abftracted notions reach, 
Wuich Grecian wits, or, Britain, thine can teach 
Yhus has the mafe ftrove to difplay a ps 
1 OF ¢hofs wnnumber’d miracles of art 5 
: sf 
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“OF prudence, condud, end a wife defign, 
‘Which to th’ attentive thought confpicuous thine, 
Still, vanquith’d atheifts! will you keep the ficld, 
And, hard in error, ftill refufe to yield ? 
See, all your broken arms lie fpread around, 
And ignominious rout deforms the ground; 
Be wife, and, once admonith’d by a foe, 
Where lies your ttrength, and where your weak- 
nefs know: 
No more at reafon's folemn bar appear, 
Hardy no more {cholaftic weapons bear 5 
. Difband your feeble forces, and decline 
“The war; no more in tinfel armour thine; 
‘Nor hake your bulruth (pears, but (wift repair 
‘Fo your ftrong place of arms, the fccffer’s chair ; 
And thence, fupported with a mocking ring, 
Sarcaftic darts, and keen invectives fling 
. Againit your foes, and fcornful at your feafts 
ficligion vanquifh with decifive jetts ; 
ydtnn'd with refiftlefs langhter, heaven affail, 
» Relinquith reafon, and let mirth prevail. [fight, 
Good Heav’n : that men, who vaunt difcerning 
‘Mad arrogant from wifdom's diftant height 
Look down on vulgar mortals,'who revere 
#4. Caufe Supreme, fhouldtheir proud iingrearg 
_ "Without one prop the ponderous pile to bear ! 
How much the Judge, who does in heaven prefide, 
Re-mocks the {coffer, and contemns his Pride: 
, Behold, the fad, unfufferable hour 
Advances near, which will his error cure; 
‘When he compell'd thall drink the wrathful 
_ And ruin’d feel immortal vengeance roll (bow. 
Through all his veins, and drench his inmoft foul. 
O'erwhelm’d with horror, funk in deep defpair, 
“And loft for ever, will the wretch forbear 
‘o curfe his madnefs, and blafpheme the power 
OF his juft Sovereign, which he mock'd before ? 
Hail, King supreme ! of Power immenfe Abyfs ! 
Father of Light! Exhaftlefs Source of Blifs! 
‘Thou uncreated, Self-exiftent Caule, 
Control'd by no fuperior being’s laws, 
Ere infant light effay’d to dart the ray, 
Smil’d heav'nly {weet, and try’d to kindle day ; 
Ere the wide fields of ather were difplay’d, 
Or filver ftars caerulean fpheres inlaid ; 
Ere yet the eldeit child of time was born, 
Or verdant pride young nature did adorn; 
‘Thou art; and didtt eternity employ 
In unmoleited peace, in plenitude of joy. 
In its ideal frame the world, defign'd 
From ages paft, Jay finith’d in thy mind. 
Conform to this divine imagin’d plan, 
With perfect art th’ amazing work began, 
‘Thy glance furvey’d the folitary plains, 
‘Where thapelefs thade inert and filent reigns; 
Then in the dark and undiftinguith'd {pace, 
Unfruitful, unenclos’d, and wild of face, 
‘“fby compafs for the world mark’d out the de- 
ftin’d place. 
‘Then didf thou through the fields of barren night 
Go forth, colle&ed in Crearing Might. 
Where ‘Thou almighcy vigour didft excre, 
Which emicant did this and that way dart 
Through the black bofom of the empty {pace > 
The gulfs confefs th’ omnipotent embrzce, 
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And, pregnant grown with elemental feed, 
Usfinith’d orbs and worlds in embryo breed. 
From the crade mafs, Omnifcient Archite@, 
Thou for each part materials did fele€, 
And with a matier-hand thy world ered. 
Labout'd by Thee, the glohes, vaft lucid buoys, 
By Thee uplifted, float in liquid fkies : 
By Thy cementing word their parts cohere, 
And roll by Thy in:pulfive nod in air. 
Thou in the vacent ddA the earth fufpend, 
Advance the mountains, and the vales extend : 
People theplains with flocks, with Geafts the wood, 
And ftore with {caly colonies the flood. 
Next, man arofe at Uhy Creating Word, 
Of Thy terreftrial realms vicegcrent lord. 
His foul, more artful labour, more refin’d, 
And emuious of bright Seraphic Mind, 
Ennobled by Thy image, fpotlefs thone, 
Prais’d Thee her author, and ador’d ‘hy thrones 
Able to know, admire, enjoy her God, 
She did her high felicity appiaud. 
Since Thou did@t all the {pacious worlds difplay, 
Homage to Thee let all obedient pay. 
Let glittering ftars, that dance their deftin’d ring 
Sublime in fy, with vocal planets fing isl 
Confederate preife to Thee, O Great Creator, 
Let the thin diftridts of the waving air, 
Conveyancers of found, Thy skill declare, 
Let winds, the breathing creatures of the fkics, 
Call in each vigorous gale, that roving fies 
By land or fea; then one loud triumph raife, 
And all their blafts employ in fongs of praife. 
While painted herald-birds Thy deeds proclaim, 
And on their fpreading wings convey Thy fame; 
Let eagles, which in heaven’s blue concave foar, 
Scornful of earth, fuperior {eats explore, 
And rife with breafts ereét ayainit the fun, 
Be minifters to bear Thy bright renown, 
And carry ardent praifes to I'hy throne. 
Ye fith, affume a voice ; with praifes fill 
The hollow rock, aud lond reactive hill. 
Let lions with their roar their thanks exprefe, 
With acclamations hake the wildernefe, 
Let thander clouds, that float from pole to pole, 
With falvos loud falute Thee as they roll. 
Ye monfters of the fea, ye noify waves, 
Strike with applaufe the rcpercuffive caves. 
Let hail and rain, let meteors Jorm’d of fire, 
And lambent flames, in this bleft work confpire, 
Let the high cedar and the mountain pine 
Loawly to thee, Great King, their heads incline. 
Let every fpicy odoriferous tree * 
Prefent its incenfe and its balin to Thee. —_[low, 
And thou, Heaven’s vigeroy o'er this world be- 
In this bleft tafk fuperior ardour fhow : 
To view thyfelf, infle& thy reafon's ray, 
Nature’s replenifh’d theatre furvey; 
Then all on fire the Author’s kill adore, 
And in loud fengs extol Creating Power. 
Degenerate minds, in mazy erro¢ loft, 
May combat Heaven, aud impious triumphs boaft ; 
But, while my veins feel animating fires, 
And vital air this breathing breaft iafpires, 
Grateful to Heaven, I'll ftretch a pious wing, 


And fing His praifz, who gave me power te Sng, 
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Bor that which Arthur with mot pleafure heard, | How Come, enrag’d, grow turbulent and loud, 


‘Were noble trains, by Mopus fung, the bard 

Who to his harp in lofty verfe began, 

And through the fecret maze of Nature ran. 

He the great Spirit fang, that all things fill’d, 

That the tumultuous waves of Chaos ftill'd; 

‘Whofe nod difpos'd the jarring feeds to peace, 

And made the wars of hoftile atoms ceafe. 

All beings we io fruitful nature find, 

Proceeded from the great Eternal Mind ; 

Streams of his unexhaufted {pring of power, 

And cherith’d with his influence, endure. 

He fpread the pure ceerulean fields on high, 

And arch’d the chambers of the vaulred fky, 

Which he, to fuit their glory with their height, 

Adorn'd with globes, that reel, as drank with 
light 

HE hand diredted all the tuneful {pheres, 

He turn’d their orbs, and polifh’d all the ftars. 

He fill’d the fun’s vaft lamp with golden light, 

And bid the filver moon adorn the night. 

He {pread the airy ocean without fhores, 

Where birds are wafted with their feather'd oars. 

Then fung the bard how the light vapours rife 

From the warm carth, and clowd che fmiling fies, 

He fung how fome, chili’d in their airy flight, 

Fall (catter’d down in pearly dew by night. 

How fome, rais’'d higher, fit in fecret teams 

On thereflected pointe of bounding beams; 

"till; chill'd with cold, they fhade th’ ztherial plain, 

‘hen on the thirfty earth defcend in rain. 

How fome, whofe parts a flight contexture fhow, 

Sink hovering through the air, in fleecy fnow, 

How part is {pun in filken threads, and clings 

Entangled in the grafs in glewy ftrings. 

How others ftamp to ftoves, with rufhing found 

#all from their cryftal quarries to the ground. 

How fome are laid in trains, that kindled fly 

In harmlefs fires by night, about the fky. 

How fome in winds blow with impetrous force, 

‘And carry ruin where they bend their cousfe: 

While fome confpire to torm a gentle breeze, 

To fan the air, and play among the trees, 





Pent in the bowels of a frowning cloud ; 
"That cracks, as if the axis of the world 
Was broke, and heaven’s bright towers wei 
downwards hurl’d. _ , 
He fang how earth’s wide ball, at Jove’s comps. 
mand, 
Did in the midft on airy columns ftand, 
And how the foul of plants, in prifon held, ‘ 
And bound with fluggith fetters, lics conceaPd, 
Till with the fpring’s warm beams, almoft bo 
Jeatt . 5 
From the duil weight, with which it lay opprefty 
Its vigour {preads, and makes the teeming eatth, 
Heave up, and labour with the fprouting birdy § 
‘Lhe aétive fpirit freedom feeks in vain, 4 
It only works and twifts a ftronger chain. . 
Urging its prifon’s fides to break away, 
It makes that wider, where tis forced to ftay = 
Till, having form’d its living honfe, it reat’ 
jts head, and in a tender plant appears. G 
Hence fprings the oak, the beauty of the grove,’ 
Whofe itarely trunk fierce ftorms can fearcely 
move. ; oe 
Hence growa the cedar, hence the fwelling vine | 
Does round the elm its purple clufters twine. 
Hence painted flowers the fmiling gardens blefs, 
Both with their fragrant fcent and gaudy drefs. 
Hence the white lily in full beauty grows, 
Hence the blue violet, and blything rofey - 
He fung how fun beams brood upon the earthy < 
And in the gliebe hatch fuch a numerous birth3~": 
Which way the genial warmth in fummer ftorme 
Turns putrid vapours to a bed of worms ; : 
How rain, transform'd by this prolific power, 
Falls from the clouds an animated thower. ‘ 
He fung the embryo’s growth withirt the womb, 
And how the parts their varivus thapesaffume, 
With what rare art the wondrous ‘ftrudthnétg 
wrought, ‘ 
From one crude mafs to fuch perfe@ion brought ; 
That no part ufelefs none mifpiac’d we fee, * 
None are forgot, and more would monftrous be, 





* As the heroic poems of Blackmore are now lit:le read, it is chought proper to inert, as a fpe~ 
-imen from Prince Arthur, the above fong, which is mentioned by Molyneux in his letter to Locke. 
[loke's Works, Vol. tii. p. 568, 569, Euit, 1714) is: 
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_A poet, bleft beyond the poct’s fate, 


‘Whom heav’n kept facred from the proud and great; Fa 
Foe to loud praife, and friend to learned eafe, 3 
a Content with f{cience in the vale of peace. 


Calmly he look'd on either life, and here 

Saw nothing to regret, or thete to fear ; 

From Nature's temp’rate feaft rofe fatisfy’d, 
‘Thank’d Heav’n that he had liv’d, and that he died. 
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0: Eniyan Fenton very litle is known; and for that. little we are chiefly indebted to the bake 
ratives of Jacob and Shiels, which have lately received every poflible illuftration and embeliifhe, 
ment from the claflical pea of Dr. Johnfon. 

He was born, according to Jacob, at Shelton, near Newcaftle-under-Line, in Staffordfhiire, The 
time of his birth is not exadlly known. 

His father inherited an eftate of roool. fer annum, ,, and his mother was defended from one Mare, 
an officer in William the Conqueror’s army. 

He was the youngeft of twelve children ; and being, therefore, neceffarily defined to fome lucrae 
tive profeffion, he was firit fent to fchool, and afterwards entered of Jefus College, ; Cambridge, 
where he took a Bachelor's degree, in 1704 5 

Some time afterwards he entertained doubts of the legality of the Government; and refuling to 7 

take the oaths required, he became difqualified fot entering into holy orders, according to the ine 
tention of bis parents, and left the univerfity. 
_ In ambracing the principles oppofite to the Government, he excluded himfelf from the ree 
gular modes of profit and profperity; but he kept his repotation unfullied, and his name was . 
always mentioned with honour even by thofe who difapproved of the enthufiafm of his oppofie . 
tion. 

He was now reduced to pick up a livelihood uncertain and fortuitous; and as the life that paffes 
in penury, muft neceffarily pals ia obfeurity, it is impoffible to trace him from year to year, or to 
difcover what means he ufed for his fupport. 

After quitting the univerfity, he was for fome time ufher to Mr. Bonwicke, a celebrated fchool~ 
mafter at Headley, in Surry, and afterwards became Secretary to Charles Earl of Orrery, and tuto 
to his fon, the celebratest trarQator of Pliny. 

How Jong he remairied in chat ftation, cannot now be afcertained 5 but it appears that he kept, 
for fome time the free {howl at Sevenoaks in Kent, which he brought into reputation, but was 
perfvaded to leave it (1720) by Mr. St. John, afterwards Lord Bolingbroke, with promifes of a 
more honourable employment. 





Early in life he difcovered a propenfity to poetry, which he feems to have indulged with no very. 
rigid obfervance, of his opinions, as a Non-juror; for he praifed Queen Anne with great zeal and af- 
fedtion, in his Verfes on the Union, and very willingly and Jiberaily extolled the Duke of Mark 
borough (1707) when he was at the height of his glory. 

In celebrating the victories of Marlborough, he concurred with Philips, Prior, and” other. poets 
of the Tory party, in thewing his delight in the incrcafing honour of his country ; but it is to Hig) 
honour that he expreffed ftill niore particular attention to Marlborough and his family, by his Fhe: 
relio, an Elegiae Paftoral on the Death of the Marquis of Blandford, which ould be prompted only. ig 
perfonal refpecdt and kindnefs. 

The clegance of his poetry, and the amiablenefs of his manners, entitled him to the compaiyy 
and obtained him the love and efteem of the wits of his time; but with a and Souci! at 
lived in habits of the moft familiar and endearing intimacy. 
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In 1799, +he publithed a collection of Poems under the title of * the Oxford and Cambridge | 

Verfes;” printed for Lintott without a dates to which he contributed fome Pieces, and wrote az 
_tlegant dedication to Lionel Earl of Dorfet and Middlefex, 

In 1701, he addreffed a Familiar Epifiie to his friend Southern, from Kent, which affords.an agrees 
able fpecimen of Epiftolary Poetry. : 

* In the fpring 1716, he wrote an Ode to Lord Gower, which was pronownced by Pope, the next 
ede in the Englith language to Dryden’s “ Alexander's Feaft.”” - 
In 1717, he publithed a volume of Mifcellaneous Poems and Tranflations, with a dedication to his 
patron Charles Earl of Orrery, from which it would feem, that he had not been cifmiffed from 
his fervice in 1705. It is probable, that his falary might be continued to him after he accepted the 
free fchool at Sevenoaks; and it is certain, that he was tutor to Lord Boyle, from 1713 to 1719. 
a 1719, by the recommendation of Pope, he obtained the Patronage of Mr. Secretary Craggs, 
the friehd of Addifon, and was received into his family, in a ftation that might have been of great 
advantage. ‘ Iam now commiffioned to tell you,” fays Pope in his letter to Fenton, “ that Mr. 
| Craggs will expect you on the rifing of the Parliament, which will be as foon as he can receive 
- you in the manner he would receive a man de belles Jettres, that is, in tranquillity and full leifure. 

I dare fay, your way of life, (which in my taite will be the beft in the world, and with one of the 
« beft men in the world) muft prove highly to your contentment.” 

Craggs found in Fenton all that he wanted in a literary companion, and Fenton had now a prof. 

pee of eafe and plenty, for Craggs had enerofity to reward his merit; but an end was foon put 

| to that pleafing expe@ation, by the premature death of Craggs, February 16. 1720, in the 35th. 
year of his age: 2 

-Statefman, yet friend to truth, of foul fincere, ie 

Jn action faithful, and in honour clear; 

Who broke no promife, ferv’d no private end, 

Who gain'd no title, and who loft no friend ; 

Ennobled by himéelf, by all approv'd, 


Prais'd, wept, and honcus’d by the mufe he lov'd. 
Por. 


‘When Pope undertook the tranflation of the Odjzy, he engaged Fenton and Broome as auxi- 
liaries. The fhare which Pope had in that verfion, is not fairly ftated at the end of the werk. He 
took only twelve books to himfelf, and diftributed the other twelve between his partners. The xi, 
ath, rgth, and 20th books, were tranflated by Fenton, who did not take the z1th, which he had 
belure tranflated into blank verfe. The 2d, 6th, 8th, r3th, rath, 16th, 18th, and 23d books were 
tranflated by Broome, who alfo wrote all the notes. The price at which Pope purchafed this 
affiftance, was zoel. co. Fenton, and soe]. to Broome, with as many copies as he wanted for his 
‘friends, which amounted to one hundred pounds more. The felicity with which the two affociates 
Peiformed their parts, is well known co the readers of poetry, who have never beeii able to difting © 
guith their books from thofe of Pope. The hooks which Fenton tranflated are fuperior to Broome’s, 

In 1722, he contributed a Prologue to “ The Spartan Dame,” a tragedy, written by Southern, 
and-atted at the theatre ia Drury-lane, 

‘The next year was brought on the ftage, his Moriamne, a tragedy, to which Southern, at whofe- 
houfe it was written, is faid te have contributed fiuch hints as his theatrical experience fupplied, It 
was acted at the theatre in Lincoln’s-inn-ficlds, with general applaufe. His profits are faid to have 
atnotinted to near a thoufand pounds, with which he difcharged a debt contragted by his attendance 
at Court. 

Mariamne is juitly efteertted one of the beft plays in our Janguage. It is founded on the ftory of 
Herod and Mariamne, related in the “ SpeGtator,” No. 171, and taken from Jofephus. The plas 
is regular, fimple, and interefting; the fentiments are mafterly, and the charaéters finely diftin- 
guifhed. It ig, however, in many places expoled to jut criticifm., The adtion is too figurative and 
ornamental. It {uperabounds in the richeft poctic images; but this may be palliated, by urging, that 
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it fuits the charaGter of oriental heroes to talk info high a ftrain, and te ufe fuch a luxuriance of 
metaphor. 

“« Mariamne’’ fays Dr. Johnfon, “ is written in lines of ten fyllables, with few of thofe redosia . 
dant terminations which the drama not only admits, but requires, as more nearly approaching te, 
real dialogue. The tenor of his verfe is fo uniform, that it cannot be thought common, and yet 
upon what principle he fo conftructed it, is difficult to difcover.” 

With lines confifting of eleven fyllables, Addifon abounds more than Fenton, of which the fol. 
lowing in “ Cato” are examples, 

The wide; the unbounded profpec lies before me, 
But fhadows, clouds, and darknefs, reft upon it. 

It was, perhaps, after the exhibition of Mariamne, that he publifhed an edition of Milton's Poems, 
to which he prefixed a fhort and elegant account of his life, written at once with tendernefs and in- 
tegrity. ‘ea 

In 1729, he publithed likewife a very {plendid edition of Waller's Poms, with notes and ities. 
tions, at once ufeful and entertaining, and an elegant poetical Dedication to Lady Mary Cavendifh 
Harley, 5 

He fpent the latter part of his life in the family of Lady Trumbull, at Eafthampftead, in Berkthire, 
who invited him, by the recommendation of Pope, to cducate her fon, whom he firft inftrudted at 
home, and then attended to Cambridge. She afterwards detained him with her, as the auditor of 
her accounts; but he often quitted Eafthampftcad for London, and amufed himfelf with the conver= 
fation of his friends. . 

He ufed, alfo, in the latter part of his time, to pay a yearly vifit to his eldeft brother, who ins | 
herited the family eftate, where he was careffed by his relations, to whom he endeared himfelf by 
his tendernefs and humanity upon every proper occafion. 

A ftory is told by Shiels of his complaifance to ene of his fitters, on 2 particular occafion, which 
ought not to be forgotten. 

At an entertainment made for the family by his elder brother, he obferved, that one of his fifters, 
who had married unfortunatcly, was abfent, and.found, upon inquiry, that diftrefs, otcafioned by the 
indiferetion and extravagance of her hufband, had made her thought unworthy of invitation, Aw 
fhe was at no great diftance, and had as good a right to an invitation as any of the reft who dined 
there in compliment to him, he refufed to fit at the table till the was fent for ; and in confequence 
of the flight thewn her by the reft of the family, when fhe had taken her place, he treated her 
with particular tendernefs and attention. 

He died at the feat of Lady Trumbull, in £730, as appears from a letter of Pope to Broome, dated 
Auguft 29th, 1730, in which he relates the circumftances of his death. 

“ All I hear is, that he felt a gradual decay, though fo early in life, and was declining for five 
er fix months, it was not, as 1 apprehended, a gout in his fiomach, but I believe rather a compli- 
cation, firft of grofs himours, as he was naturally corpulent, not difcharging themfelves, as he ufed 
no fort of exercife. No man better bore the approaches of his diffolution (as | am told,) or with lefe 
oftentation yielded up his being. ‘The great modefty which you know was natural to him, and 
the great contempt for all forts of vanity and parade, never appeared more than in his laft moments. 
He had a concious fatisfaétion (no doubt) in acting right, in feeling himfelf honeft, true, and up. 
pretending to more than was his own. So, He died as he lived, with that fecret, yet fufficient con- 
tentment. As to any papers left behind him, I dare fay they can be but few, for this reafon; ‘ 
he never wrote out of vanity, or thought much ef the applaufe of men. [knew an initance where 
he did his utmoft to conceal his own merit that way ; and if we join to this his natural love of eafe, ” 
J fancy we muft expeét lictle of this fort ; at leat 1 hear of noi-e, except fome few further Remarks 
on Weller, (which his cautious integrity mude him leave an or. r to be given to Mr. Lonfon), and 
perhaps, though it is many years fince I [aw it, a trenflation of the Arfl book of Oppian, He had begun 
°@ tragedy of Bien, wat made forall progre(s in it. 


&3 tHE LIFE OF FENTON. 


“ As to his other affairs, he died poor, but honeft, leaving no debts or legacies, except of a few 
pounds to Mr, Trumbull and my Lady, in token of refpe@t, gratefulnefs, and mutual efle:m. FE 
fall with pleafure take upon me to draw this amiable, quict, deicrving, unpretending Chriftian, and 


philofophical chara@er, in his epitaph. 


“ ¥condole with you fram my heart, on the lofs of fo valuable a man, and a friend to us both. 
Now that he is gone, 1 mutt tell you he has done you many a goud office, and fet your character 
in the faireft light to fome who either miftook you, or knew you not. 1 doubt not he has done the 
fame for me. Let us love his memory, and profit by his example.” Such is the teftimony of 
Pope, who had been always his friend, and who honoured him with an epitaph, of which he bor- 
owed the two firft lines from Crathaw. . 

Fenton,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ was tall and bulky, inclingd to corpulence, which he did not 
Jeffen by much exercife; for he was very flaggith and fedentary, rofe late, and when he had rifen, 
fat down to his book or papers. A woman that once waitéd on him in a lodging, told kim, as 
ihe faid, that he would “ lic a-bed and be fed with a fpoon.” 

Of bis morals and converfation, the account is uniform: he was never named but with praife 
and fondnefs, as a man in the higheft degree amiable and excellent. Such was the character given 
hime by the Earl of Orrery (Cork 1753) his pupil, and fuch were the fufftages of all who could 
poaft of his acquaintance. 

“ Mr, Fenton,” fays the elegant tranflator and rival of Pliny, in a lettcr to a friend, 1756, “ was 
apy tutor; he taught me to read Englifh, and attended me through the Latin tongue from the age 
of feven to thirteen. When I became a man, a conftant and free friendfhip fubfitted becween us 
He tranflated doubie the nuniber of books in the GAfzy that Pope has owned. His reward was 2. 
trifle, an errant trifle. In ha> even told me that he thought Pope feared him more than he loved 
him; he had no opinion of Pope's heart, and declared him in the words of Bifhop Atterbury; 
mens curva in corpore curvo.”” Poor Fenton died of a great chair and two bottles of port a day. 
‘He was one of the worthieft and modefte! men that ever belonged to te court of Apollo, ‘Years’ 
arife when I think of him, though he has been dead above twenty years.” 


His Poems and Tranflations have been frequently printed. They are characterifed by elegance of 


@iGion, elevation of fentiment, opulence of imagery, and harmony of numbers. ° To examine his 
performances one by one would be tedious. His Ove to Lord Gower is written in the true fpirit of 
Jyric poetry, It has been praifed by Pope, at leaft as much as it deferves. It has more of the eafe 
and elegance of Horace, than the fire and enthofiafm of Dryden. The Ou to the Sua is very little 
inferior to it. His Epifiies to Southern and Lariburd are entitled to great praife. Englith poctry has) 


-perhaps never exceeded the fmoothnefs and delicacy ef bis Kifes, tranflated from Secundws. The lines 


flow with an irrefiftible inchantment. fn his Lule, devifed in the manner of Chaucer, the humour and 


veblulete langnage of the father of Knylith peetry, is happily imitated. ‘he Fuir Nun imitated from 


Fontaine, and Olivia a charactet, are particularly worthy of notice. His tranfatians and imitations 
from Propertius, Ovid, and Afarul'us, are commonly fpirited and elegant. The £pifle to Phaon, is in= 
ferior to Pépe’s in elegance and taithfulnefe. He has added another of his own invention of Pluon 
to Sappho, in which the ftory of the transformation of the former from an old mariner to a beauti« 
ful youth, is well told. 

“ OF his petty poems,” fays Dr. Johnfon, with unreafonable faftidioufnefs, “ fome are very 
trifling, without any thing to be praifed cither in the thought or expreflion. He is unlucky in his 
competition ; he tells the fame tale with Congreve, and does not tell it fo well. He tranflates from’ 


Ovid the fame epifile as Pope, but { am afraid not with equal happinefs. The Ode to the Sun is’ 


‘written upon a common plan, without uncommon fentiments; but its greateft fault is its length. 


Of Florelio, it is fufficient to fay, that it is an occafional paft:-ral, which implies fomething neither’ 
natural nor artificial, neither comic nor ferious. Of the Puraphrafe of Jfaiab, nothing very favour 
able can be faid: fublime and folemn profe gain little by a change to blank verfe. His tranflation”™ 
from Homer into blank verfe will find few reader, while ancther can be had in thyme. Fentasi’ 


may be juftly ftyled an exceltent verfifer and 2 good poet.” 





POEMS. 








To the Right Honourable 


“CHARLES EARL OF ORRERY, 


‘Thefe Poems are moft humbly Dedicated, 


‘by bis Lordfhip’s moft obliged, 


and moft obedient fervant, 
& FENTON. 





“A WISH TO THE NEW YEAR, 1705. 


Janus! great leader of the rolling year, 

Since afl that’s pait no vows can e’er reftore, 
But joys and gricfs alike, once hurried o'er, 
No longer now deferve a fmile or tear; 

Clofe the fantaftic feenes—but grace 

With brighreft afpects thy fore-face, 

‘While time’s new offspring haften to appear. 
With lucky omens guide the coming hours, 
Command the circling featons to advance, 

And form their renovated dance, 


With flowing pleafures frayght, and. blefs’d. by 


friendly powers. 


Thy month, O Janus! gave me firft to know 
A mortal’s trifling cares below ; 
My race of life began with thee. 
‘Thus far from great misfortunes free, ~ 
Contented, I my lot endure, 
Nor nature’s rigid laws arraign, 
Nor fpurn at common ills in vain, 

Which folly cannot thun, nor wile reflcétion cure. 


But, oh!—more anxious for the year to come, 
. | would foreknow my future doom. 
Then tell me, Janus, canft thou fpy 
Events that yet in embryo lie, 
For me, in time’s myfterious womb 2? 
‘Tell me—nor fhali I dread to hear 
A thonfand accidents fevere ; . 
Pll fortify my foul the load to bear, 
Tf ove rejected add not to its weight, ~ [fate. 
‘To finith me in weesy and crufk me down. with 
Z ‘ 7 


But ifthe goddefs, in whofe charming eyea, — 
More clearly written than in fate’s dark book, 
My joy, my grief, my all of future fortune lies; 
If the muft with a lefs propitious look 
Forbid my humble facrifice, 
Or blaft me with a killing frown; 
If, Janus, this thou feeft in ftore, 
Cut fhort my mortal thread, and now 
Take back the gift thou didft beftow! 
Here let me lay my burden down, . 
and ceafe to love in vain, and be a wretch no 
more. ees 


; + attainment; 


AN ODE TO THE SUN, 


* ‘wor THE New YEAR, 1707. 

“ Augur, et fulgente decorus arcu 

“* Phebus acceprufque novem Camenis, 
“ Qui falutari levat arte feflos 

“ Corporis artus ; . 
* Alteram in luftrum meliufque femper 

“ Proroget evum." Hor. 





t 
Béor, celeftial fource of light, 
To gild the new-revolving {phere; 
And from the pregnant womb of night, .. 
Urge on to birch the infant year, 
Rich with aufpicious luftre rife, 


Thou fairek regent of the Gsicsy 
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Confpicuous with thy filver bow! 
To thee, a god, ‘twas given by Jove 
To rule the radiant orbs above, 

To Gloriana this below. 


aeiere a 

With joy renew thy deftin’d race, 
And let the mighty months begin : 
Let no i} omen cloud thy face, 
Through all thy circle {mile ferene. 
While the ftern minifters of fate - 
Watchful o’c: pale J .ntetia wait, 

To grieve the Gaul’s perfidious head; 
The hours, thy eflspring heavenly fair, 
‘Their whiteft wirgs fhould ever wear, 
And gentile joys on Albion fhed. 

vt. 

‘When Ilia bore the future fates of Rome, 
‘And the long honours of her race began, 
"Thus, to prepare the graceful age to come, 
They from thy ftores in happy order ran. 
Herves elected to the lift of tame 
Fix’d the fure columns of he: rifing ftate 5 
"Till the loud triumphs of the Julian name 
Render’d the giories of her reign complete, 
Each year advanc'd a rival to the reft. 

In comely fpcils of war, and great atchieve- 
ments dreft. 


iL 
Say, Phoebus, fer thy fiarching eye 
Saw Rome the carling ci dt lute, 
When nothing equal here could vie 
In ftrength with her imperious flate 5 
Say, if high virtues chere did reign 
Exalted in a nobler flrain, fi 
Than in fair Albion thu ba feen; 
Or cab her denu-gods compare 
Their trophies for fuccefsful war, 
"Yo chofe that rife for Albion’s queen! 
It. 
When Albien firtt majcttic thow'’d 
High o’er the circling {eas her head, 
Her the great Father fmiling view’d, 
‘And thus to bright Vidtcria faid : 
Mindful of Phlegra’s happy plain, 
On which, fair vymvh, you fix’d my reign, 
This iffe to you flak (acted bes 
Her hand Mall hold the rightful feale, 
‘And crowns be vanguith’d, or prevail, 
As Gloriana fill decree. 
Ut. 
Vidtoria, triumph in thy great inereafe! 
‘With joy the Jutian tiem the’ Cyber claims; 
Young Amnon’. might the Granic waves confefs ¢ 
The Heher had a Mars, a Churchill Thames. 
Roll, fovereign of the fireams. thy rapid tide, 
And bid thy brother Hoods revere the queen, 
‘Whole voice the hero’s happy hand employ’d 
"To fave the Danube, and fubdue the Seine; 
And, boldly juit to Gloriaua’s fame, 
Evalt thy Giver urn, and duteous homage claim. 
co 
Advanc’d to thy meridian height, 
On carth, great God of day, look down : 
Let Windfor entertain thy fight, 
@lad in fair emblems of renown ¢ 
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And whilft in radiant pomp appead 
The names to bright Vitoria dear, 2 
Intent the Jong proceffion view : 
Confefs none worthier ever wore 
Her favours, or was deck’d with more, 
‘Than the confers on Churchill’s brow. 

ul. 

Bat oh! withdraw thy piercifig rays, 

The nymph anew begins to mean, 

Viewing the much-lamented fpace, 

Where late her warlike William fhone ¢ 

There fix'd by her officious hand, 

His fword and fceptre of command, 

To deathlefs fame, adopted reft ; 

Nor wants there to complete her wo, 

Plac’d with refpe@tfal love below, 

‘fhe ftar that beam’d on Gloucefter’s breaft. 
mt. 

O Phebus! all thy faving power employ, 
Long let our vows avert the diftant woe, 

Ere Gloriana re-afcends the ky, 
Ana leavesa land of orphans here below ! 
But when (Jo Heaven ordains ‘) her fmiling ray 
Diftinguifh’d o’er the balance fhall prefide, 
Whilft fucure kings her ancient fceptre {way, 
May her mild influence all their councils guide 2% 
To Albien ever conftant in her love, aa 
Of fovercigns here the beft, the brighteft itat. . 
above. 4 
1. 
For lawlefs power, reclaim'd to right, 
And virtue rais'd by pious arms, 
Let Albin be thy fair delight, 
And thieid her fafe from threaten’d harms : 
With flowers and fruit her bofom fill, 
Let laurel rife on every hill, 
Frefh as che firft on Daphne’s brow : 
Inftruct her tuneful fons to fing, 
And make each vale with Paans ring, 
To Blenheim and Ramillia duc. 
a. 
Secure of bright eternal fame, : 
With happy wing the Theban fwart 
Towering from Pifa’s facred ftream, 
Infpir’d by thee, the fong began : 
Throvgh dctarts of vuclouded night, 
When he harmonious took his flight, 
‘The gods conftrain’d the founding fphettes 2 
Still envy darts ner rage in vain, 
The Iuftre of his worth to ftain, 
He growing whiter with his years. 
mn, 

But, Phebus, god of numbers, high to raife 
The honours of thy art, and heavenly lyre, 
What mule is deftin’d to. our fovereign’s praife, 
Worthy her acts, and thy informing fire? 

To him for whom this {pringing laurel growe, 
Eternal on the topmett heights of fame, 

Be kind, and ali thy Helicon difclofe ; 

And ail intent on Gloriana’s name, 

Let fiience brood o'er ocean, earth, and air, 
Aswhen to victor Jove thou fing’ the giant’s wat, © 


i 
In fure records cach fhining deed, 


H When faithful Clio fets to view, 





Pofterity will doubting read, 

And ‘carce believe her annals true + 
‘The mufes toil with art -o raife 
HGiicus monuments of praite, 
“When other a€ions they revearfe: 
But half of Gloriava’s reign, : 
"That fo the reft may credir gain, 
Should pals unregifter’d in vere. 


uu. 

__ High on its own eftablith’d bafe 
Prevasling virtue’s pleas’d to rife 5 
+ Divinely deck’d with native yrace, 

Rich in itfelf with felid joys 

Ere Gloriana on the throne, 

Quitting for Albion’s reft her own, 

in types of regal power was feen = 
" With fair pre-eminence confeft, 

Ye triumph'd in a private brealt, 

And made the princels more than queen. 

i. 
© Phoebus would thy godhead not refufe 

This hu.nble incenfe, on thy altar laid; 
Would thy propitious ear attend the mnfe, 
That fuppliant now invokes thy certain aid; 
swith Mantuan force I'd mount a ftronge gale, 
‘And fing the parent uf her land, who ftrove 
T exceed the tran(ports af her people's zeal, 
‘With adts of mercy, and majeltic love , 

By fate, co fix Boitannia’s empire, given 

"Phe guard'n power of earth, and public care of 

heaven, 


1 

Then, Churchill, thould the mufe record 
The conqueds by thy fword atchiev'd; 

Quiet ta Belgian ftates reftor’d, 

Avd Auftrian crowns by thee retriev'd. 
Imperious Leopold confels’d 
His hoary majetty diftrefs’d ; 
"Fo arms, to arms, Bavaria calls, 
Nor with lefs terror thock his throne, 
"Than when the rifing crefcent fh ne 
Malignanteo'cr his fhatter'd walls. 

nt 

The warrior led the Britons forth 
On foreign fields to dare their fate, 
Difkinguith’d fouls of fhining worth, 

In war vnknowing to rerreat : 

"Thou, Phebus, faw’ft the hero's face, 
‘When Mars had breath’d a purple grace, 
And mighty fury fill'd his breait : 

How like thyfelf, when to deftroy 

"The Greeks thou didft thy darts employ, 

Fierce with thy golden quiver drett! 
il. 

Sudden, whilft banith’d from his native land, 
Red with difhoneft wounds, Bavaria mourn’d, 
The chief, at Gloriana’s high command, 

Like a rous’d lion to the Macs return‘d ; 

With vengeful fpeed the Britifh fword he drew, 

‘Uous’d to grieve his hoft with long delay ; 

‘Whilft wing’d with fear the force of Gallia flew; 

as when the morning fla: reftores the day, 

‘The wandering gholts of twenty thoufand flain 

Flect fullen to the fhades from Blenh¢im’s mourn- 
ful plain, 
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% 
Britannia, wire thy dufty brow, 
And put the Beurbon laurels on; * 
{o thee deliver’d rations bow, 
And blefs the {pails thy wars have won, 
For thee Bellona poivts her fpear, 
And whilit lamenting mothers fear, 
On high her fignal torch difplays ; 
But when thy fword is theath’d, again 
Obfequio.s fhe receives thy chain, 
And fmooths her violence of face. 
i. 
Parent of arms: for ever ftand 
With large increafe of fame rever’d, 
Whilft arches to thy faving hand 
On Danube’s grateful banks are rear’d, 
Eugene, infpir’d to war by thee, 
Aulonia’s weeping ftates to fre 
Swift on th’ imperial eagle flies ; 
Whilft, bleeding, from his azure bed 
Th’ afferted Iber lifts bis head, 
And fafe his Auftrian lord enjoys. 
ur 
Jo Britannia! fix’d on foreign wars, 
Guiltlef> of civil rage extend thy name: 
Che waves of utm ft ocean, and the ftars, 
Are bounds but equal to thy fovereign’s fame. 
With deeper wrath thy victor lion roars, 
Wide wer the fubje@ world diffufing fear, 
Whilft Gallia weeps her guilt, and peace ime 
plorcs; 
So earth, transfix'd by fierce Minerva’s fpear, 
A gentler birth obedient did difctofe, 
nd fudden from the wound eternal olives rofes 





I 

When with eftablith’d freedom blefs’d, 
The globe to great Alcides how'd, 
Whofe hay py power relicv'd th’ opprefs’d. 
From lawlets chains, and check'd the proud ; 
Mature in fame, the grateful gods 
Receiv’d bim to their bright abodes : 
Where Hebe crown’« his blooming joys; 
Garlands the willing mufes wove, 

And each with emulation ftrove 
1° adorn the Churchill of the fkics. 
it. 

For Albion's chief, ye facred nine ! 
Your harps with generous ardour ftring, 
With fame’s inv -ortal trumpet join, 

And fafe beneath his Jaurel fing - 

When clad in vines the Scige thall glide, 

and duteous in a fmoother tide, 

fo Britith feas her tribute yields 

Walcetul at honour’s thrine attend, 

And long with living beams defend 

From uight, the warrior’s votive shield. 
i. 

And, Woodftock, let his dome exalt thy fame, 
Great o’er thy Norman ruius be reftor’d; . 
Thou that with pride doft * Edward's cradle claimy 
Receive an equal hero for thy lord : 

Whiit every column to record their toils 
Eternal monuments of congue wears, 





» The Black Prince, 


Ast 

And all thy walls are drefeld with mingled {poils, 

Gather'd on fam’d Ramillia and Poitiers, 

High on thy tower the grateful fay difplay, 

Bue to thy queen’s reward, and Blenhcim’s glo- 
rious day. - 





FLORELIO; A PASTORAL, 
LAMENTING THE DEATH OF 
HE LATE MARQUIS O# BLANDFORD. 


Aox not the caufe why all the tuneful fwains, 

‘Who us’d to fill the vales with tender trains, 

In deep defpair neglect che warbling reed, 

And all their bleating flocks refufe to fred. 

Ak not why greens and Mowers fo late appear 

'To clothe the glebe, and deck the {pringing year; 

‘Why founds the lawn with loud Jaments and cries, 

And fwoln with tears to floods the fivulets rife; 

‘The fair Florelio now has left the plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of eyery Bri- 
tifh fwain, 

For thee, lewd youth ! on every vale and lawn, 
The nymphs and all thy fellow-fhepherds moan, 
‘The little birds now ceafe to fing and love, 

Silent they fit, and droop in every grove : 

No mounting lark now warbles on the wing, 

Nor linnets chirp to cheer the fullen {pring : 

Only the melancholy turtles coo, 

And Philomel by night repcats her woe. 

O, charmer of the fhades the tale prolong, 

Nor let the morning interrupt thy fong : 

Or f ftly tune thy tender notes to mine, 

Forgetting Tereus, make my forrows thine. 

Now the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bri- 
tift fwain, 

Say, all ye thades, where late he us'd to reft, 

If e’er your beds with lovelier (wain were preit ; 

Say, all ye filver ftreams, if e’er ye bore 

‘The image of fo fair a face before. 

But now, ye ftreams, aflift me whilft I mourn, 

For never muft the lovely fwain return; 

And, as thefe flowing tears increale your tide, 

O, murmur for the fhepherd as ye glide + 

Be fure, ye rocks, while [ my grief difclofe, 

Let your fad echoes lengthen out my woes t 

Ye breezes, bear the.plaintive accent on, 

And, whilpering, tell the floods Florelio’s gone ; 

For ever gone, and left the-lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bri- 
tith fwain 

Ripe ftrawberries for thee, and peaches grew, 
Sweet to the talte, and temp'ing red ta view. 

For thee the rofe put {weeter purple on, 
Preventing, by her hafte, the fusmmer-fun. 

But now the flowers all pale and biighted fie, 
And in cold fweats of fickly niildew dic. 

Nor can the bees fuck from the fhrivel’d blooms 
ethereal fweets, to ftore their gulden combs. 
Of on thy lipethey would their laboar leave, 
And fweeter odours from thy mouth re 
Sweet asthe breath of Flora, when fhe ies 

In jatinine shades, and for'young Zephyr fighs, 
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But now thofe lips are cold ; relentlefs death 

Hath chili’d their charms, and ftopt thy balmy 
breath. : 

Thofe eyes where Cupid tipp’d his darts with 

re, 

And kindled in the coldeft nymphe defire, 

Robb'd of their heams, in everlafting night 

Are clos’d, and give us woes as once delight : 

And thou, dear youth, hat left the loncly plain, 

And art the grief, who wert the grace, of every 
Britith fwain, 7 

As in his bower the dying fhepherd lay, 

The fhepherd yet fu young, and once fo gay! 

The nymphs that fwim the ftream, and range the 
wood, 

And haunt the flowery meads, around him flood. 

There tears down each. fair cheek unbounded fell, 

And, as he gafp'd, they gave a fad farewell, : 

Softly, they cry’d, as feeping flowers are clos’d 

By night. be thy dear eyes by death compos’d : 

A gentle fall may thy young beauties have, 

And golden flunibers wait thee in the grave: 

Yearly thy herfe with garlands we'll adorn, 

And teach young nightingales for thee to mourn; 


Bees love the blooms, the flocks the bladed grain, 


Nor lefs wert thon belov'd by every fwain. 

Come, fhepherds, come, perform the funeral duc, 

For he was ever ‘and kind to you: 

On every fmoorhelt beech, in every grove, 

In weeping characters record your love, 

And as in memory of Adenis flain, 

When for the youth the Syrian maids complaia 

His riyer, to record the guilty day, 

With frefhly bleeding purple ftains the fea: 

So thou, dear Cam, contribute to our woe, 

And bid thy ftream in plaintive murnwurs flow: 

Thy head with thy own willow boughs adorn, 

And with thy tears fuppty the frugal urn. 

The fwains their fheep, the nymphs fhall leave the 

lawn, 

And yearly on their banks renew their moan : 

His mother, while they there lament, fhall be 

The queen of love, the lov’d Adonis he : 

On her, like Venus, all the Graces wait, 

And he too like Adonis jn his fate | 

For frefh in fragrant youth he left the plain, 

And isthe grief, who was the grace, of cvery Briy 

tifh twain, 5 {fide, 

No mare the nymphs, thar o’er the brooks pre- 

Drefs their gay beauties by the cryftal tide, 

Nor Aly the wintry winds, nor fcorching fan, 

Now he, for whom they ftrove to charm, is gone, 

Off they beneath their reedy coverts figh’d, 

And iook’d, and long’d, and for Florelio dy'd. 

Of him they fang, and with foft ditties ftrove 

‘Ve footh the pleafing agonies of love. 

But now they roam, diftra@ed with defpair, 

And cyprefs, twin’d with mouraful will a 

Thus, hand-in-hand. around his grave they go, 

And faffron-buds and fading lilies ftrow, 

With fprigs of myrtle mix’d, and fcattering cry, 
So fweet and {oft che fhepherd was! fo foon des 
+ creed to die! ° 
“phere, frefh in dear remembrance of their woes, 

qris name the young ancmonies difglofe ; ” 


POEM S&S 


Wor firange they fhould a double grief avow, 

Thea Venus wept, and Paftorella now. 

Breathe foft, ye winds! long let them paint (1 
plain, 

Unhurt, untouch'd by every pafling fwain. 

And when, ye nymphs, to make the garlands ga: . 

‘With which ye crown the miftrefs of the May, 

Ye shall thefe flowers to bind her temples take, 

pluck them gently for Florelio’s fake! — [fray 

‘And when through Woodftock’s green retreats ye 

Or Althrop’s flowery vales invite to play ; 

O’er which young Paftorella’s beauties bring 

Elyfium early, and improve the {pring : 

‘When evening gales attentive filence keep, 

And heaven its balmy dew begins to weep, 

-By the foft fall of every warbling ftream, 

Sih your fad airs, and bie(s the thepherd’s name : 
‘There to the tender jute attune your woe, 

While hyacinths and myrtles round ye grow. 

So may Sylvanus ever ‘tend your bowers, 

And Zephyr bruth the mildew from the flowers! 
Bid ail the fwans from Cam and Ifis hatte, 

In che melodious choir to breathe their lait. 

O Colin, Colin, could 1 there complain 

. Like thee, when young Philifides was flaia ! 
“Vhou fiweet trequenter of the Mufes’ flream ! 

SWhy have f not thy voice, or thou tay theme ? 
“Though weak my voice, though lowly be my lays, 

They hail be facred to the fhepherd’s praife : 

To him my voice, to him my lays belong, 

* And bright Myriilla now nyutt live unfung : 
Even fhe, whole artlefs beauty blefs’d me more 
"Yhan ever {wain was blefs'd by nymph before ; 
While every tender figh to feal our blifs 
Brought a kind vow, and every vow a kifs: 

Fair, chafte, and kind, yet now no more can move, 
So much my grief is fronger than my love : 
Now the dear youth has left the tonely plain, 
"And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Bri- 
i tith {wain. 
As when fome cruel hind has borne away 

‘ "The turcls's neft, and made the young his prey, 
Sad in her native grove the fits alone, 

*There hangs her wings, and murnaurs out her 

moan; 

_ So the bright shepherdefs, who bore the boy, 

! Beneath a balelul yew doxs weeping lie ; 

Nor can the fair the weighty woe foftain, 
But bends, like rofes crufh’d with falling rain; 
Nor from the filent earth her eyes removes, 

» That, weeping, languifh like a dying dove's. 

Not fuch her look (fevere reverfe of fate!) 
When little Love'sin every dimple fate ; 

And all the imiles delighted to refort 

On the calm heaven of her foft cheeks to {port : 

;, Soit as the clouds mild April evenings wear, 

“Which drop freth flowrets on the yeuthful year, 
‘The fomntain’s fall can’t lull her wakeful woes, 
Nor poppy-garlands give the nymph repofe : 
"Through prickly brakes, and unfrequented groves, 
O’er hiils and dales, and craggy cliffs, fhe roves. 
And when fhe fpies, beneath fome filent fhade, 

. "The daifies prefs’d, where late his limbs were laid, 

-'To the cold print there clofe fhe joins her face, 

: And all with gathing teare bedews the grafs. 











6s 
There mab loud plaints the wounds the pitying 
‘ies, 
ind, oh! return, my lovely youth, fhe cniess 
Xeturn, Florelio, with thy wonted charms 
"ill the foft circle of my longing arms. 
weafe, fair affliGtion, ceafe! the lovely boy 
tn death’s cold arms muft pale and breathlefs lie, 
he Fates can never change their firft decree, 
Jr fure they would have chang’d this one for thee, 
Pan for his Syrinx makes eternal moan, 7 
Ceres ber daughter loft, and thou thy fon. 
hy fon for ever now has teft the plain, 
And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Brft< 
tith fwain. 

Adieu, ye mofly caves, and shady groves, 
Once happy fcenes of our fuccefsful loves = 
Ye hungry herds, and bleating flocks, adieu ! 
Flints be your beds, and browze the bitter yew, 
Two lambs alone fhall be my charge to feed, 
Bor yearly on his grave two lambs fhall bleed, 
‘This pledge of lafting love, dear thade, receives 
’ Fis all, alas, a fhepherd's love can give ! 
But grief from its own power will fet me free, 
Will fend me foon a willing ghoft to thee: 
Cropt in the flowery {pring of youth, 'l go 
With hafty joy to wait thy fhade below : 
In ever-fragrant meads, and jafmine-bowers, 
We'll dwell, and all klyfium hall be ours. 
Where citron groves ethereal odours brea: 
And ftreams of flowing cryftal purl beneath; 
Where all are ever young, and heavenly fair, 
As here above thy filter graces are, 











AN ODE, 


t 
Wuar art thou, Life, whofe flay we court? 
What is thy rival Death we fear? 
Since we're but fickle Fortune's fport, 
Why thould we wifh v inhabit here, 
And think the race we find fo rough too thart$ 
uu, 

While in the womb we forming lic, 
While yet the lamp of life difplaye 
A doubtful dawn with feeble rays, 
New iffuing from non-entity ; 
The thell of flefh pollutes with fin 
Irs gem, the foul, juft entér’d ins 
And, by tranfmitted vice defil’d, 
The fiend commences with the child, 

ut 

In this dark region future Fates are bred, 

And mines of fecret ruin Jaid : 

Hot fevers here long kindling lie, 

Prepar’d with flaming whips to rage, 

And lath on lingering deftiny : 
| Whene’er excefs has fir’d our riper age, 
Here brood in infancy the gout and ttone, 
Fruits of our fathers’ follies, not our own, 
Evn with our rourifhment we death receive, 

For here our guiltlefs n-others give 
Poifon for food when {irk we live. 
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lence noifome humours * fweet through every 
And blot us with an undiftinguith’d fore: [pore, 
Nor, mov'd with beauty, will the dire difcafe 

Forbear on faultlefs ferms to feize ; 

But vindicates the good, the gay, 

The wife, the young, its common prey. 
Had all, cpnjoin’d in one, had power to fave, 
The mufeshad not wept o'er Blandford’s grave. 

Ww. 

The fpuk of pure athereal light 

That adtuates this fleeting framg, 

Darts through the cloud of ficfh a fickly fame, 
And fcems a glow-worm ir a winter-night. 

But man would yet lock wondrous wife, 

And equal chains of th. nght devile ; 

Intends bir mind an mighty fchemes, 

Refutes, defines, confuses, declaims ; 

And diayrame he draws, t explain 
"The learn’d chimeras of his brain 3 
And, with imaginary wiftlom proud, 

Thinks on the goddefs whic he clips the cloud. 
Vv. 
~ Through error’s mazy grove, with {ruitlefs toil, 

Perplex'd with puzzling deuins we roam; 

Falfe images our fight beguile, 

But fill we ftumble hrouyt. the gloom, 
And fcience feck, which {till deiudes the mind. 
Yet, more enamour'd with tae race, 

With ditproportion’d fpecd we urge the chafe t 
In vain! the various prey no bounds reftrain ; 
Fleeting it only leaves, t? incrcale our pain, 
A told unfatisfying {cent behind. 
vi. 












Yet, gracious Gad. prefumptuous man 
With random gucilks makes pretence 
"Tosfound thy feareh}: fs wrovidence 
¥rom which he firft began : 
Like hooded hawks we blindly tower, 
And circumfcribe, with farcy’d laws, thy power. 
Thy will the rolling orbs obey, 
‘The moon, prefiding o’er the fea, 
Governs the waves with equal {way : 
But man perverfe, and Jawlefs till, 
Boldly runs counter to thy will; 
‘Thy patient thunder he defies; 
Lays down falfe principles, and moves 
By what his vicious choice approves; 
And, when he’s vainly wicked, chinks he’s wife. 
vu. 
Return, return, too long mifled ! 
‘With filial fear adore thy God: 
Ere the vaft deep of heaven was {pread, 
Or body firft in {pace abode, 
Glories ineffable adorn’d his head. 
Unnumber’d feraphs round the burning throne, 
Sung to-th’ incomprehenfibie Three-One : 
Yet then his clemency did pleafe 
With lower forms t’ aigment™his train, 
And made thee, wretched creature, man, 
Frobationer of happinefs. 
Vili. 
On the vaft oecan of his wonders here, 
We momentary bubbles ride, 
‘Till, cruth’d by the tempeftuons tide, 
Sunk in the parent flood we difappear s 
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} We, who fo gaudy on the waters fhone, 
Proud, like the fhowery bow, with beanties*net 
our own, 
2 a. 
But, at the fignal given, thigearth and fea 

Shall fet their fleeping vaffals free ; 

And the belov'd of God, 

The faithful, and the juft, 

Like Aaron’s chofen rod, 

Though dry, shali bloffom in the duft + 
Then, gladly bounding from their dark reftraints, 
‘The ikeletons thall brighten into faints, 

And, from mortality refin’d, thail rife 

‘Fo mect their Saviour coming in the fkics: 
Anftructed then by intuition, we 

Shall the vain efforts of our wifdom fee ; 

Shai] then impartially confefs - 

Our demonftration was but guefs ; 

That knowledze, which from human reafon flows, 

Unlefs religion guide its courfe, 

And faith her fteady mounds oppofe, 

Is igoorance at beft, and often worfe. 


PART OF THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER, . 
OF ISAIAH PARAPHRASED, 


Now has th’ Almighty Father, feated high 
tu ambierc glories from th’ eternal throne 
Vouch/sf'd compaffiun : and th’ affliiive power 
Elas broke, whofe iron {ceptre tong had bruis’d 
The groaning nations. Now returning peace, 
Dove-cy'd, and rob’d in white, the blifsful land 
Deigns to rc-vifit, whilft beneath her fteps 
The foil, with civil flaughter oft’ maour’d, 
Pours forth abundant olives. Their ‘high tops 
The cedars waye, exulting o’er thy fall, 
Whofe ftecl from the tall monarch of the grove 
Sever'd the regal honours, and up tore 
The fcions blooming in the parent thade. 
When vehicled in flame, thou flow diaft pafs 
Prone through the gates of night, the dreary 
realms 
With loud acclaim receiv’d thee. Tyrants old 
(Gigantic forms, with human blood befmear’d) 
Rofe from their thrones; for thrones they fill’ 
poffefs, 
Their penance and their guilt : Art thou, they cry, 
© emulous of our crimes, here doom’d to reign 
Affociate of our wee? Nor com'ft thou girt 
With livery’d flaves, or bands of warrior-knights, 
Which erft before thee ftood, a flattering crowd, 
Obfervant of thy brow; nor hireling quires 
Attempering to the harp their warbled airs, 
Thy panegyric chaunt; but, huth’d in death, 
Like us thou fy't unwept; 2 corfe obfcerie 
With duft, and preying worms, bare and defpoil’d 
Of ill got pomp. We hail thee our compeer ! 
How art thou with diminifh’d glory fall’n 
From thy proud zenith, {wift as meteors glide 
Aflope a fummer-eve! Of all the flars 
Ticled the firft and faireft, chou didi hope 
‘To fhare divinity, or haply more, 
Elated as fepreme when o’er the north 
‘Thy bloody banners &tream’d, to rightful kings 
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Portending rninous downfail; wond’'rous low, 

#pprobrious and detefted art thou thrown, 

Difrob’d of all thy fplendors : round thee ftand 

The {warming populace, and with fir'd regard 

Eycing thee pale and breathlefs, fpend their rage 

In taunting fpeech, and jovial af their friends, 

Is this The Mighty, whofe imperious yoke 

We bore reluctant, who to defert wilds 

And haunts of favages traneform’d the marts, 

And capital cities raz'd, pronouncing thrall 

Or exile on the peerage? How becalm’d 

‘The tyrant lies, whofe noftrils us‘d to breathe 

Tempetis of wrath, and fhook eflablifh'd thrones! 
In folemn ftate the bones of pious kings. 

Gather'd to their great fires, are fafe repos'd 

Beneath che weeping vault: but thou, a hranch 

Blafted aiid cure'd by Heaven, to dogs and fowls 

‘Art doom'd a banquet; mingling fome remains 

With criminals unabfolv’d; on all thy race 

Tranfmiting guilt and vengeance. From thy 

domes 

Thy children fkulk erroneous and forlorn, 

Fearing perdition, and for mercy fue 

With eyes uplift, and tearfyl, From thy feed 

The {ceptre Heaven refumes, by thee ufurp’d 

By guile and force, and fway’d with lawlefs rage, 





VERSES ON THE UNION. 





Tne Gaul, intent on univerfal fway, 
Sees his own fubjects with conftraint obey; 
And they who moft his rifing beams ador’d, 
Weep in their chains, and wifh another lord. 
But, if the mufe not uninfpir'’d prelage, 
Juflice fhall trimaph o'er oppreflive rage t 
His power thail be reclaim'd to rightful laws, 
‘And all, like Savoy, fall defert his caute. 
So when to diftant vales an eagle tects, 
His fiercenefs not difurm’d by length of years; 
From his ftretch’d wing he fees the feathers fly, 
Which bore him to his empire of the iky. 
Unlike, great queen, thy fteps to deathlefs fame; 
O beft, O greateft, of thy royal name ! 
‘Thy Britons, fam’d for arts, in battle brave, 
Have nothing now to cernfure, or to crave; 
Ev'n vice and factious zexl are held in awe, 
Thy court a temyple,-and thy lite a law. 
‘When edg’d with terrors, by thy 
The ford is drawn to gore a guilty laud ; 
‘by mercy cures the wound thy juflice gave, 
* Por 'tis thy lov’d prerogative tu fave + 
And vidury, to grace thy triumph, brings 
Palms it hee havd, with healing in her wings. 
But as mild heaven on Eden's op'ning gems 
Beftow'd the haimicit dews, apd brighteft beams: 
So, whilf renuotett climes thy influence fhare, 
| Britain’s the darling object of thy care: 
By thy wife councils, and refittlels might, 
‘Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Betore thou bid'ft the diftane battles ceafe, 
‘Thy picty cements domeflic peace ; 
Impatient of delay te fix the ftate, 
‘Thy dove brings olive ere the waves abate 
Vow. VIL : 
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Hail,happy fifter-lands! for ever prove 
Rivals alone in loyalty and Jove; °°? 
Kindled from heaven, be your aufpiciaus flame, 
As Jafting, and as bright, as Anna’s fame! ~~” 
‘And thou, fair northern nymphs, partake our. toil, 
With us divide the danger, and the spoil’, ” 


When thy brave fous, the friends of Mars avow'd, 


In ftecl around our Albion ftandards crowd ; 
What wonders in the war fhall now be fhown 
By her, who fingle fhook the Gallic throne ! 

The Gay draws nigh, in which the warrior-queen 
Shall wave her union-croffes o’er the Seine: 
Rous’d with heroic warmth unfelt before, 

Her lions with redoubled fury roar ; 

‘and urging on to fame, with joy behold 

The woody walks in which they rang’d of old. 

© Louis, long the terror of thy arms 

Has aw’d the continent with dire alarms; 
Exulting in thy pride, with hope to fee _ : 
Empires and ftates derive their power from thée 5... 
From Britain’s equal hand the {calé to wreft, 

And ccign without a rival o'er the weft: 

But now the Jaurels, by thy rapine torn 

From Belgian groves, in carly triumphs bornes 
Wither’d and leaflets in thy winter fland, 





: Expes’da prey to every holtile hand : 


Ly ftrange extremes of deftiny decreed 
‘Po flourthh, and to fall with equal {peed. 

So the young gourd, around the prophess head 
With fwift increafe her fragrant honours {pread 5 
Beneath the growing fhade fecure he fate, 

To fee the towers of Ninus bow to fate; 
But, curs'd by Heaven, the greens began to fade, 
And, fickening, fadden as they rofz, decay'd. 


CUPID AND HYMEN, 


Curip refign'd to Sylvia’s care 
I'lis bow and quiver ftor’d with darts ; 
Commiiiioning the matchicfs fair 
Yo fill his fhrine wich bleeding hearts. 


His empire thus fecur’d, he flies 

. To Sport amid th’ Idalian grove ; 

Whofe feather’d choirs proclaim’d the joys, 
And biefs'd the pleafing power of love. 


fut hand | The god their grateful fongs engage, 
y vengeful hand | 





» Spread his nets which Venus wrought; 
Whil! Hymen feld the golden cage, - 
‘To keep fecure the game they caught. 


The 





isk with genial dame, - 
§ rom the myrtle fhades repair ; 
A willing captive each became, 

And fweetier carol’d in the fhare. 


When Hymen had receiv'd the prey, 
To Cytherea’s fane they flew ; 
Regardlefs, while they wing’d their way, 
How fullen all the fongfters grew. 
Alas! no fprightly note is heard, . 
Buy each with filent grief confumes§ 
Te 
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‘Fhough to celeftial food preferr’d, 
> "They pining drop their painted plumes, 


@upid, aflited at the change, , 
To beg her aid to Yenua rung 


She heard the tele, Har, thought it ftrange, 
Bug, ‘rilings le adyie'd her fon: 


Pleafare grows languid with reftraint, 
“Tis Nature's privilege to roam : 

+f you'd not hive jour hnzete faint, 
Leave Hymen with his cage at home. 


a ee 


OLIVIA. 


1 
“@ravra’s lewd, but looks devout, 
\ And fcripture-proofs fhe throws about, 
When firft you try to win her; 
Pull your fob of guineas out; 
Fee Jenny firft, and never doubt 
fo find the faint a finner. 


uy 
Baxter by day is her delight : 
JNo chocolate muft come in fight 
Before two morning chapters : 
But, left the fpleen fhould fpoi} her quite, 
She takes a civil friend at aight 
To raife her hely raptures. 
1, 
‘Thus oft’ we fee a glow-worm gay, 
At large her fiery tule difplay, 
Encourag’d by the dark : 
And yet the fullen thing all day 
Snug in the lonely thicket lay, 
And hid che native fpark. ' 





TO A LADY, 
SIPTING BEYORE HER GLASS, 


oF 
So fmonth and clear the fountain was, 
In which his face Narciffus {py'd, 
‘When, gazing in that liquid glafs, 
He for himvfelf defpair’d and dy'd: 
«Nor, Chloris, can you fafer fee 
Your own perfcdtions here then he, 
a. 
‘The lark before the mirror plays, 
Which fome deceitful fwain has fet, 
Pieas'd with herfelf he fondly Rays 
.To die deluded in the net. 
* Love may fuch trends for you prepare, 
Wourfelf the captive, and the fuare, 
itl. 
But, Chioris, whiift you there review 
Thofe graces opening in their bloom, 
‘Think how diteaic and age purfuc, : 
Your riper glories wo confume. 
‘Then fighmg you would with your glafa 
Leuld how so Chlorgs what the wes, 





Ww. 
Let pride no more.give nature law, 
But free the youth your power enflaves: 
Her form, like yours, bright Cynthia faw, 
Reflected on the cryftal waves; 
Yet priz’d not ail her charms above 
The pleafure of Endymion’s love. 


v. 
No Jonger let your glafs fupply 
Too jut an ‘emblem of oie breaft ; 
Where oft’ to my deluded eye 
Love’s image has appear’d imipreft; 
But play’d fo lightly on your mind, 
Tt left no lating print behind. 


———__ 


TO THE SAME, 
READING THE ART or Love. 


Wnitsr Ovid here reveals the various arts, 

Both how to polifh and dire® their darts, 

Let meaner beauties by his rule improve, 

And read thefe lines to gain fuecefs in love : 

But heaven alone, that multiplies our race, 

Has power t? increafe the conquetts ef your face. 

The fpring, before he paints the rifing flowers, 

Receivés mild beams, and foft deftending thowers; 

But love blooms ever freth beneath yopr charms, 

Though neither pity weeps, nor kindnels warms, 
‘The chiefs who doubt fuccefs, affert their clain 

By ftratagems, and poorly fteal a name: 

‘The generous * fon of Jove, in open fight, 

Made blecding victory proclaim his might : 

Like him refiftlefs, when you take the field, 

Love founds the fignal, and the world mutt yield, 








THE FAIR NUN; A TALE, 


« ——Ire ignes, - . . [ullis, 
“ Et gladios ati. Neque ad hoc tamen ignibus 
“ Aut gladiis opus eft; opus eft mihi crine— . 

Ovip. Met. Lib, viii. 





We fage Cartefians, who profefs 

Ourfelves fworn foes to emptineds, 

Affert that fouls a tip-toe fland 

On what we call the pineal gland; 

As weather-cocks on fpires are plac’d, 

‘To turn the quicker with each blaft. 
This granted, can you think it ftrangg, 

We all thould be fo prone to change 5 

Ev'n from the go-cart till we wear 

A fattin cap i’ the elhow chair? 

‘The fellies that the child began, 

Cuflom makes current in the man 3 

And firm by livery and feifin * 

Holds the fee-fimple of his reafon. 
But ftill the gurfts of love we find 

Blow ftrongeft on a woman’s mind’: 

Nor need t icarnedly purfue 

‘The latent caufe, th’ eff is true; 


+ Alexandgss 


POEM &. 


“For proof of which, in manner ample, 
J mean to give you one example. 

Upon a time (for fo my nurfe, 
Heaven reft her bones! began difcourfe) 
‘A lovely nymph, and juft nineteen, 
Began to languifh wich the fpleen: 

She who had fhone at bails and play 
In gold brocade extremely gay, 

All on a fudden grew precife, 
Declaim’d againft the growth of vice, 
Avery prude in half a year, 

‘And moft heliew’d the was fincere : 
Necklace of pearl no more fhe wears, 
"That's fanctify’d to count her prayers; 
Venus, and all her naked loves, 

The reformado nymph removes; 

And Magdalen, with faints and martyrs, 
Was plac'd in their refpective quarters. 
Nor yet content, fhe could not bear 
"The ranknets of che public air, 

"Twas fo infected with the vice 

Of lufcious fongs, and lovers’ fighs + 

So moft devoutly would be gone, 

And ftraight profefs herfelf a Nun. 

A youth of breeding and addrefs, 
‘And call him Thyrfis if you pleafe, 
‘Who had fome wealth to recompenfe 
His flender dividend of fenfe ; 

Yet could with little thought and care 
‘Write tender things to pleafe the fair; 
And then fucceflively did grow - 
From a half. wit, a finidh'd beau ! 

(For fops thus naturally rife, 

As maggots turn to butterfties.) 

‘This {park, as ftory tells, before 

Had held with madam an amour, 
Which he refolving to purfue, 
Exadtly took the proper cue, 

‘And on the wings of love he flies 

To Lady Abbefs, in difguife, 

And telis her he had brought th’ advowfon 
Of (oul and body to difpofe on. 

Old Sanity, who nothing fear’d 

In petticoats, without a beard, 

Fond of a profelyte, and fees, 

Admits the fox among the geefe, 

Here duty, wealth, and honour prove, 
‘Though three to one, too weak for love; 
And to defcribe the war throughout, 
Would make a glorious picce no doubt, 
‘Where moral virtues might be flain, 
And rife, and fight and fall again ; 

Love fhould a bloody myrtle wear, 
And, like Camilla, fierce and fair, 
"Phe Nun fhould charge. —But I forbear. 

All human joys, though fweet in tafting, 
Ate feldom (more’s the pity) lafting: 


‘ihe nymph had qualms, her checks were pale, 


‘Which others thought th’ effects of zeal 
Bot fhe, poor the, began to doubt, 

(Bett knowing what fhe’d been about) 
The marriage earneft-penny lay, 

And burnt her pocket, as we fay. 

She now invokes, to eafe her foul, 

“phe dagger and the polfon’d bowl; 


j 





And, felf-condétnn'd for breach of vow, 
To lofe her life and honour too, 
Talk'd in as tragical a ftrain, as 
Your craz’d Monimias and Roxanas, 
But_as fhe in her cell lay fighing. 
Dittra&ted, weeping, drooping, dying, 
The fiend (who never wants addrefs 
To fuccour damfelsin diftrefs) 
Appearing, told her'he perceiv’d © 
‘The fatal caufe for which the griev'd; 
But promis’d her en cavalier, 
She fhould be freed from all her fear, 
And with her Thyrfis lead a life 
Devoid of all domettic ftrife, 
If the would fign a certain fcrawl— 
Aye, that fhe would, if that was all. - 
She fign’d, and he engag’d to do 
Whate’er fhe pleas’d to fet him to, 
The critics muft excufe me now, 
‘They both were freed, no matter hdws ~ 
For when we epic writers ufe 
Machines to difengage the mufe, 
We're clean acquit of all demands, 
The matter’s lett in abler hands 5 
And if they cannot foofe the knot, 
Should we be cenfur’d? Lthink not. + 
The feene thus alter’d, both were gayy 
For pomp and pleafres who but they, 
‘Who might do every thing but pray? 
Madam i her gilt chariot flaunted, 
And Pug brought every thing the wanted; 
A flave devoted to her will 
But women will he wavering flill. 
Ev'n vice without variety ~ 
Their {queamith appetites will cloy: 
And having ftolen from Lady Abbefs, 
One of our merry modern rabbies, 
She found a trick the thought would paft, 
And prove the devil but an afs. 
His next attendance happen'd right 
Amidft a moonlefs ftormy night, 
When madam and her fpoufe together 
Guefe’d at his coming by the weather. 
He came: To-night, fays he, 1 drudge 
To fetch a heriot for a judge, 
A gouty nine-i’th’ hundred knave ; 
But, madam, do you want your flave 2!” 
1 need not prefently be gone, 
Becaufe the dodtors have not done- 
A rofy vicar and a quack 
Repuls'd me in my laft attack = 
But all in vain, for mine he is3 
A fig for both the faculties. 
The dame produe’d a fingle hair, 
Bue whence it came I cannot fwear 5” 
Yet this I will affirm is true; 
ic curl'd like any bettle ferew. 5 
Sir Nic, quoth the, you know us all, 
We ladies are fantaftical : 
You fee this hair—Yes, madam—Pray 
In prefence of my hufband flay, 
And make it ftraight ; or elfe you grant 
Our folemn league and coverfant 
Is void in law.—it is, 1 own it: 
And fe he fets to work upon it, 
ty 
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‘He tries, not dreaming of a cheat, 
If wetting would not do thé feat 
“And ‘twas, in truth, a proper notion, 
Be till it Kept th’ elaftic motion. 
“Well: more ways may be found than one 
‘To kill a witch that will not drown. 

If f, quoth he, conceive its nature, 
This hair bas Bourifh’d nigh the water : 
”Tis crifp’d with cold, perhaps, and then 
"The fire will make it ftraight again. 

‘In hafte he to the fire applies it, 
and turns it round and round, and eyes it. 
JHeigh jingo, worfe than ’twas before ! 
‘Fhe more it warms, it twirls the more. 
‘He ftamp’d his cloven foot, and chaf’d; 
The hifband and the lady langh’d. 
, Howe’er he fancy’d fure enough 
He fhould not find it hammer-proof. 
“No Cyclops eer at work was warmer, 
At forging thusder-bolts or armour, 
JZhan Satan was; but all in vain; 
Again he beats.—Ie curls again! 
At length he bellow’d in a rage, 
This hair will take me up an age. 
“Thistake an ape! the hufband wore, 
Z——ds! Betty has five hundred niore. 
More! take your bond, quoth Pug ; adieu, 
Tis lofe of time to ply for you. 











‘AN EPISTLE TO MR, SOUTHERNE, 
FROM KENT, JANUARY 28, I7IO-1K. 


Roxp is the mufe to teave Ler hun:bie cebl, 
And fing to thee, who know'll to firg fo well: 
“Thee! who ro Britain till preferv'ft the crown, 
And mak’ ber rival Athens in renown, 
Could Sophocles behold in mourtiful ftate 
The weeping graces on Imoinda wait; 
Or hear thy Habella's moving moan, 
Diftrefs'd and loft for vices not her owns 
Uf envy could permit, he’d fure agree, 
“To write by nature were to copy thee : 
So full, fo fair, thy images are Vown, 
He by thy pencil might improve 
There. was an age (its memory 4 
Before Italian airs debauch’d our taf 
Jn which the fable mufe with hope: 
Fill'd every breaft, ond every ey 
But where’s vat art which ali our ions rais’d, 
4nd mov'd the fprings of nature as it pleas'd? 
‘Dur poets only pradtift: on the pic 
“With florid jines, and trifling turns of wit. 
Howe’er ‘tis well the prefent timer can boaft 
The race of Charles’s reign met whally Jott 
Thy fcenee, immortal in their worth, dhall feand 
* Among the choicn claflics of cur laud. 
And whillt cur fons are by tradition taught 
How Barry fpoke what thou and © 
They'll think it pr. te to retith and rep 
And own thy works iuimitally 
Shuklpeare, the genius of ot: 
(The univerfal mizsror cf mankin 
































THE WORKS OF FENTON. 





Exprefs’d all invages, enrich'd the i 
But fometimes floop’d to pleafe a barbarcus age: 
When his immortal bays began to grow, 

Rude was the language, and the humour low > 
He, like the God of day,was always bright, 

But rolling in its caurle, his orb of light 

Was fuliy'd, and obfeur'd, though foaring high, 
With {pots contra@ed from the nether fy. 

But whither is th’ adventurous mufe betray'’d? 
Forgive her rafhnefs, venerable fhade ! 

May {pring with purple flowers perfume thy urn, 
And Avon with his greens thy grove adorn: 

Be ail thy faults, whatever faults there be, 
Imputed to the times, and not to thee. 

Some feions thot from this immortal root, 
Their tops much lower, and lets fair the fruit: 
Jonfon the tribute of my verfe might claim, 

Had he not ftrove to blemith Shakfpeare’s name. 
But, like the radiant twins that gild the {phere, 
fletcher and Beaumont next in’ pomp appear : 
The firft a fruitful vine, in blooming pride, 

Had been by faperfluity deftroy'd, 

But that his friend, judicioufly fevere, 

Prun’d the luxuriant boughs with artful care; 
On various founding harps the rovfes play'd, 
Astd fung, and quaff’d their ne@ar in the thade. 

Few moderns in the lifts with thefe may itand. 

For in thofe days were giants in the land; 
Suflice it now by lineal right to claim, 

And bow with filial awe to Shak{peare’s fame ; 
The fecend honours are a glorious name. 
Achilles dead, they found no equal lord 

To wear his armour, and to wield his {word 

An age mott edious and accurs’d enfu’d, 
Difealour'd with a pious monarch’s blood; 

Whole fall when firit the tragic virgin faw, 

She fied, and left her province to the law. 

Her merry fifter ftill purfu’d the game, 

Her garb was alter’d, but her gifts the fame. 
She firtt reform'd the mutcles of her face, 

And learn'd the folemn ferew for figns of grace ; 
Then circumcis’d her locks, and form’d her tone, 
By humming to a tabor and a dronc; bs 
Her eyes the difciplin’d precifely right, 

Berth when to wink, and how to turn the white 
‘Thus banifli'd from the ftage, the gravely next 
Aflum’da cluke, and guibbled o’er a text. 

But when, by miracles of mercy fhown, 

Much-fofering Charles” regain’d his father’s 
throne; 

When peace and plenty overflow'd the land, 

She ftrait pull'd off her fatin cap and hand; 

Bade Wycherley be bold in her defence, 

With pointed wit, und energy of fenfe : 

Ethereye and Sedley join’d him in her cavfe, 

Andail deferv'd, and all receiv'd, applaufe. 

Refior’d with lefs fuccefs, the tragic mufe 
Had long forgot her ityle by long difufe ; 
She taught her Maximins to rant in rhyme, 
Mitaking rattling monfenfe for fublime; 
Tili witty Buckingham reform’d her tafe, 
And incering fham’d her into fenfe at laf. 
But now relaps’d, fhe dwindles to a fong, 
And weakly warbles on an eunuch’s tongue; 
And with her minflrelly may fill remain, 
‘Lill Southern court her to be great again. 



























POEM &. 


Peshaps the beauties of thy Spartan dame, 
‘Who (long defrauded of the public fame) 
Shall, with fuperior majefty avow'd, ©» 
Shing like’a goddefs breaking from a cloud; 

Ouee more may reinttate her on the ftage, 

Her action graceful, and divine her rage. 

‘Arts have their empires, and, like other ftates, 
Their rife and fall are govern’d by the fates: 
"They, when their period’s mealur’d out by time, 
‘ranfplant their laurels to another clime. 

"Phe Grecian mbfe once fill’d with loud alarms 

The court of heaven, and clad the gods in arms; 

"rhe trumpet filent, humbly fhe eflay’d 

"The Doric reed, and fung beneath the fhade 5 

Fxtoll'd a frugal life, and taught the {wains 

“4° obferve the feafons, and manure the plains ; 

Sometimes in warbled hymns the paid her vow, 

Or wove Olympic wreaths tor Pheron’s brow 3 

Sonietimes on flowery beds fhe lay fupine, 

And gave her choughts 4 loofe to love and wine; 

Or in her (able ole and bufkins drefs'd, 

Show’d vice enthron’d, and virtuous kings op- 
prefe’d. ei 

‘The nymph (till fair, however patt her bloom, 
From Greece at length was led in chains to Rome : 
Whilft wars abroad, and civil difcurd reiga’d, 
Silent the beaureous captive long remai 
"That interval cmplop’d her timely care 
'Po fiudy, and retine the language there. 

She views with anguith on the Roman ftage 

The Grecian beauties weep, the warriors rage t 
But moft thofe feenea delight th’ immortal maid, 
‘Which Scipiothad revis'd, and Rofcius play’d. 
"Thence tacthe pleadings of the gown ‘he goes 
(For Themis then could fpeale in polith’d profe) : 
Charn’d at the bar, amid th’ attentive throng, 
she bleis'd the Syren-power of Tully's tongue. 
But when, Octavius, thy fuccefsful (word 

Was theath'd, and univerfal peace reltor’d, 

Fond of a monarch, to the court fhe came, 

‘And chofe a numerous choir to chant his fame. 
irlt'from the green retreats and lowly plains, 
Her Virgil foar’d fablime in epic ftrains; 

His theme fo gluriouf¥and his fight fo true, 

She with Mxonian garlands grac’d his brows 
‘Saunght Horace then to touch the Lefbian lyre, 
Aod sappho’s fweetnefs join’d wich Pindar’s fire, 
By Caar's hounty all the tuneful train 
Enjoy'd, and fang of Saturn’s golden re 
No genius then was lett to live on praife, 

Or curs’d the barren ornament of bays; 

On all her fons he catt a kind regard, 

Nor could they write fo faft as he reward, 

"Che mute, induftrious to record his name 

fu the bright annals of eternal fame, 

Protufe of favours, lavifh’d all her ftore, 

And for one reign made many ages poor. 

Now from the rugged North unnumber’d fwarms 
Tuvade the Latian coatks with barbarous arms; 

A race uapoliih’d, but inur’d to toil, 

Hough as their heaven, and barren as their foil 
Thete focu,.» every fpringing art defroy'd, 
‘And foft humanity before them dy'd. 

Piure no more maintain’d the doubtful ftrife 
‘With nature’s fcenes, nor yave the canvas life ; 
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ete 
Nor fculpture exercis'd her fkill, bendath 
Her forming hand to make the. marble breathe: 
Struck with defpair, they food devoid of thot 
‘Lefs lively than the works thémifelves had wrought 
On thofe ewin-fifters fuch difaiters came, = . 
Though colours @ad_ proportions are the fame 
In every age and clame; their beautics known 
To every language, and-confin’d by none. 
But fate lefs freedam to the mufe affords, 
‘And checks her genius with the choice of wordbs: 
‘To paint her thoughts; the di@tion mutt be found, 
Of eafy grandeur, and harmoritous found. 
"Thus when the rais‘d her voice divinely great 
To fing the founder of the Roman ftate; . 
The language was adapted to the, fong, 
Sweet and fublime, with native beauty ftrong? 
But when the Goths infulting troops appear’d, 
Such diffonance the trembling virgin heard} * 
Chang'd toa fwan, from T'yber’s trovbled Rreatne: 
She wing'd her flight, and fought the Gite: 
“Thames. 
Long in the melancholy grove fhe ftaid, 
And tught the penfive Druids in the thade 5 
Io folemn and inftru@tive notes they fung - 
Prom whence the beauteous frame of nature fprung, 
Who polifh'd all the radiant orbs above,” 4 
And in bright order made the planets move; 
Whence thunders roar, and frightful meteors fy; 
And comets roll anbqunded through ‘the hy; |x 
Who wing’d the winds, and gave the ftreams te 











flow, . 
And rais’d the rocks, and fpread the lawns bestow ; 
Whence the gay {pring exults im flowery ride, _ 
‘And autumn with the bleeding grape is dpa 3 
Whence fummer funs imbrown the labouring: 
fwains, 
And fhivering winter pines in icy chains $. a 
And prais'd the Power Supreme, nor dar’d ade 
vance 
So vain a theory as that of chance. 








She chang’d her hand, and chofe @tofter air,” & 
‘And Jove and beauty next became her care. ey 
Greece, her lov'd country, only could afford © 

A Venus anda Helen to.record; 

‘A thoufand radiant nymphs fhe here'beheld, 

Who match’d the goddets, and the queen excelitda 
T° immortalize their Joves the long eftay’d, 
But ftili the tongue her generous toil be 
Chaucer had all that beauty could infpire, 
And Surrey’s numbers glow'd with warm defire? 
Both now are priz’d by few, uwknowa to-moft;” 
Becaufe the thoughts are’in the language loft. 
Even Spenter’s pearls ia muddy waters lie, 

Yet {son their beams attract the diver’s eye = 

Rich was their imagery, till time defae’d | 

The curious works; but Waller came at Jaft. 
Waller, the mufe with heavenly verfe fapplies,_ 
Smooth as the fair, and fparkling as their eyes 

*< Aji but the nymph that fhould redrefs his wrongs: 
« ‘Attend his pailion, and approve his fog.” ‘ 
But when this Orpheus funk, ‘and hoary age : 
Supprefé’d the lover’s and the poet’s rage, 

To Granville his melodious lute fhe gave, 


But in this ifle the found the nymphs fo fair, } 














| Granville, whefe faithful verse is beauty’sflave 5 


Yeti 


Oba 
Accept this gift, my favourite youth! the cry'd, 
°o found a brighter theme, and fing of Hyde, 
“Wl yde's and thy lovely Myra’s praife proclaim; 
ja&nd match Carlifle’s aud Sachariffa’s fame. 
Q! would he now forfake the myrtle grove, 
Abd fing of arms, ae late he fung of love f 
“iis colours and his hand alone thould paint 
"In Britdin’s queen the warrior and the faint ; 
. Ja whom confpire, to form her truly great, 
:Wifdom with power, and piety with flare. 
‘Whilft from her throne the ftreams of juftice flow, 
1 Strong and {crene, to blefs the land below; 
O’er diftant realms her dreaded thunders roll, 
And the wild rage of tyranny control. 
“Her power’ to quell, and pity to redrefe, 
he Maefe, the Danube, and the Rhine confets; 
Whence bleeding Iber hopes around his head 
/¥o fee freth olive {pring, and plenty fpread : 
And whilft they found their great deliverer’s fame, 
‘The Seine retires, and fickens at her name, 
© Granville‘ all thefe glorions fcenes difplay, 
Ynfrua fucceeding monarchs how to fway ; 
And make her memory rever'd by all, 
:WMben triumphs arc forgot, and mouldering 
archeeé fall. 
Pardon me, friend! Town iny mufe too free, 
“To write fo long on {uch a theme to thee: 
To play the critic here-~with equal right 
Bid her pretend to teach Argyli co fights 
Aaftrud th’ unerring fun to guide the year, 
And Harley by what fchemes he ougtit to eer; 
Yive Harcourt eloquence t’ adorn the feul, 
Maxims of ftate to Leeds, to Beaufort zeal ; 
‘Try to correét what Orrery hall write, 
nd make harmonious St. John more polite; 
‘Teach law to Ifla for the crown’s (upport, 
And Jerfey how to ferve and grace a court; 
Didate {oft warbling airs to. Sheffield’s hand, 
"When Venus and her loves around him ftand; 
In fage debates to Rochefter impart 
“A fearching head, and ever faithful heart 5 
Make Talbot's finitt’d virtue more complete, 
_ High without pride, and amiably great, 
‘Where nature all her powers with fortune jei'd, 
At once to pleafe and benefit mankind. 
When cares were to my blooming youth un- 
/ known, : 
My fancy free, and all my hours my own; 
“AU lov’d along the laureat grove to itray, 
‘The paths were pleafant, and the prefpet gay : 
But now my genius finks, and hardly knows 
“To make a couplet tinkle in the ciofe, 
‘Yet when you next to Medway hall repair, 
And quit the town to breathe a purer air ; 
Retiring from the crowd to fteal che fweets 
Of easy life in Twyfden’s calm retreats 
(As Terence to his Lalius lov’d to come, 
And in Campania fcorn'd the pomp of Rome); 
Where Gambard, form’d for bufine!s, and to 
pleafe, 
‘By fharing, will improve ycur happincls; 
In both their fouls imperial reafon tways, 
In both the patriot and the friend di 
. Belov'd, prais’d by all, who merit 
praile, 
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THE WORKS OF FENTON. 


With bright ideas there infpir’d anew, 
By them excited, and inform’d by you, 
I may with happier fkill effay to fing 
Sublimer notes, and ftrike a bolder ftring. 

+ Languid and dull, when abfent from her cave, 
No oracles of old the Sibyl gave; 
But when beneath her facred fhrine fie flood, 
Her fury foon confefs’d the coming god; 
Her breaft began to heave, her eyes to roll, 
And wondrous vifions fill’d her labouring foul. 


A LETTER 
TO THE KNIGHT OF THE SABLE SHIELD. 





Habet Bibliopola Tryphon.” 
Mant. Lib. iv. 


Sa Knight, who know with equal fkill 
Yo make a pocm and a pill, 

"T'was my misfortune t’other night, 
To be tormented with a {pright, 

On either fide his head the hair 
Seem’d buthing out, the top was bare; 
His garb antique, but on his face 
There reign’d a {weet majeftic grace ; 
Of comely port, and in his hapd 

He decent wav'd a laurel-wand. 

On the left foot (by which I found 
His name was on the ftage renown’d 
A fock of curious thape he wore, 

With myrtle foliage flourith’d o’er ; 

A purple butkin grac’d the righs, 
And flrong he flep’d, yet lovely light. 

‘hy fricadly care, he ery’d, I crave 
‘To give me quiet in my grave ; 
Tryphon conftrains me from the dead, 
A wizard whom I hate. and dread; 
By him to dangle on a poft, 
'm conjur’d up—* Alas, poor Ghoft !” 
A pendulum I there am made, 
‘Yo move the leaden wheels of trade. 
And while each little authoreftrurs 
In calves-tkin gilt, adorn’d with cuts; 
I, vouchisy, pals “em off as dear 
As any ftaple-clafic ware, 
Vcers, partons, cits, a motley tribe, 
Flock there to purchafe, and fubfcribe ; 
While ‘Tryphon, as the gadgeons bite, 
Chuckles to fee them grow polite. 

For ends thus infamoudly low, 
It farc wou'd feem as a-propos, 
for Dennis at his daor to fland, 
With a good broomftick in his hand. 
‘then, thould the chaps find ought amifs, 
Or blame the price, the tragic Swifs 
Might have his better parts employ’d, 
To criticife them back and fide. 

Or is there none of all his race, 
Whole features would a fign-board grace? 
Oft’ in the wizard’s cell I've feen 
A forrel man, of awkward mien, 
Prying witb bufy leer about, 

As if he were the devii’s four, 





POEM S. 


“Tneter was vers’'d in modith vice, 

But fure thofe whorefon gloating eyes 

Have travell’d much on love affairs, 

Between the key-hole and the ftairs. 

O cheat the gibbet of a fign, 

And with his head commute for mine. 
When firft I heard his damn’d intent, 

To 'Tryphon’s bed by night I went; 

‘Where he lay bleft with dreams of gain, 

Furs, fearlet, and a golden chain. 

YT rous’d the wretch, and weeping faid, 

O! take my wit, and fpare my head, 

Urge not the wags to fneer, and jape us, 

Juft as of old they us’d Priapus. 

But asa whelp ftarts up with fear 

‘When a bee’s humming at his ear: 

‘With upper lip elate, he grins, 

Whilft round the little teazer {pins ; 

But when aloof in air it foars, 

He (trait forgets th’ alarm, and fnores ? 

So did his fellow-creature flight 

The ficeting vifion of the-night. 

My prayers were loft, though while I ftay’d 

1 dele they ftrong impreffions made. 
There is a knight, who takes the field 





With Saxon pen, and fable thield ; 

Who doubtlefs can relieve my gholt, 

And difenchant me from the pot. 

"Then 1 could reft as ftill as thofe 

‘Whom he has dradg’d to fure repofe ; 

As jf he traded in the whole, 

‘And with the body kill’d the foul. 

‘To him for aid with {peed repair— 

& But fof! Tfcent the morning air :” 

Be mindful of my piteous plight, 

And to my caule engage the knight. 
Now, gentle Sir, give ear to me, 

For I preteribe without a fee 5 

From Curll’s remove the feat of war, 

Encamp on t’other fide the bar 

Level your eye at Tryphon’s fhop, 

Another epic at him pop 5 

What though without report it move, 

Like the fure darts of death or love? 

I know your powder is fo trong, 

No mortal fign can ftand you long. 
But if by magic this oppofe 

The volley of your verfe and profe ; 

Tl be your fquire, and firm ally, 

‘Write, crimp, and cox him up to buy 5 

Not all the necromancer’s art 

‘Will fave it then, befhrew his heart + 

Wh. can fupport a fhop, or lign, 

‘When two fuch perilous wits combine? 





THE 
ULEVENTH BOOK OF HOMER’s ODYSSEY. | 
TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK. 

In Milton's Style. 


« —To th’ Orphean lyre 
“ He fang of Chaos and cternal nights 
“ Taught by the heavenly Mufe to venture down 
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663, 
* ‘The dark defcent, and up to re-afcend, 

“© Yhough hard, and rare.” : P 
PARADISE LOST, B. iis 


Wun fpeeding fea-ward, to the fleet we came * 

That anchor’d nigh the coaft, we launch’d our fhip _ 

lnto the facred deep; the maft up-rear’d © 

Bore every fail expanded ; whilft aboard 

We ftow’d devoted victims, and afcend 

‘The veffel, inly griev’d, and filent fhowers _ 

Fell from eur drooping eyes. A friendly wind 

Circe the fair, of human race divine, 

Propitious fent ; to ply the ftruggling oar 

Small need remain’d, the frethening gale fuffie’'d” 

Each bellying canvas. On with {peed we fare 

Profperous; and when the fun careering prone 

Sunk to the weftern ifles, and dewy fhade 

Sabled the pole, we tilting o’er the waves” 

On océah’s utmoft bound, approach the realms 

Unblefs'd, where the Cimmerians darkling dw’ 

(A lamentable race!) of heavenly light 

Unvifited, and the fun’s gladfome ray. 

Mooring the veffel on that dreary beach 

We take the deftin’d thesp, and flow fojourn 

Along the masith, till the fated place 

We found, which Circe will’d we fhould explore 

Eurylochus and Perimedes guard 

The holy offerings; I mcan time unfheath 

My falchion, and prepare ¢’ inttench the ground 

A cubit {quare, and there oblations pour 

To reconcile the shades; infufing milk * 

With honey temper’d fweer, and bowls of muft” 

Pure from the melloweft grape, with added ftore’ 

Of water ; and with flower of wheat beftrow * 

‘Yhe mix’d ingredients: to the feeble ghofts 

Then vow’d, if Heaven to my deat native land 

Should favour my return, a barren cow 

OF ftatelieft growth; and to th’ oraculoust feer 

A ram of fable ficece, the leading pride 

Of all my flocks, ‘Thefe folenin rites perform’d 

And vows prefer'd, the deftin’d fheep I flew: 

Forth guth’d the vital purple, and futcharg’d: 

‘The hollow’d trench; when fo! from the dun verge. 

Of Erebus, the ghofts promifcuous troop & 

Unnumber’d, youths and maidens immature : 

Crop’d .in their {pring, who wandering penfive 
wail’d x 7 

The thortnefs of their date : trembling, and. hoar, 

With age, fome flowly pace ; others more fierce,” 

Array'd in arms, enfanguin’d o'er with wounds 

Receiv’d in battle, clamorous approach Ne oi 

‘Yo drink the recking gore. Shuddering and pale. 

I ftood aftounded, but with quick difpatch ; 

Bade burn the facrifice, a grateful fteam 

To Proferpine, who there with Dis divides 

The regency of night: fudden I wav'd 

My glittering faichion, from the fanguine pool — 

Driving th’ unbody’d hoft that round me fwarm’dg 

Nor deign’d to let them fip, before [faw * 

Th’ oractilous feet. Foremoft of al! the crowd 

Llpenor came, whofe unregarded corfe ce 

We left behind in Circe’s fumptuots dome, 

Unwept, unbury’d, eager to purfue . 

Our voyage + Strait to teader pity mev'd; 
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‘With words diffolv'd in tears 1 cry’d, relate, 

Blpenor, how thefe rueful thades you reach'd 

Sooner than I full-fail’d. He thus reply’d 

Yn accents of much delour: Me, O King! 

"The minifter of adverfe fate malign’d, ; 

Puaweeting of mifhap; and wrought my deom, 

Drench'd with excefs.of wiue r prone trom the top 

Of Circe’s tower I fell, and the neck-bones 

Disjoiming dy’d. But to your pious care 

Supphiant, 1 beg by thofe endearing nanies 

©F parent, wife, and fon (theegh diftant, dear 
‘9 your rernembrance), when you re-afcend 

To’ Circe’s blifsful ile, to my remains 

Wilcharge funercal rites; vor Jet me Lie 

<Wowept, unbury’d there, left Heaven avenge 

"The dire negle@. While the devouring flames 

Gonfume my earthy, on the flagrant pale 

sMy armour. caft complete ; then raiie a toen:b 

‘¥or my memorial on the foamy ftrand; 

‘And on it place that oar which erft | ply’d 

With my affociates. Penfive | rejoin, 

Poor thade | I'll pay the decent rites you crave, 
While with the friendly phantom I maintain’d 

‘Such melancholy parley, with brandifh'd fteel 

Guarding the goary pool, I through th’ obfcure 

My * mother view’d : her linéage the deriv’d 

From Maia’s wingy fon, and ceas’d to breathe 

"This vital air, fincz | my legion led 

‘To wat on iam. From my pitying eyes 

Abundant forrow ftream'd ; but though regret 

‘Wither’d my refolution, from the pool 

E made the dear maternal form recede, 

Fill J fhould Jearn from the grave Theban fver 

Fhe fum of fate. The fage at length advaue'd 

Bearing a golden {ceptre, and began: 

” Son of Lacrtes, what misfortunes dire 

Compel your proyreds from th’ all-cheering fun, 

And heavenly azurz, in this feat of woe 

Te roam amony the dead? But from the pool 

Withdraw, and {heath your fundchion, while E talte 

?Fhat hloody beverage, then the fates decree 

Foftant Vil utter. Sudden { withdrew, 

Sheathing my faulchion whilft he drank the gore; 

"Then thus the {eer pronounc’d the fates deer: 

What means may: beft befit your wifh’d re 

Moftriows Greek! you'd know. ‘The fovereiga 

. power 

'Whofe ttrong earth-thaking mace the floods revere, 

ofidious waits a time to wreak revenge 

For Polypheme, his fon; whofe vifual ozb 

You late eclips’d with ever-during fhade. 

Howe’er you fafe niay voyage, and avoid 

Dilatters various, if your mates refrain 

From facrilegious {poil, when fafe they tread 

‘Trinacria’s herby foil : for there the flocks 

And herds of Phoebus o’er the ve ons lawn 

Browze fattening pafture (he the world’s great eye 

Views all below ! ont bean, nor ayy 

Can fhun his w idh evis hand 

Kf them they feize, 

Ao hideous wreck. 

Kour il:p, deep in the net 

Shall perith with her you 

The dyy, without farviving frien 

ADU 7 














































ori 
we cary; wit 











| Of my dom; 





THE WORES OF FENTON. 


Your pilgrim-fleps.: however late and hard, 
You fhall revifit your lov’d natal fhore, 
‘Vranfperted in a veflel not your own. 
Much of domeftic damage, and mifrule, 
Will fadden your return; for in your court 
Seitors voluptuous fwarm; with amorous wiles 
Studious to win your confort, and fednce 
Her from chafte fealty to joys impure, . 
in bridal pomp 5 vain efforts! but they feon 
By flratugem, or our puiffant arm, 
‘To ruin are fore-doom'd, Then to a race 
Remote from ocean, who with favoury fale 
Ne’er feafon their repaft, nor veffel view'e. 
Furrowing the foamy floed with psinted prow, 
And all her tackle trim, with fpced repair 
Carrying a taper oar; way-faring thus; 
One journeying obvious will mifname that oar - 
A corn van; fix it there, and victims fay 
‘To Neptone reverent; from the fleecy fold 
A y (cleck, and from the beeves and fwine, 
choiceit male entire, of either herd. 
rence homeward hafte, and hecatombs prepare 
For the bright order of the gods, who reign 
Spher'd in empyreal fplendors, White with years, 
The balm of life evaporating low, 
Atlength, when Neptune points the dart of death?, 
Vithout a pang you'll die, and leave your land 
ith fair abundance bleft. In thet fix'd laws 
Ot fate repofe affiance and beware, 

1 thus reply’d: In this authentie will 
Of fare, O Seer! | acquiefee ; but lo! 




















Peifive und filent, by the goary pool, 
Abides my mother’s thade; no vouchfafes 








Lenguage or lock benign: Oh! tell me how 
She here may recoguife me. He rejoin’ds 
Whatever gholt by your permiflion fips 
That facred purple, will to all your queft 
Without deccit reply; the reft withdraw 
At your ftern interdi&. This faid, the teer 
Vo the high capital of Dis retir’d. 
Mean time | firm abude, cill the dear thade 
had fip'd the facred purple; then her fon, 
Iniliot fhe knew, and wailing thus began ¢ 
My Jon! how reach’d you thefe ‘Tartarean 
hounds 
Corporeal? Many a river interfus’d, 
And gulfs unvoyageable, from accefs 
Debar each living wight; befides th’ expanfe 
Of ocean wide to fail, Are you from Troy 
With your affociate peers but now return’d, 
Erroncous from your wife and kingdom fill ? 
I thus: By @rong neceffity conttrain’d, 
Down to thife nether reals I have prefum'd 
gueft, to hear my doum difclos’d 
fas; for fince 1 led 
with Agamemnon leagu'd 
To war on (lium, traversing the main 
Thronch various perils, I have voyag'd far 
(from Greece. But fay by what difeaie, 
i through the gates of death 
3 er by Diana’s dart 
jen: fate? My hoary fire! 
Survives he? Is my bloomy fon poffeis'd 
P, UF groans it now bereath 
vith the bons ofa tea-turile. 
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Ufurping powers, who lord it uncontroll’d, 
Thoughtlefs of my return? My confort dear ! 
_Abides the with my fon, of all his rights 

A guardian regent ;.or, ‘no longer mine, 
Hiath the been won to plight connubial vows? 

‘The venerable fhade thus anfwer’d mild < 
“Still in your regal dome your fpoufe abides 
Difconfolate, with ever-flowing eyes 
‘Wailing your abfence; and your fon poffefs’d 
Of principality, with his compeers, 

Bounteous of foul, free intercourfe maintains 

OF focial love. Beneath a Sylvan lodge, 

Far from the cheerful fteps of men, yoar fire 
Lives inconfolable ; on gorgeous beds, 

With rich embroidery spread, and purple pals, 
No more indulging {weet repofe; but clad 

Jn coarfe attire, couch'd with his villape hinds 
On the warm hearth he fleeps, when winter reigns 
Inclement, till the circling months return 
New-rob’d in flowering verdure : then, the vines 
High interwove a green pavilion form, 

Where pillow’d on the leaves he mourns for you 
Nocturnal; to th’ unfriendly damp of age 
Adding corrofive anguith and defpair. 

So perifh’d U with flow-confuming pile! 

Me nor the filver-fhafted goddefs flew, 

Nor racking malady; but anxious love 

Of my Ulyfles on my vitals prey'd, 

And funk my age with forrow to the grave, 

she cea.’d: E thrice with filial fondnefs ftrove 
T’ embrsce the much-lov’d form, and thrice it fled, 
Delufive.as a dream, “Anew with grief 
Heart-chill’d, | fpake; Why, mother, will you fly 
Your fon’s iticircling arms? O here permie 
My dutcous love, and let our forrows flow 
Mingliug in one full ftream! Or Las the queen 
‘Whole frown the fhades revere, to work me woe, 
A guilctul image foroy’d? She thus replies: 

Of all mankind, O mo't to grief inur’d ! 
Deem not that aught of guile by phantoms vain 
Is here intended, but the cflence pure 
OF fepagate fouls is of all living touch 
Impaflive + here no grofs material frame 
‘We wear, with fleth incumber’d, nerves, and bone; 
‘They're calcin’d on the piles but when we ceafe 
‘fo draw the breath of. life, the fout on wing 
Fleets like a dream, from elemental drofs 
ifparted and rejin’d. Now te the realins 
Miumin’d with the dan’s enlivening beam, 

Hence journeying upward, to your contort dear 
Difelofe the fedrets of our {late below. 

Thus we alternate, till a bevureous tram 
Of noblefs near advance their fteps, enlarg’d 
By radiant Proferpine, daughters and wives 
‘s'o kings and herocs old : the goary pool 
‘he fair afiembly thick furround, to fip 
‘Tre ta’ cful liquid: T the fates of each 
Defirous to hear ftoried, wave my fword 
In airy circles, while they fingly fate 
‘heir appetices; then curious alk of each 
Her anceitry, which all in order cold. 

‘Vyro firit audience claim'd, the daughter fair 
OF great Salmoueus; fhe with Crethens fhar’d 
Cenuubial love, but long in virgin bloom 
Hnamour’d of Enipeus, italy pind: 
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Enipeus, fwift from whofe reclining ura 
Rolls a delicious flood. “His lovely form 
Neptune affum’d, and the bright nymp# begniPd 
Wandering love_penfive near his amber ftream: 
‘Them plunging in the flopy flood receiv'd 
Redounding ; and to fkreen his amorous theft, ° 
On either fide the parted waxes up-rear’d 
A cryftal mound. Potent of rapturous joy, 
And fated, thus he fpake ¢. Hail, royal fair! 
Thy womb fhali teem with twins (a god's embrace 
Is ever fruitful), and thofe pledges dear : 
Of our fweet cafual blifs nurture and tend 
With a fond mother’s care : hence homeward {peed 
And from afi human ken our amoréus act 
Conceal ; fo Neptune bids thee now farewell, 
He ceas’d, and diving fudden was ingulf’d 
Deep in the gurgling eddy. Two fair fons 
‘Th’ appointed months difcharg’d, by fupreme Jove 
Both fcepter’d. Pelias firt; hisempire wide 
Strech’d o'er Tdlcos, whofe irriguous vales 
His grazing folds o’erfiece’d: her younger birth, 
Neleus, was honour’d through the fandy realm 
Of Pylus. She by Cretheus then efpous’d, 
A fair increafe, fon and Pheres, bore; 
And great Amythaon, who with fiery fteeds , 
Oft’ difarray’d the foes'in battle rang’d, 
‘The daughter of Afopus next [ view'd, 
Antiope, boaftful that fhe, by Jove. 
impregnate, had the fam'd Amphion borne,” 
And Zethus, founder of imperiai Thebes, 
Stately with feven ‘Large gates, and bulwark’ 
Rtrong z 
Againft invading powers, Alcmena fair, 
Amphitryon’s confort, then advanc’d to views 
To heaven's fupreme who bore Alcides, bold 
And lion-hearted. Next that lovely fhadé 
Stood Megara, of Creon’s royal race, 
By great Alcides fpous’d, ‘Tu her fucceeds 
‘The theeny form of Epicafte, woo'd 
By Oedipus her fon, to whom the deign’d 
Spoufal embraces, thoughtlefs of mifdeed, 
He having too (ill-ftar’d !) deftroy’d his fire, 
His lineage with inceftuous mixture foil’d, 
Blinded by deitiny ; but the juft gods 
Difclos’d th’ unnatural {cene. In Thebes he fway'd} 
With various ills by Heaven’s afftiive reg 
Dilcomfited ; but she through fell defpair, 
Sclf-ftrangled, from the ftings of mortal life 
Fled to the fhades, and her furviving fon --° 
Wiith delegated furies fierce purfued. 
An amiable image next appear’d; 
Bright Chloris, of Amphion’s lofey ftem 
‘The youngeft bud: in (weet attractive pomp; 
On her the Graces evef waiting-{mit- ~ ; 
The heart of Neleus, whom the Pylian tribes 
Homag’d with fealty : from their wedded love 
Sprung Neftor, Chromius, aud the boaftful power 
OF Periclymeous; befides a nymph, 
Pero, of form divine: her virgin vows ay 
By many a prince was fought, but Neleus deiga’@: 
0 none her bed, but him whofe prowefs’d arme™ °°” 
Should force from Phylace a furious herd 
Of wild Theffalian beeyes, t” avenge the dower. 
Which Iphielus detain’d, This bold emprife. > 
A leer accepted; but, in combat foil’d,- 
Faas 
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In thrall for twelve revolving moons he lay, 

“Deep in a dungeon clofe immur'd, till found 
* Divine of fate, by folving problems quaint 

‘Which Iphiclug propor’ who ftrait difmifs’d 

‘The captive ; fo was Jove's high will complete. 

‘Then Leda, fpous'd by Tyndarus, 1 faw, 

Mother of the fam’d twins, Caftor export 

‘To tame the fteed, and Pollux far renown’d 

On lifted fields for confi ; who from Jove. 

Receiv'd a greateful boon like gods to live, 

Mounting alternate to this upper orb. 

Next Iphimedia glides in view, the wife 

Gf great Aloeus, who, in love comprefa’d 

By Neptune, bore (fo the the fact avow'd) 

Otus and Ephialtus, whom the fates 

Curt fhort in carly prime: their infant years 

‘Nurtur’d by Earth, enormous both attain’d 

Gigantic Mature, and for manly grace 

‘Were next Orion rank’d ; for in the courfe 

Of nine {wife circling years, nine cubits broad 

‘Their fhoulders meafur'd, and nine ells their height, 

provident of foul, they vainly dar’d 

“The gods to war, and on Olympus hoar 

Rear’d Offa, and Offa Pelion pil’d, 

Torn from the bafe with all its woods ; by feale 

'T’ affault heaven’s battlements; and had their date 

‘To manhood been prolong’d, had fure atehiev’d 

Their ruinous aim: but by the filver dart 

OF Phebus theer transfix'd, ere fpringing down 

Shaded their rofy youth, they both expir’d, 

I-fated Phadra then with Procris came, 

And Ariadne, who them. both furpats’d 

In goddefs-like demeanour; from her fire 

Minos, the riged arbiter of right, 

‘Thefeus of old convey'd her, with intent 

At Athens, link'd in Jove, with her to reign : 

But ftern Diana, by the guileful plea 

Of Bacchus won, diffever'd foon. their joys, 

And caus'd the lovely nymph to fall forlorn 

In Dia, with circumfuous feas in-girt, 

. Of nuptial rights defrauded. Next advance 

Mazra and Clymené, a beauteous pair; 

And Eriphyle, whofe once radiant charms 
A cloud of forrow dimm’d; for the, devoid 
Of duteous love, for gold betray’d her lord. — 

. Here let me ceafe narration, nor relate 
‘Whap other objects fair, daughters and wives 
Of heroes old, I faw; for now the night 
In clouded majefty has joutney'd far, 
Admonithing to reft, which with my mates, 
Or here with you, my wearied nature craves; 
Mean time affianc’d in the gods and you, 

‘To fpeed my voyage to my native realm, 

« He ceas’d : a while th’ attentive audience fate 
In filent rapture; his perfuafive tongue, 
Mellifiuous, fo with cloquence had charm’d 
‘Their ftill infatiate cars; at length thus {pake 
‘The queen Arete, graceful and humane. 

‘Thirk ye, Phxacians, that the godlike form, 
The port, the wifdom of this wanderer claim 
Aughe of regard? Peculiar him my gueit 
1 ftyle ; but fince the honour he vouchfafe’s, 
Delighted ye partake, give not coo foon 
Him fignal of departure, but prepare 
‘With no penurious hand proportion’d gifts, 
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Vieing in bounteous deeds, fince Heaven hath’ 
fhower’d - 
Your peerage with abundant favours boon. 

Up rofe Echenevs then, whofe wavy locks 
Silver’d with age, adorn'd his reverend brow, 
Fraught with maturett counfel, and began 
Addrefling his compeers: Rightful and wife 
‘The'queen’s propofal is, let none demur 
Obedience to her will; Alcinons beft 
By fair enfample may prefcribe the rule. 

Alcinous from his bed of ftate reply’d, 

With afpect bland : While here I live enthron’d, 
Jove’s delegate of empire, and this hand 
Sways the Phzacian fceptre, will I cheer 
Th’ erroneous and afflicted, with meet acts 
Of regal bounty; but, our princely gucft 
Muft, though impatient, for a time defer 
His voyage, that with due munificence 
Our gifts may be prepar’d : let all accord 
Benevolent, and free to furnish ftores 
Worthy acceptance; me you fhall confefs 
The firit in bounty, as che firkt in power. 

He ended, and Ulyffes anfwer'd blythe = 
© thou, by kingly virtues jultly rais'd 
To this imperial eminence ! By thee 
Were I detain’d, till the revolving fun 
Completes his annual circle, in thy will 
1 acquifce obedient, till meet ftores 
For my return be rais'd: then at my realm, 
With royal largefles arriving grac’d, 

And gay retinue, ftrait the wondering Greeks 
Will dear refpeé& and prompter honsage yield. 

‘To whom Alcinons: Your diftinguith’d worth 
Too plain is charaéter’d in ali your port, 

Yo doubt you of thofe vagrant clans, who roam 
Vallacious, and with copious legend take 

‘The credulous ear ; you, with fevereft truth, 
Rob’d in rich eloquence, inftrué& and pleafe, 
When (like fome bard, vers’d in heroic theme 
Attemper’d to the lyre) you fweetly tell 
Whate’er in Grecian ftory was of old 

Recorded eminent, or when you fpcak 

Your own difaftrous fate. But now proceed, 
Say, affable, if while you low fojourn’d 

In grofs Tartarean gloom, the mighty fhades 
Of thofe brave warring Grecks appear’d, who fell 
By doom of battle ; for the lingering night 
Hath yet much fpace to-meafure, and the hour 
Of flecp is far to come: I can attend 

With ravithment, to hear the pleafing tale 
Fruitful of wonders, till the rofeate morn 
Purples the eatt. Ulyffes thus reply’d : 

Due time, O king, for converfe and repole 
Is ftill remaining; nor will I refufe 
With coy denial, what the facred ear 
OF majeity with audience deigns to grace. 

Hear next how my affaciate warriors fell, 
O’erwhelm’d with huge aflligtions and opprefs’d 
In their own realms by feminine deceit, 

To them more faial than the prowels’d foe. 

When, by imperious Proferpine recall’d, 

‘The lady-train difpers’d, the penfive form 
Of Agamemnon came, with thofe begirt, 
Whom, in one common fate invole’d, of life 
4Egyfthus had bereav’d. Sipping the gore, 





POE 


Bie recogniz’d me infkant, and outftretch’d: 

His anfubftantial arms, exhauited now 

Of all their vital vigour ; with fhrill plaints, 
Piercing the doleful region far : mine eyes, 
Sore wounded with the piteous object dear, 
Effus’d a flood of tears, while thus I fpake 

O king of hofta! O ever-honour’d fon 
©f Atrevs } fay to what fevere decree 
Of deftiny you bow’d. By Neptune's wrath 
‘Tempefting th’ ocean, did you there expire 
Whelm’d in the watery abyfs? Or fell you arm’d, 
Making fierce inroad on fome hoftile coaft, 

To ravage herds and flocks; or in affaule 

Of fome imperial fortrefs, thence to win 

Rich fpoils and beauteous captives, were you fain 
“Defeated of your feizure? He replied + 

I perith’d not, my friend, by Neptune’s wrath, 
Whelm’d in the ocean wave; nor dy’d in arms 
Heroic deeds attempting : but receiv'd 
From bafe Agyithus, and my bafer queen, ° 
Jrreparable doom, whilft I partook 
Refrefhment, and at fupper jovial fate, 

Stain like an ox that’s butcher’d at the crib, 
A death moft lamentable! Round me lay 
"An hideous carnage of my breathlefs friends, 
Like beaits new flaughter’d for the bridal board 
- Of fome luxurious noble, or devote 
j To folemn feftival. On welkfought fields 
You various {cenes of flaughter have furvey*d, ~ 
: And in fierce tournament ; yet had it quell’d 
* ‘Your bett of man to view us on the floor, 
Rolling in death, with viands round us fpread, 
' And ponderous vafes bruis’d, while human gore 
' Flooded the pavement wide. With thrilling cries 
Caffandra pierc’d my ear, whom at my fide 
Falfe Clytemnefira flew: t’ avenge her wrong, 
J with a dying grafp my fabre fciz’d, 
But the curs’d affaflin withdrew, nor clos’d 
My lips and eyes, O woman! woman! none 
Of nature’s favage train have lefs remorfe 
Jo perpetrating crimes: to kill her mate, 
‘What beaft was e’er a complice ? I return’d 
Hopeful in affluence of domettic joy 
‘To reign, encircled with my offspring dear, 
And court-retinue; but my traitrefs wife 
On female honour hath diffus’d a tain 
Indelible; and her pernicious arts, 
Recorded for reproach on all the fex, 
Shall wound folt innocence with touch of blame. 

Lanfwer’d, O ye powers! by women’s wiles 
Jove works fure bane to all th’ imperial race 
Of Atreus ftill: for Helen’s vagrant luft 
Greece’ mourns her ftates difpeopled ; and you fell 
By your adultrefs! Plaintive he reply’d: 

By my difafters warn’d, to woman’s faith 
Unboiom nought momentous; though fhe peak 
Your ear (by nature importune to know), 
Unlock not all 'your fecrets, But your wife, 
Of prudent meek deport, no train of ills 
‘Will meditate for you by force or guile: 

Her, when we led th’ embattled Greeks to Troy, 
‘We left in blooming beauty frefh; your fon 
‘Then hanging on her breaft; who now to man 
Full grown, with men affociates; your approach 
With rapture he will meet, and glad his fire . 


« 
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‘With filial duty dear; a blifsto me 
Not deign’d! my fon I faw not ere t felf 
Aviétim tu my wife: then, timely warn'd, 

Truft not to woman's ken the time prefix’d 

For your return to'Greece. But fay fincere, 
Aught have you heard where my Oreftcs bides, 
In rich Orchomenus, or fandy Pyle ; 

Or with my brother lives he more fecure 

In fpacious Sparta? for of this dark realm * 
He’s not inhabitant. I thus rejoin’d : ‘ 

Vain is your queft, Atrides ; whether fate 
Permits your fon to drat#,the breath of heaven,” 
Friendly to life; or whetter in thefe fhades 
He roams a ghoft, | know not; nor with fpeech 
Falfe or ambiguous wilt beguile your car. 

While mournful thus we talk’d, fuffus’d with 

tears 
Of tender fympathy, young Peleus came, 
With his affociates moft in life below’d, 
Faithful Patroclus, and th’ egregious * fon“ « - 
Of Neftor, great in arms; with them (conjoin’d 
In amicable converfe, e’cn by death | ~ : 
Uncancel’d) walk’d the tall illuftrious thade 
Of Ajax, with attractive grace adorn’d, 
And prowefs; paragon’d for both to none 
But great Achilles: me the goddefs born 
Ey’d curious, and at length thus fad began : 
* "What caufe, Ulyifes, moves thy mind, expert 
Of warlike machinations; what emprife 
Hath aught of fuch importance, as to tempt 
This dire defcent, where we in dolorous night 
Frail incorporeal forms, are doom'd abode ? 

re) peerlefs chief, I cried, of all the Greeks 
The foremoft name! 1 hither am conftrain’d, - 
From the wife Theban oracle to hear 
Beft means reveal’d how to revifit fafe 
My native realm ; by rigid fate repeli’d, 

I’m exil’d yet, with troops of various ills 
Surrounded. But the gods, to your high worth 
Ever propitious, crown their favourite chief : 
With choicer bleffings than the eye of time 

‘| Yet faw conferr’d, or future fhall behold : 

@n earth you equal honours with the gods 

From us receiv’d; nor by the ftroke of fate 

Sink with diminith’d luftre, but fupreme 

Reign o’er the fhades. He folemn fad replied’: 

Reign here fupreme! deem not thy eloquence ~ 
€an aught confole my doom: rather on earth 
A village flave I'd be, than titled here 
Imperial and auguft. But fay me true, 

Or did my fon illuftrate his defcent 

Firft in the files of war; or fled he pale © 

A recreant from the fight? do all our tribes 

In Phthia ‘ftill revere my father’s throne ; 

Or lives he now of regal power defpoil’d, 

A weak contemn’d old man, wanting my arm 

To hold his fceptre firm? that arm! which erft 

Warring for Greece beftrew’d the Phrygian plains 

With many a prowefs’d knight! Would Heaven 
reftore ; 

‘The fame puiffant form, Id foon avenge 

His injur’d age, and re-aflert his claim. 

He ceafing, { reply’d: Of Peleus’ ftate 
Fame hath to me been filent; but attend 

#Antilocbu, — Oe 
A pees 





























66d. “THR WORKS: 


- ‘While I th’ atchicvements of thy glorious fon 
Blazon, as truth hall digtate. Him to Troy 
From Scyres o’er th’ A-gean fafe J bore, 

‘To join th’ embattled Greeks: whene’er we fate 
In council, to mature fome high defign, 
Firt of the peerage with perfuafive fpeéch - 
His fentence he difclos’d, by all confeis’d 
‘The third frqm Nettor. But whene’er we mov'd 
In battailous array, and the fhrilt clang 
Of onfer founded, he, with haughty ftrides 
Advancing im the van, the foremctt chief, 
»Piere’d through the adverfe legions,ner was deem'd 
got equal to the beft. Each hardy decd, 
‘Which in his country’s caule the youth atchiev'd, 
‘Were long to tell; but by his javelin dy’d 
Eurypylus,.of all th’ auxiliary bands 
Fam'd after Memnon ficit; with many a peer 
Of Pergamenian race, around him ftrown, ~ 
When in the wooden horfe, by Epeus form’d, 
Bele@ed heroes lay, aghatt and pale 
‘Whe reft, fhuddering with fear, let round big drops 
Roll from their drooping eyes, he fole abode 
Undaunted, undifmay’d; no chilling doubt 
Frofted his damafk: cheek, nor filenc tear 
Cours'd from its cryftal fluice, but grafping fierce 
His fpear and faulchion, for the combat grew 
Impatient, menacing dccifive rout 
To Troy's opponent powers; and when the height 
Of tion had receiv’d the final ftroke 
From Grecian valour, with barbaric {poil, 
To his high fame proportion’d, he return'd, ‘ 
Vomark’d with hoftile wound, though round him 
. Mars : ¢ 
With tenfold rage oft made the battle bura. 
Tended : joy ineffable-poffets'd 
The great paternal thade ; his fteps he rais’d 
‘With more majeftic portance o’er the mead 
Verdant with afphodel, elate to hear 
“His fon's exploits emblazon’d fair by fame 
The reft, a penfive circle, round await 
Reciting various dooms, to mortal ear 
Calamitous and fad! From thefe apart 
YVhe Telamonian hero, whom 1 foil’d 
3n conteft for Achilles’ arms, abode ‘ 
Sullen with treafur’d wrath ; the fatal ftrife 
By Thetis was propos’d, and every judge 
Lofting by Pallas, to my claim declar'd 
‘The prize of sight. QO! why was I conftrain’d 

_By honour to’ prevail, and caufe to die 
Ajax, the chief with manly grace adorn'd, 

And prowefs; paragon'd for both, tonone ~ 

+ Bat the great fon of Peleus! Him with fpeech 
Lenient of wrath L thus accofted mild: . : 

Ajax, let this oblivious gloom deface 
The memory of thofe arms, which Heaven decreed 
Pernicious to the Grecks, who loft in thee 
Their power of ftrong defenct: to mourn thy fall, 
‘Vhe voice of grief along the tented tore 
‘Was heard, as loud as-when the flower of war, 
Divine Achilles, dy’d : nor deem that aught 
, Of human interpos’d to urge thy doom, 
But ireful Jove, to punifh all our hott, 
Cut off its-darling hope.’ O royal thade! 





Approach, and affable to me vouchfafe 
Mild audienge, calming thy tempeftuous rages 


OF FENTON... 


Vain was my fuit ! for with th’ unbody’d tgo0, 
Of Ipectres, fleeting to th’ interior fhade © 
Of Erebus, he to my friendly fpcech 
Difdain'’d reply ; yet to that dark recefs.” 
Had I purfu'd his flight, he mult have borne 
Unwilling cogrefpondence, fore’d by fate, 
Impaffion’d al he was; but I refrain’d, ~ 
For other vifions drew my curious eye. , 

Intent I faw with golden fceptre prave 
Minos, the fon of Jove, to the pale ghoits 
Difpenfing equity; with faded looks 
They through the wide Plutonian hall appear’é 
Frequent and full, and argued each his caufe 
At that tribunal, trembling whilft he weigh’d 
Their pleaded reafon.. Of protentous fize 
Orion next I view'd; a brazenmace 7 
Invincible he bore, in fierce purluit 
Of thofe huge mountain favages he flew, 
While habitant of earth, whofe grifly forms 
He urg’d in chafe the flowery mead along. 

Nor unobferv’d lay ftretch’d upon the marl 
Tityus, earth-born, whofe body long and large 
Cover’d nine acres: there two vultures fat, 





| OF appetite infutiate, and with beaks 


For ravine bent, unintermitting goar’d 
His liver, poweriels he to put to flight 
‘The fierce devourers! to this penance judg’ 
For rape intended on Latona fair, 
‘The paramour of Jove, as the fojourn'd 
To Pytho o’er the Panopcian lawns ; 
Delicious tandfcape !—!n a limpid lake ’ 
Next Tantalus a doleful lot abides : 
Chin-deep he ftands, yet with aMli@tive drought 
Inceffant pines, while ever as he bows 
To fip retrefhment, from his parching thirft 
The guileful water glides. Around the pool. 
Fruit-trees of various kinds umbrageous fpread 
Their parhper'd boughs: the racy olive green, 
The ripe pomegranate, big with vinous pulp, 
The lufcious fig fky-dy'd, the tafteful pear 
Vermilion’d half, and apples mellowing fweet 
In burnifh’d gold, luxuriant o'er him wave, 
Exciting hunger, and fallacious hope 
Of food ambrofial :—-when he tries to feize 
The copious fruitage fair, j fudden gut 
Whiris it aloof amid th’ incumbent gloom, 
‘Then Sifyphus, the feareft mate in woe, 
Drew my regard ; he, with difcuded nerves, 
A ponderous ftone roils up a rugged rock ; 
Drg’d up the fteep cliff flow with hand and foot 
ft mounts, but bordering on the cloudy peak, 
Precipitous adown the flopy fide . 
The rapid orb devolving back renews 
Eternal toil, which he, with daft befmear’d, 
And dew’d with fmoking {weat, incefiant plies, 
. I faft the vifionary femblance view’d 
Of Hercules, a thadowy form ; for he, a 
The real fon of Jove, in heaven's high court , 
Abides, affociate with the gods, and fhares 
Celeftial banquets; where, with foft-difpore . ’ 
Of love, bright Hebe in her radiant dome 
Treats him no¢turnal. With terrific clang - 
Surrounding ghofts, like fowl, the region wing 
Vexatious, while the threatening image ftan 
Gloonry as night, from his bent batt!s-how 


&sg ‘UME WORKS 


_ While I th’ atchievemerite of thy glorious fon 
Blazon, as truth fhall di@ate. Him to Trog 
From Scyros o'er th’ AZgean fafe I bore, 

‘To join th’ embattled Greeks: whene’er we fate 
In council, to mature fome high defign, 

Firft of the peerage with perfuafive fpeech 

His fentence he difclos'd, by all confels’d 

‘The third frgm Neitor.. But whene'er we mov'd 
In battailous array, and the fhrill clang 

.Of onfer founded, he, with haughty ftrides + 
Advancing in the van, the foremot chief, 
+Piere’d through the adverfe legions,ner was deem'd 
Not equal to the beft. Each hardy decd, 

* Which in his country’s caufe the youth atchiev’ ‘dy 
‘Were long to tell; but by his javelin dy’d 
Eurypylus,.of all th’ auxiliary bands 

Fam'd after Memagn firit; with many a peer 

Of Pergamenian race, around him ftrown. ~ 

When in the wooden horfe, by Epeus form'd, 

Selected heroes lay, aghait and pale 

The reft, tiuddering with fear, let round big drops 
Roll from their ‘drooping eyes, he fole abode 
Undaunted, undifmay’d; no chilling doubt 
Frofted his damafk cheek, nor filent tear 

Cours’d from its cryftal fluice, but gralping-fieree™ 
His fpear and faulchiou, for the combat grew 
Impatient, menacing decifive rout 

‘Fo Troy's opponent powers} ahd when the height 
Of Ilion had receiv’d the final ftroke 

From Grecian valour, with barbaric fpoil, 

Tohis high fame proportion’d, he returu’d, 
Unmark’'d with hoftile wound, shough round him’ 

Mars * ; 
With tenfold rage oft made the bartle burn. 
ended : joy ineffable poffels'd 
‘The great paternal thade ; his fleps he rais'¢ 
‘With more majeftic portance, o’er the mead 
Verdant with afphodel, elate to hear 
“His fon’s exploits emblazon’d fair by fame > 
~ The reft; a penfive circle, round await 

Reciting various dooms, to mortal ear 





Calamitous and fad! From thefe apart - > 
The Telamonian hero, whom 1 foil’d 
In conteft for Achilles’ arms, abode 
Sullen with treafur'd wrath; the fatal frife | 
By Thetis was propos'd, and every judge 
Liftin& by Pallas, to my claim declar'd 
‘The prize of right. O! why was I conftrain’d 
_By honour to prevail, and caufe to die 
Ajax, the chief with manly grace adorn’d, 
And prowefs; paragon’d for hoth, to none 
+ But the great fon of Peleus: Him with fpeech 
Lenient of wrath | thus accofted mild : 
Ajax, let this oblivious gloom deface 

The memory of thofe arms, which Heaven decreed 
Pernicious to the Grecks, who loft in thee 
‘Their power of ftrong defence: to mourn thy fall 
The voice vf grief along the tented hore 
| Was heard, as loud as when the flower of war, 
Divine Achilles, dy’d: nor deem that aught 

, Of human interpos'd to urge thy doom, 
But ireful Jove, to punifh all our holt, 
Cut off its-darling hope.” O royal fhade! 
Approach, and affable to me vouchfafe 
"Mild audicnge, calming thy tempeftuous rage. 


s Gloomy as night, from his bent battle-bow 


OF FENTON. _ 


Vain was my fuit ! © for with th anbody'd ty, 
Of fpectres, fleeting to th’ interior thade 
Of Erebus, he to my friendly fpeech 
Difdain'd reply ; yet to that dark recefs ~ 
Had I purfu’d his flight, he muft have borne 
Unwilling cag <fpondence, fore’d by fate, 
Impaffion’d a8 he was ; but I refrain’d, 
For other vifions drew my curious eye, 
Intent I faw with golden {ceptre grave 
Minos, the fon of Jove, to the pale ghofts 
Difpenfing equity; with faded looks ' 
They through the wide Pluronian hall appeat’d 
Frequent and full, and argued each his caufe 
At that tribunal, ‘trembling whilft he weigh'éd 
Their pleaded resfon. Of protentows fize 
Orion next lL view'd; abrazenmace  .-/ 
favincible he bore, in fierce purfuit 
Of thofe huge mountain favages he flew, 
While habitant of earth, whole grifly forms 
He urg'd in chafe the flowery mead along. 
Nor unobferv’d lay ftretch’d upon the mark 
Tityos, earth-born, whofe body long and Jarge 
Cover’d nine acres: there two vultures fat, 
of appetite infatiate, and with beaks 
For ravine bent, unintermitting goar’d) «~~ 
His liver, powerlefs he to put to flight 
The fierce devourers! to this penance judg’ ‘S 
For rape intended on Latona fair, 
"the paramour of Jove, as the fojourn’d 
To Pytho o’er the Panopeian lawns; 
Delicious landfeape !—In a limpid lake at 
Next Fantalus a dolefui loc abides : 
Chin-deep he ftands, yet with afllictive oa 
Inceffant pines, while ever as he bows 
To fip retrefhment, from his parching thirft® 
The guileful water glides, Around the pool. 
Fruit-trees of varios kinds umbrageous {pread 
Their parhper’d boughs: the racy olive green, 
The ripe pomegranate, big with viaous pulp, 
The lufcious fig fky-dy’d, the tafteful pear 
Vermilion’d haif, and apples’ mellowing feet 
In burnifh’d gold, juxuriant o'er him wave, 
Exciting hunger, and fallacious hope 
Of food ambrofial :—when he tries to feize 
The copious {ruitage fair, j fudden guft 
Whirls it aloof amid th’ incumbent gloom. 
Then Sifyphus, the Heareft mate in woe, 
Drew my regard; he, with diftended nerves, 
A ponderous ftone roils up a rugged rock ; 
Drg’d up the fteep cliff Sow with hand and foot - 
Tt mounts, but bordering on the cloudy peal, 
Precipitous adown the flopy fide 
The rapid orb devolving back renews 
Eternal toil, which he, with duft befmear’d, - .. 
And dew'd with {moking fweat, inceffant plieby 
I laft the vifionary femblance view’d 
Of Hercules, a fhadowy form; for he, | 
The real fon of Jove, in heaven’s high court 
Abides, aflociate with the gods, and fhares. 
Celeftial banquets; where, with foft difport 
Of love, bright Hebe in her radiant dome . <” 
Treats him nocturnal. With terrific clang 
Surrounding ghofts, like fowl, the region wing 
Vexatious, while the threatening image ftands, 


Da ato tee th acrtal arrow fly. 
Athwart his breaft a military zone - >... ~ 
Dreadful he wore, where grinn’d in fretted gold 
Grim woodland favages, with various fcenes 

Of war, fierce-joufting knights, and havoc dire, 
‘With matchiefs art pourtray'’d: me ftrait he knew, 
-éund, piteous of my ftate, addrefe’d me thus:” 

© exercis’d in grief, iluftrious for se 

Of good Laertes, fam’d for warlike wiles! 
Fated thou art (like me, what time I breath’d 
Ethereal draught) beneath unnumber’d toils - 

‘To groan opprefs'd: ev'n I, the feed of Joxe,, 
“Combated various ills, and was adjudg’d 

‘By an inferior wretch (what could he more?) 
«70 dtag to light the triple-crefted dog om 
‘That guards hell’s maffy portal : 1 atchiev'd 
The tafk injoin’d, through the propitious aid 
Of Mercury and Pallas, who vouchfaf’d 

Their friendly guidance: then without reply, 
‘To Pluto’s court majeftic he. retir’d. 

Mean time for others of heroic note 

“IK waited, in the lifts of ancient fame Pare 
Inroll’d illuftrious; and ‘had haply feen a 
aGreat Thefeis, aad Pirithous his compeer, 

“The race of gods; but at the hideous fcream « 

Of {peétres iffuing from the dark profound, 

T wax’'d infirm of purpofe, fore difmay’d 

* Lett Proferpine fhould fend Meduia, curl’ de a 
With {naky locks, to fix me in her realnr 
* Stiff with Gorgonian horror: to the ship... 
- Retreating fpeedy thence, Ibade my mates 
‘Vo fhove from fhore : joyous they ftrait began 

: Yo item the tide, and bruth’d the whitening feas, 
‘ i? ‘ill the freth gales reliev’d the labouring aar. 


eenrerer: 
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THE WIDOW’S WILE, 
: “ATALE. | 


: Have you not feen (to ftate the cafe) 
‘Ywo wafps lic truggling in a glafs? 
With the rich flavour of Tokay 

. Allur’d, about the brim they play; 

: They light, they murmur, then begin. 
'To lick, and fo at length flip in; - 

, Embracing clofe the couple lics,. ' 
‘Together dip, together rife; 

You'd fwear they love, and yet they ftrive 

‘Which fhall be fink, and which furvive. . 
Such feign’ ‘d amours, and real hate, 

Attend the matrimonial ftate ¢ 

‘When facred vows are “yought and fold, 

And hearts are ty'd with threads of gold. 
A nymph there was, who (’tis aver’d 

By fame) was born without a beard : 

A certain fign, the learn’d declare, 

‘Chat (guarded. with uncommon care} 

Her virtue might remain atten. . 

Impreghable to boys or men. 

But from that zra we'll proceed, 

‘To find her in 2 widow’s weed; 

Which, all love’s chronicles agree, 

She wore juft turn’d of twenty-three ; 

For an old fot the cali’d her mate; 

Hor jewels, pinemoney, and plate, 


‘POEM 6. 


664 
The dame, poffefs’d of wealth and eafe, © 
Had no more appetites to pleafe; 
That which provokes wild girls to wed, 
Fie !—It ne’er enter’d in her head. + ~ 

- Yet fome prolific planet {mil’d, 
And gave.the pair a chopping child; — 
Intitled by the law to claim 
Her hufband’s chattels, and his name: 
But was fo like his mother! She ~ - 
The queen of love, her Cupid he. 

This matron fair for fpoule deceas'd 
Had forrow’d fere, a week at leaft ; 
And feem'd to grudge the worms that prey, 
Which had lain dead full many a day. -- 
From plays and balls fhe now refrain'’d, ... 
To a dark room by cuftom chain'd ; 
And not a male for Jove or gold, 
But the dear hopes of two years old: 

The maids, fo Jong in prifon pent, 
Afk leave to air; fhe gives confent. .° 
(For health is riches to the poor): : 
But Tom muft ftay to guard the door.. 
In reading Sherlock fhe’d employ 


‘| Her folitude, and tend the. boy. 


et 


‘When madam fees the coait is clear; 
Her fpirits mantle and career, 
Diffufing ardour through her mien; 
Pity they fhould condenfe to fpleent 
But now by honour fhe’s confin’d, 
Who flutter’d once as free as wind: 
And on a mafquerading morn 
By fix fecurely could return ; 

Having, to feal him fafe till nine, ~ 

With opium drug’d her fpoufe’s wine. 
‘This the gay world no worfe would hofd, 
Than had fhe only chang’d his golds 
The species anfwer'd al! demands, 

And only pafs’d through other hands, 
Bat honour now prefcribes the law,, 

The tyrant keeps her will in awe; 

For charity forbid toroam, ~; 

And nota chitterling at home, 

What! a large ftomach, and no meat? 
In pity, leve, provide a treat; y 
Can widows feed on dreams and. seithess 7 
Like hags on vifiovary difhes? 
Impoffible! ‘Through walls of {tone _ 
Hunger will break, to fuck a bone. 
Want, oft in times of old, we read, 
Made mothers on their infants feed; - 
And now conftrain’d this matron mild 
To grow hard-hearted to her child. 

Her darling child the pinch’d, he fquall’ ds 
In hafte the favourite foorman’s call’d. 
To pacify the peevith chit; 

For who but he could do the feat? 

He fmarting fore, refus'd to play ; 

But bade man Thomas beat mamma. ~ 
She, faughing, foon avow’d her flame 

By various figns that want a name.~ 

The lacquey faw, with trembling joy, © 
Gay humour dancing in her eye; __- 

And ftrait with equal fury fir’d 

Began th’ attack; the deme retir’ds 

And haply falling asthe Med, ©. = - 
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He beat her till the lay for dead; 
But (with new vigour for the ftrife) 
Soon with a figh rerurn’d to life. 
Think ye the’d e’er forgive her fon, 
For what the naughty man had done? 
She did; yet, fpited with his pain, 
He founds th’ alarm to charge again, . 
But, '{quire, confult your potent ally, 
Whether he’s yet prepar’d to rally 
* Yes; blood is hot on either fide ; 
Another combat muft be try’d, 
She knew the foe could de no mare, 
‘Then at the firft attack the bore; 
So at his little malice fmil’d, 
And cry’d, Come on !-—To pleafe the child, 





oe A-LA-MODE, 

“Me better felf, my heaven, my joy! 

While thus imparadis’d 1 lie, 7 
‘Tranfported in thy circling arms» 

‘With frefh variety of charms; 

From fate 1 farce can think to crave 

A blefs, but what in thee t have. : 
Twelve months, my dear, have paft, fince thon 

\ Didft plight to me thy virgin vow ; ' 
‘Twelve months in rapture fpent! for they- 
Seem fhorter than St. Lucy's day + sa 8 
A bright example we thall prove . 

Of lafting matrimonial love. te 
Mean while, I beg the gods to grant % 
The only favour that I want) .. merry 
"That I may not furvive, to fee 
My happinefs expire with thee, 
Q} fhoutd I lofe my deareft dear, 
By thee, and all that’s good, I {wear, - 
Vd give myfelf the fatal blow, 
And wait thee to the world below. 
When Wheedle thus to fpoufe in bed 
Spoke the beft things he c’er had reads 
Madam furpris’d (you muft fuppofe it) 
Had lock’d a Templar in the clofet; 
A youth of pregnant parts, and worth, 

* To play at picquet, and fo forth— 
‘This wag, when he had heard the whole, 
Demurely to the curtain ftole, 3 
And peeping in, with folemn tone. 

Cry’d out,O man ‘thy days are done: 

The gods are fearful of the wort, 

And fend me, death, to fetch thee firft ; 

‘To fave their favourite from felf-murder, 
Lo! thus I execute their order. 

Hold, Sir! for fecond thoughts are bef, . 
‘The hufband cry’d ; "tis my requeft “ 

‘With pleafure to prolong my life.— 

Your meaning ?—Pray, Sir, take my wile. ~ 





‘GAPPHO TO PHAON; A LOVE EPISTLE. 
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TRANSLATED FROM OVID, | 


* ‘Wuat, after all my artywill you demand, 
Before the whole is ugad, the writer's hand? 
: PEE WEEE, § Bang E 
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And could you guefs from whom this letter came 

Before you faw it fign’d with Sappho’s name? 

Don’t wonder, fince I’m form’d for lyrics, why 

The ftrain is turn’d to plaintive elegy ; . 

I mourn my flighted love; alas! my lute, 

And {prightly odes, would ill with forrow fait, 

I’m fcorch’d, I burn, like fields of corn on fire, 

When wind#'to fan the furious blaze confpire. 

Te flaming Etna Phaon’s pleas’d to roam, 

But Sappho feels a fiercer flame at home. * = - 
No more my thoughts in cyen numbers flow,. 

Verfe beft befits a mind devoid of woe. 7 

No more { court the nymphs { once careft, 

But Phaon rules unrival’d in my breatt. 

Fair is thy face, thy youth is fit for joy ; 

A fatal face to me, teo cruel boy! 

Enflav'd to thofe enchanting looks, that wear 

The bluth of Bacchus and Apoilo’s air; 

Affume the garb of either god, in thee 

We every grace of either god may fee ; 

Yet they confefa’d the power of female charms, +: 

Im Daphne's flight and Ariadne’s arms; bale 

Though neither nymph was fam’d for wit, to move 

With melting airs the rigid foul to Jove. 

To me the mufe vouchfafes celeftial fire, 

And my foft numbers glow with warm defire; 

Alcaus and myfelf alike the crown’d, 

For foftnefs 1, and he for ftrength renown’d, 

Beauty, ’tis true, penurious fate denies, 

But,wit my want of beauty’ well fuppli¢s: 

My thape, I own, is fhore, but yet my name 

Is far diffus’d, and fills the voice of fame, 

if I’m not fair, young Perfeus did adore 

‘The fwarthy graces of the royal | moor: 

The milk-white doves with mottled mates are, 

And the gay parrot to the tartle's kind ; [join’d, 

But if you'll fly from love's connubial rites 

‘Till one as charming as yourfelf invites, 

None of our fex can ever blefs your beds.’ 

Ne'er think of wooing, for you ne’er can wed, 
Yet, when you read my yerfe, you lik’d each 

ine, Swear) 

And fwore no numbers were fo fweet as mine; 

I fang (chat pleafing image ftill is plain, 

Such tender things we loverstong retain 'y 

And ever when the warbling notes Trais’d, 

You with fierce kiffes ftifled what you prais’d, 

Some winning gruce in every act you found, 

But in full tides of ecftafy were drown'd ; 

When murmuring in the melting joys of love, 

Round yours my curling limbs began to moves 

But now the bright Sicilian maids adore 

The youth, who feem’d fo fond of me before: 

Send back, fend back my fugitive ! for he 

Will vow to you the vows he made to me: 

That {mooth deceiving tongue of his can charm 

The coyeft ear, the roughett pride difarm. “~ | 
O, aid thy poetefs, great queen of love, 

Aufpicious to nry growing paffion prove ! 

Fortune was cruel to my tender age, 

And Mill purfues with unrelenting rage, 

OF parents, whilft a child, 1 was bercft, 

To the wide world an helplefs orphan left : 


~ § Andromeda, 
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My brother in a ficumpet’s vile embrace 
Lavifl’da large eftate to buy difgrace, 
And doom’d to traffic on the main is toft, 
‘Winning with danger what with fhame he loft; 
And vows revenge on me, who dar'd to blame 
His condudt, and was careful of his fame: 
And then (as if the woes} bore befide 
Were yet too light} my little daughter dy*d. 
Bat after all thefe pangs of forrow paft, 
A. worfe came on, for Phaon came at laft! 
No gems, nor rich embroider'd filks, 1 wear; 
No more in artful curls I comb my hair; 
No golden threads the wavy locks inwreath, 
Nor Syrian oils diffufive odours breathe: 
‘Why fhould [ put fach gay allurements on, 
Now he, the darling of my foul, is gone? 
Soff is my breaft, and keen the killing dart, 
And he who gave the wound deferves my heart ; 
My fate is fix’d, for fure the fates decreed 
‘That he fhould wound, and Sappho’s bofom bleed. 
By the fmooth blandithments of verfe betray’d, 
Jn vain I call my reafon to my aid; 
‘The mufe is faithlefs to the fair at beft, 
But fatal ina love-fick lady's breaft. 

Yet is it ftrange fo fweet a youth fhould dart 
Flames fo refiftle{s to a woman's heart ? 
Him had Aurora feen, he foon had feiz'd 
Her foul, and Cephaius no more had pleas’d : 
Chafte Cynthia, did the once behold his charms, 
For Phaon’s would forfake Endymion’s arms; 
Venus would bear him to her bower above, 
But there the dreads a rival in his love. 
© fair perfection thou, nor youth, nor boy, 
Fix’d in the bright meridian point for joy!” 
Come, on my panting breaft thy head recline, 
Thy love I afk not, only fuller mine ; 
‘While this 1 afk (but afle fear in vain) 
Sec how my falling tears che letter ftain. 
. At leaft, why would you not wouchfafe to 

. fhow ° 

A kind regret, and fay, “ My dear, adieu!” 
Nor parting kifs I gave, nor tender tear, 
My ruin flew on {wifter wings than fear: 
My wrongs, too fafely treafur’d in my mind, 
Are all the pledges Phaon left behind; 
Nor could I make my laft defire to thee, ad 
Sometimes to caft a pitying thought on me. 
But, gods when firlt the killing news J heard, 
‘What pale amazement in my looks appear’d! 
Awhile o’erwhelm’d with unexpected woe, 
My tongue forbore to fpeak, my eyes to flow. 
Bat when my fenfe was weaken'd to defpair, 
¥ beat my tender breaft, and tore my hair : 
Ava diftracted mother weeps forlorn, 
‘When to the grave her fondling babe is borne, 
Mean while my cruel brother, for relief, 
With {corn infults me, and derides my grief : 
Poor foul! he-cries, I doubt the grows finceres 
Her daughter is return’d to life | fear. 
Mindlefs of fame, I to the world reveal 
‘The love fo long I tabour’d to conceal, 
Thou, thou art fame, and all the world, to me; 
All day [ dote, and dream all night of thee ;. 
‘Phough Phaon Ay to regions far remote, 
Py Acep hig image to my bed js-brought ; 


A Bhocbus and Leucadian rock to Mey 


S. $72 
Around my neck thy fond embraces twine, 
Anon I think my arms incircle thine : 
‘Then the warm withes of my foul I fpeak, 
Which from my tongue in dying murmurs break : 
Heavens! with thy balmy lips my lips are preft: 
And then! ah then !—I blufh to write the ref. 
Thus in my dreams the bright ideas play, 
And gild the glowing f{cenes of fancy gay: 
With life alone my lingering love muft end, - 
On thee my love, my life, my all depend. 

But at the dawning day my pleafures fleet, 
And F (too foon !) perceive the’ dear deceit : 
In caves and groves [feek to calm my grief5** 
The cavesand groves afford me no relief. 
Frantic I rove, diforder’d with defpair, 
And to the winds unbind my fcatter’d hair, 
I find the fhades, which to our joys were kind, 
But my falfe Phaon there no more I find : 
With him the caves were cool, the grove was greta,: 
But now his abfence withers all the fcene : 
‘There weeping, I the grafly couch furvey, | 
Where fide by fide we once together lays 
J fall where thy forfaken print appears, . 
And the kind turf imbibes my flowing tears, 
The birds and trees to grief afliftance bring, 
Thefe drop their leaves, and they forbear to fing x 
Poor Philomel, of all the quire, alone 


‘| For mangled Itys warbles out her moan; 


Her moan for him trills fweetly through the grove 
While Sappho fings of ill-requited love. 

To this dear folitude the Naiads bring 
Their fruitful urns, to form a filver {pring + 
The trees that on the fhady margin grow 
Are green above, the banks are green below’: 
Here while by forrow lull'd afteep I lay, 
Thus faid the guardian nymph, or feem’d to fay? 
Fly, Sappho, fly; to cure this deep defpair, 
To the Leucadian rock in hafte repair ; 
High on whofe hoary top an awful fane, 
To Phoebus rear’d, furveys the fubje@ main. 
This defperate cure, of old, Deucalion try’d, 
For love to fury wrought by Pyrrhia’s pride 5 
Into the waves, as holy rites require, 
Headlong he leap’d, and quench’d his hopelefs fires 
Her frozen breaft a fudden flame fubdued, 
And the who fled the youth, the youth purfued. 
Like him, to give thy raging paflion cafe, < 
Precipitate thyfelf into the feas. * 

‘This faid, the difappear'd. I deadly wan 
Rofe up, and gufhing tears unbounded ran ; 
I fly, ye nymphs, I fly; though fear affail 
The woman, yet the lover muft prevail. 
In death what terrors can deierve my care ?. 
The pangs of death are gentler than despair, 
Ye winds, and Cupid thou, to meet my fall, 
Your downy pinions fpread! my weight is 

fmall, ~ : 

Thus refcued, to the god of verfe Pil bow, 
Hang up my late, and thus infcribe my vow = 
‘Fo Phebus grateful Sappho gave this hute; 
The gift did both the god and giver fuit, 

But, Phaon; why fhould I this toil endure, 
When thy return would foon complete.the cure? 
Thy beauty, and his baimy power, would be . . 


Sys 
O harder that! the rock to which I go, 
“And deafer than the waves that war below ! 
‘Think yet, oh think: fhall future ages tell 
‘That | to Phaon’s {corn a victim fell ? , 
Or had& thou rather fee this tender breaft 
Bruis'd on the clift, than clofe to Phaon’s preft ? 
‘This breaft, which, fill’d with bright poetic fire, 
You made me once believe you did admire? 
© could it now fupply me with addrefs 
‘To plead my caufe, and court thee with fuccefe ! 
Bur mighty woes my genius quite control, 
Aud damp the rifing vigour of my foul: 
*'No mote, ye Lefbian nymphs, defire a fong, 
Mute is my veice, my lute is all unflrung. 
My Phaon's fled, who made my fancy fhine, 
(Ah! yet Ifearce forbear to call him—mine.) 
Phaon is fled! but bring the youth again, 
Infpiring ardors will revive my vein. 
But why, alas! this unavailing prayer ? 

» Vain are my vows, and fleet with common air: 
My yows the winds difperfe, and make their fport, 
But ne’er will waft him to the Lefbian port, 

Yet if you purpofe to return, ‘tis wrong 
To let your miftrefs languith here [o long : 
‘Venus for your fair voyage will compofe 
‘The fea, for from the fea the gaddely rofe + 
Cupid, affited with propitions gales, 
‘Will hand the rudder, and dire& the fails. 
But, if relenclefs to my prayer you prove, + 
Jf fill, unkind without a caufe, you'll rove, 
And ne’er to Sappho’s Jonging eyes reftore 
‘That objet, which her hourly vowsimplores ° 
*Twiil he compaliion now v’ avow your hate 5 
Write, and confirm the rigour of my fate ! 
"Then, fteel’d with refolution by defpair, 
For cure I'll to the kinder {eas repair : 
‘That lat relief for love-fick minds I'll try ; 
Phabus may grant what Phaon could deny, 

: * 
—_—_—— 


ADVERTISEMENT, - 


Tre ancients have left ns little farther account 
of Phaon, than that he wasan old mariner, whom 
Venus transformed into a very beautiful youth, 
-whom Sappho, and fevcral other Lefbian ladies 
fell paflionately in love with; and therefore 1 
thofght it might be pardonable to vary the cir- 
cumftances of his ftory, and to add what I thoughe 
proper in the following epifte. : 


PHAON TO SAPPHO. 


I soon perceiv'd from whence your letter came, 

Before I faw it fign’d with Sappho’s name: 

Such tender thoughts in fiuch a Howing verfe, 

Did Phebus to the flying nymph rehearfe ; 

Yet fate was deaf to all his pawerful charms, 

And tore the heauteous Daphne from his arms ! 
With foch concer your pafiion I furvey, 

As when I view a veffel tofs'd at fea; 

¥ beg each friendly power the form may ceafe, 

And every warring wave be lull'd in peace, 

‘What can I more than wifh? for who can free - 

‘The wretched from the wo¢ the gods decree? 
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With generous pity I'll repay your flame; 
Pity: ‘tis what deferves a fofter name :* 
Which yet, } fear, of equal ufe would prove 
To footh a tempeft, as abate your love. ' 
How can my art your fierce difeafe fubdue 2 
I want, alas: a greater cure than you: 5 
Benumb'd in death the cold phyfician lies, 
While for his help the feverith patient cries 2 
Call me not cruel, but reproach my fate, 
And, liftening while my woes I here relate, 
Let your foft bofom heave with tender fighs, 
Let melting forrow languifh in your eyes; 
Piteous deplore a wretch conftrain’d to rove, 
Whofe crime and punishment is flighted love 
Fix’d for his guilt, to every coming age, - 
A monument of Cytherea’s rage, 
At Melea born, my race unknown to fame, 
With oars I ply’d; Colymbus was my name ; 
A name that from the diving birds { bore, 
Which feek their fithy food along the hore. 
One furmmer-eve in port { lef: my fail, 
And with my partners fought a neighbouring vale; 
What time the rural nymphs repair'd to pay 
Their floral honours.to the queen of May. 
At firft their various charms my chovce confafe, 
For what is choice where each is fit to choofe 2 
But love or fate at length my boiom fir’d 
With a bright maid in myrtle-green attir’d 5 
A fhepherdefs the was, and on the lawn 
Sate to the fetting-fun from dewy dawn; 
Yet fairer than the nymphs who guard the ftreams, 
In pearly caves, and fhun the burning beams, 
I whifper love; the flies; 1 ftill purfue, 
To preis her to the joy fhe never knew : 
And while I {peak the virgin blushes fpread 
Her damafk beauty with a warmer red. 
1 vow’d unfhaken faith, invoking loud 
Venus, t’ atteft the folemn faith I vow’d: 
Invoking all the radiant lights above, 
(But moft the lamp that lights the realm of love) 
No more to guide me with their friendly rays, 
But leave my fhip to perith on thefeas, |» 
Ifthe dear charmer ever chane’d to find 
My heart difloyal, or my look ankind, 
A maid will Jilen when her lover fwears, 
And think his faith more real than her fears. 
The careful thepherdefs fecur’d her flocks 
From the devouring wolf, and wily fox, * 
Yet fell herfelf an undefended prey 
‘Yo one more crueland more falfe than they. 
‘The nuptial joys'we there confummate foon, 
Safe in the friendly filence of the moon; 
And till the birds proclaim’d the dawning day, 
Beneath a fhade of Nowets in tran{port lay: 
I rofe, and foftly fighing, view'd her o'er 
How. chang’d, I thought, from what the was be- 
fore! ee 
Yet till repeated (cager to’ be gone) . .° . 
My former pledges, with a fainter tone, 
And promis’d quick return: the penfive faig. 
Went with reluctance to her feecy care; 
While [ refulv’d to quit my native fhore, 
Never to fee the late-lov’d Malea more. ‘ 
Frefl on the waves the morning breezes pley,, 7 


To bear my veffel and my vows awey; 
ot r i 


With profperaus Speed I fly hefore the wind, 
‘And leave the length of Lefbes all behind: 
Far diftant from mty Malean love at laft, 
(Secure with twenty Icagues between us ealt) 
T furl mg fails, and on the Sigrian thore, 
Adopting that my feat, the veflel moor. 
Sigrium, from whofe aerial height I {py 
The diftant fields that bore imperial. Troy : 
Which, ftill accurs'd for Helen’s broken vow, 
Frocure thin crops, ungratcful to the plough. 
I gaze, revolving in my guilty mind, 
‘What fucure vengeanice will my falfehood find, 
‘When kings, and empires, no forgivenefs gain’d 
For violated rites, and faith profan’d! 
. Sea-faring on that coat I led my life, 
A commoner of love, without a wife, 
Content with cafual joys; and vainly thought 
Venus forgave the perjur’d, or forg 
And now my fixtieth year bean co thed 
An undiftinguifr'd winter o'er my head; 
When, bent for Tenedos, a country dame 
(I thought her fuch) for fpeedy paffage came. 
‘A palfy hook her lings ; @.fhrivel’d fkin 
But ill conceal’d the fkeleton within ; 
A monument of time + with equal grace 
Her garb had poverty to fuit her face. 
¥Extorting firk my price, [fpread my 
And fteer my courte before a merry 
Which haply turn’d her tatter’d veil afide, 
‘When in her lap a golden vafe I {py’d; 
Around fo rich with orient gems enchas'd, 
A flamy luftre o'er the gold they caft 
‘With eager eyes I view the tempting bane, 
And failing now fecure anvid the main, 
With felon force I feiz’d the feeming cron, 
‘To plunge her in, and make the prize my own. 
‘To Venus trait the chang'd divine to view ! 
‘Phe laughing loves around their mother flew : 
“Who, circled with a pomp of graces, ftood, 
Such as fhe firft afcended from the flood. 
T bow’d, ador’d,—With terror in hee voice, 
‘Thy violence (fhe cry'd) thal! win the prize : 
Renew thy wrinkled form, be young and fair; 
Bat foon thy heart fhall own the purchafe dear. 
‘Nor iv revenge forgot, though long delay’d, 
Yor vows attefted in the Malean fhade.— 
‘Wrapt in a purpic cloud, fhe cut the ikies, 
And Jooking down, fill threaten’d with her eyes. 
My fear at length difpell’d (the fight of gold 
Can make an avaricious coward bold), 
‘Tfeiz’d the glittering fpoil, in hope to find 
A cafe fo rich with richer treafure: d. 
"The lid remov'd, the vacant {pace iuclos’d 
An effence, with celeftial art compos’d ; 
Which cures old age, and makes the fhrivei'd check 
Blufhy as Bacchus, and as Hebe fleek : 
Strength to the nerves the ncétar’d iweeta fepply, 
And cagle-radiance to the faded eye. 
Nor harp dileale, nor want, nor age, have power 
‘J’ invade that vigour, end thar bloom de 
Yh effect | found, for, when return’d to 
Some drops 
Where'er they fell, furprifing to dh 
© "Lhe freckled brown im ii 
So look the panther’s varied fides; and fo 
The phealunt’s wing, bedropt wih Lakes of fnew. 
Vou. Vib, 
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I wet the whole, thé fame celeftial hne | 
TinG@ur’d the whole, meander’d o’er with blue. 
Struck with amazement here, I paufe a fpace; 
Next with the liquid fweets anoint my faces 
‘My neck and hoary locks I then bedew, 
And in the waves my changing vilage view. : 
Strait with my charms the watery mirror ylowgg 
‘Thofe fatal charms that ruin’d your repole { 
Still doubting, up J ftart, and fear to find 
Some young Adonis gazing o’er behind. 
My waitt, and all my limbs, I Iaft befmear’d, 
And foon a gloify youth afl o’er appear’d, 
Long wrapt ia filent wonder, on the frand, + 
T like a flatue of Apollo fland: 
Like his, with oval grace my front is fpread 5 
Like his, my lips and checks are rofy red; 
Like his, my limbs are fhap’d; in every part 
So juft, they mock the {culptor’s mimic art: 
And golden curls adown my thoulders flow; . 
Nor wants there aught, except rhe iyre and bowg 
Reftor’d to youth, triumphant I rep. y 
“To court; to captivate th’ admiring fair: 
My feultlefs foraz the Lefbian nymphs adore, 
Avow tcir lames, weep, figh, proteft, implore. 
v feel t the penance of my fin; 
haut, and wincer all within ! 
ienie of gay defire is fed, 
And aii their charms are cordial to the dead. 
Or, if within my breaft there chance to rile 
‘Vhe fweet remembrance of the genial! joys; 
Sudden it leaves me, like a tranfient gleam, 
That gids the farface of a freezing iiream. 
Mean time with various pangs my heart is torn, 
Hate ftrives with picy, fh contends with scorn § 
us'é with grief, [ quit the court, to range 
fds; and curfe my penal change. 
fo, reftor’d with rich perfumes, 
Difplays tie florid pride of all his plumes; 
‘Then flies to live amid th’ Arabian grove, 
In barren folitude, a foe to lave. 
But in the calnt recefs of woods and plains, 
‘The viper envy revel’d in my veins ; 
And-ever when the male carefs'd his bride, 
Sighing with rage, I turn’d my cyes afide. 
In river, mead, and grove, fuch objedls rofe, 
'T’ avenge the poddefs, and awake my woes? 
Fith, beafi, and bird, in river, mead, and groveg*” 
Blefs’d and rever’d the blifsful powers of love, 
What can t do for eafe? O, whither fly? 
Refume my fatal form, ye gods, Vcr}: zz 
Wither this beauteous bloom, fo tempting gay % 
And let me live transform’d to weak, and gray £ 
By change of clime, ny forrows to beguile, 
I leave, for Sicily, my native ile : 
Vain hope! for who can leave himfelf behind, 
And live a thoughtlefs exile from the mind ? 
iving there, amidft a flowery plain 
a’d the fore, U view’d a virgin-train, 
foft ditties fung of Acis’ fame, 
rew'd with annual wreaths his amber ftr 
Me foon they faw, and, fir'd with pious joy, 
Ile comes, the godlike Acis cores, they cry t 
Yair pride of Neptune’s court! indulge our prayery 
Approach, you've now no Polypheme to fear. 
-Accept cur rites: to bind thy brow, we bringy 
Thode earlich he £ che rely fprings 
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So may thy Galatea ftill be kind, 

Asiwe thy fmiling power propitious find ! 

- But if—(they read their error in my bluhh - 
For thame, and rage, and {corn, alternate filufh.) 
But if of earthy race, yet kinder prove ; 

“Refufe all other rites but thofe of love 

That hated word new-*ahs my ravkling wound ; 

Like a fluck deer | ftartle at the found : 

Thence to the wood- with furious Speed repair, 

» And leave them all abandon’d to defpair. 

So frighted by the fwains, to reach the brake 
Glides from a funny hark the glittering fhake; 
Agd whilft, reviv'd in youth, his wavy erain 
,. Bloats in large fpires, and burns along the plain; 

He darts malignance from bis fe rnful cye, 

And the young flowers with livid hiffes die, 

Let my fad fate your foft compaffion move, 
onvine'd that Phaon would. but cannot Jove : 

“Mo torture and diftra@ my foul, are jon’d 

Uofading youth, and impotence of m 
+ “fhe white and red that flatter on my fkin, 
"Hide hell; the grinning furies howl within ; 

Pride, envy, rage, and hate, inhabit tnere, 

And the black child of guilt, extreme defpair : 

Nor of lefs terr-r to the perjur’d prove 

‘The frowns of Venus, than the balt- of Jove. 

When Orphcus in the woods began to play, 

Sooth’d with his airs, the leopards round him 

Tay: 

Their glaring eyes wich leffeu'd fury burn'dy 

Buc when the lyre was mute, their rage return’d: 

So would thy mafe and lute a while con rol 

My woes, and tune the difcord of my foul: 

In fweet fufpenfe each favage thought reftrain’d; 

And then, the leve I never felt f feign'd, 

+O Sappho, now that mufe and Inte em, loy; 

Ynvoke the goldcn g :ddefs from the fky : 

From the Leucadian rock ne’er hope redrefs, 

An love, Apollo boafls no fare fuccefs: 

Let him prefide o'er oracles and arts; 

Venus alone hath balm for bleeding hearts, 

O, let the warbled hymu t delight her ear ; 

Can fhe when Sapphe fings refufe to hear? 

Thrice let the warbled hymn repeat thy pain, 

While flowers and burning gums perfume 

fane. 

And when, defcending to the plaintive found, 

She cumes confets'd with all hcr graces round, 

O, vlead my caufe' in that aufpiciow: hour, 
>Propitiate with rhy vows the vengeful power, 

Nor ceafe thy iuit, till with a finiling air 

She cries, | give my Phaon to thy prayer: 

And, from his crime abflv’d, with ali his charms 

He iong fhall live, and die in Sappho's ar.ns — 

‘Then fwilt. and gentle as her gentle® dove, 

Tl feck thy breaft, and equal all thy love : 

Hymen fhall clap his purpie wings, aud {pread 

Ynceffant raptures o'er the nuptial bed, 

And while in pomp at Cytherea’s flirine, 

With choral fong and dance, our vows we join; 

Her flaming altar with religious fear 

Ti touch, and, proftrate on the marble, fwear 

‘That zeal and love for ever thalt divide 

My heart, between the goddeis aud the bride 

t @luding to her Ode to Venus, 
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THE WORKS OF FENTON. 


| A TALE, 


DEVISED IN THE PLESAUNT MANERE OF GENTHE 
MAISTER JEUFFREY CHAUCER, 


Wavtom in Kent there dwelt a clerke, 
; Wh. > Rh grete cheer, and litil werke, 
Un wakn.was with venere : 
vagre 1 crit ne recked he, 
Ne fa&- daivs had in remembraunce, 
Mo will had he te dalliaunce. 
To ferchen out a bellamie, 
fe had a fharss and Hicorous ele ; 
But it wo'd bett abide a leke, 
Or onion, than the fight uf Grekes 
Wherefore, God yeve him fhame, Boccace 
Serv’ bim for Bafil and fgnace, 
Hr vermci! cheke that thon wyth mirth, 
Spake him the blicheft prieft on yearth; 
At chyreh, to fhew his lillied hond, 
Full fetoufly he prank’d hi: bod; 
Sl-ke weren his flaxen locks ykempt, 
Ard Maze Wever was he nempy 

Thilke clerke, echaufed in the groyne, 
For a young damofell did pyne, 
Born in Eait-Cheap; who, by my fay, 
Ypert was as a popinjay : 
Ne wit ne wordes did the waunt, 
Wele cond fhe many a romatint; 
Ore mufcadine, or fpiced ale, 
She carrold foote as nightingale : 
‘nd for the nonce couth rowle her eyne, 
Withouten tpeche ; a fpeciall figne 
Ste lack'd fomedele of what ech dame 
Holds dere as life, yet dredes to name; 
20 was eftfoons by aac won, 
To blittful confummation 

Here mought I now tellen the fefles, 
Who yave the bryde, how bidb’d the gheftes; 
But withouten fuch gawdes, t trow 
Myne legend is prolix ynow. 
Ryghte weleareeds Dan Prior’s fong, 
A tale fheld never be too long 5 
Ard fikerly re Englond 
None hett doth taling underftond. 

dhe now, algates full fad to chaunge 
The citce for her hi-fbond’s graunge, 
‘Lo Kent mote; for the wele did knowe 
* Twas vaine ayenfk the flreme to rowe, 
Sa wend they on one fteed yfere, 
Ech cleping toder life and dere; 
Heaven fhilde him fro myne Bromley holt, 
Or many a groat theyr meel woll colt. 

Deem next ye maifireis Wever fene 
Yelad ir fable bombafine ; 
‘Che frankvieins wyvcs ace ft her blythe, 
Curteis to guilen hem of tythe; 
yeve howour parochial 

in pos and che at feftivall, 

Worfship and wealth her hufbond hath ; 
! Ne poor in aught, fave werks and faith; 
| Keyes bull, bore, ftaliion, te difpence 
Large peinerths of ben: volence, 
His betne ycrammed was, and ftore 
Of pouiltric cackled at the dore; 
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POEMS. 


His wyf grete joie to fede hem toke, 
And as aftonied at the cocke ; 
‘That, in his portaunce debonair, 
On everich henn beftow’d a thare 
Of plefaunce, yet no genitonrs 
She faw, to thrill his paramours : 
Oftfiches fhe mokel mus’d theron, 
Yet eift the howgates it was don. 
One night, erc they to fleepen went, 
Her Maac in her arms the hear, 
As was her ufage ; and did faie, 
Of charite | note thee praie, , 
Co techen myne uncohnyng wit 
One thing itcomprchendeth niet : 
And maie th | fiend harrow thee, 
Tf in myve quett thou falfen me. 
Oar Chaunticlere loves everich hen, 
We fewer kepes our yerd than ten; 
Yet romps he ore beth yrete aud fmall, 
Ne ken { what he {winks wychall, 
But on ech leg a ‘scpon is, 
Yperfent, and full flarke 1 wys; 7" 
Dorh he with hem at Pertelote play ? 
To footh theres werk inough for tway, 
Qd. Haac, certes by Sainé Poule, 
Myne lief thou art & fimple fouie, 
Foules frothe egle to the wren, 
Bin harnefs'd othergif’ than men: 
for the males cuyins of delite 
Ferre in theyr entrails are empight ; 
Els, par mifchaunce, theyr merriment 
Emong the brecrs mought fore be fhent, 
"Thus woren hote; théy much avaunce 
Love of venereal jouifaunce : 
And in one month, tke trouth to fayne, 
Swink mo than nianhode in yeres twaine, 
O Bonedicite! yd, the, 
If kepyng hote fo kindiych be, 
Hie in thyne boweles trafs thyne gere, 
And eke the tkrippe that daunyleth here. 
Ne dame, he aufwer’d, mute that bene ; 
For as I hepe to bea dene, 
Thilke Falftaffe-beilie rownd and big, 
“Was built for corny ale and pig : 
Ne in it is a chink for thefe, 
Ne for a wheat-ftraw, aud tway peafe. 
Pardic, qa. the, Syth theres nat room, 
Swete Nykin! chale hem in myne woom. 























TO MR. POPE, 


AN IMITATION OF A GREEK EPIGRAM IN HOMER‘ 


An which a Poct fuppofeth Apollo to have given this an- 
Swwer to one who inquired who was the author of the 
diad, 
"Heder ply Eyar, idence: 38 Ios *“Opeiges. 
Hac modulabar ego, feripfit divinus Homerus, 


‘Wauen Phocbus, and the nine harmonious maids, 
Of old aflembled in the Thefpian hades, 
: What theme, they ery'd, what high immortal air, 
Bedits thefe harps to found, and thee to hear ? 








75 
Reply’d the god, Vour loftie nate: employ 

fo fing young Pcleus, and the fall of Troy. 

The wondrous fong with rapture they rehearfe, 
Then afk who wrought that miracle of verfe. 

He anfwer’d with a frown; [now reveal 

A truth that envy bids me not conceal. 

Retiring frequent to his laureat vale, 

1 warbled to the lyre that favourite tale, 

Which, unoblerv’d, a wandering Greek and blind, 
Heard ine repext, and treafur’d in his mind; 

And, fir'd with thirit of moty than mortal praife, 
From me the god of wit ufurp'd the bays. 

But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 
Proud with céiettial fpoils to grace her name ; 
Yer when my arts thall criumph in the weft, 

And the White Ile with female power is ble, 
Fune, 1 forefee, will make reprifals there, 

And the tranflator’s palm to me transfer 5 
With lefs regree my claim } now decline, 

‘The world will think this Engiihh iad mine, 








THE PLATONIC SPELL. jj 





® I wed, young Strepbon cry’d, 
Ye powers that v'er the noofe prefide, 
Wit, beauty, wealth, good-humour give, 
Or Jet me (till a rover live : 
Buc if all thefe ao nymph can fhare, 
Let mine, ye powers! be doubly fair. 
‘Phas pray’d the fwain in heat of blood, 
Whilft nigh celeftial Cupid ftood ; - 
And, tapping him, faid, Youth be wife, x 
And let a child for once advife. 
A faulcleis nvake, a manag'd wit, 
Humour and riches, rarely meet ; 
But if a beauty you'd obtain, 
Coart fome bright Phillis of the brain ; 
The dear idea long enjoy, 
Clean is the blifs, and ne’er will cloy. 
But truft me, youth, for I’m fincere, 
And know the ladies toa hair; 
Howe’er fmall poets whine upon it, 
In madrigal, in fong, and fonnet, 
Their beauty’s but a fpell, to bring 
A lover ta th’ enchanted ring. 
Ere the fack-poffet is digefted, 
Or half of Hymen’s taper wafted, 
‘The winning air, the wanton trip, 
The radiant eye, the veivet lip, 
From which you fragrant kiffes ftole, 
And fvem’d to fick her {pringing foul ; 
‘Thefe, and the rei you doated on, 
Are vaufcous, or infipid grown ; 
‘The fpell diffolves, the cloud is gone, , 
And Sachariffa turns to Joan. 








MARULLUS TO NERA, 
IMITATED. 


Ros’p like Diana, ready for the chafe, _ 
Her mind as fpotlefs, and as fair her face, 


I This poem, with fome variations, may be found 
Stepney, under the title of “©The Spell? 
. Uni 
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*oung, Sylvia ftray'd beneath the dewy dawn 
To courfe th’ imperial Rag o’er Wir Yor lawn. 
“There Cupid view'd her fpreading o'er the piain, 
"The firft and faireft of the rural train; 

Aad, by a {mall miftake, the power of love, 
"Thought her the vitgin-goddefs of the grove: 
Soon aw’d with innocence, t’ evade her fight 
Re fled.-aad dropip’d.his quiver in the ight : 

: eth pleas’d, fhe blufh'd ; and, with a glowing 
{mile, 
~Purfa’d the god, and feiz’d the golden fpoil. 

.. The nymph, refitlefs in her native charms, 
“How reigns poffels'd of Cupid’s dreaded arms; 
‘Aad, wing’d with lighting from her radiant 

eyes, 
“Unerring in its fpeed cach arrow flies. 
No morc his deity is held divine, 
No more we kneel at Cytherea’s fhrine ; 








‘Pheir various powers’ complete in Sytvia, prove 
Her title to command the réalms of love. 








we f KIssEs. 
TRANGLATED FROM SECUNDUS, 


BASIUM 1. 


Waen Venus, in the fweet Ida! 
‘A violet couch for young Alcan 
‘Their opening gems th’ ohedient 
“And veil’d his-beauties with a damatk 
‘While the bright gotdéels, with a gentle thower 
‘Of neftar'd dews, perfum'd the blifsfu} bower. 
"OF fight infatiate, the devours his charms, 
"TH her foft brea! reLindling ardour warns; 
New joys tumultuous in her befnm ro!l, 
‘And all Adonis ruftieth on her foul : 
‘Tranfported with each dear refembling grace, 
Bhe cries, Adonis !—fure I {ee thy face : 
‘Then toops to clafp the beauteous form, 
fears 
He’d wake too foon, and with a figh forbears; 
Wet, fix’'d in filent rapture, flands to paze, 
Kiffing each flowering bud that round her plays: 
Swell’ with her toych, each animated rofe 
Expands, and ftrait with warmer purple glows; 
Where infant kiffes bloom, a balmy ftore ! 
Redoubling all the blifs fhe felt hefore. 

Sudden her {wans career along the tkies, 
And o’er the globe the fair celeftial fics; 
"Then, as where Ceres paft, the teeming plain 
Yellow’d with wavy crops of galden grain, 

So fruitful kiffes fell where Venus flew, 

Abd by the power of genial maric grew; 

‘A plenteous harveft ! which the deign’d ¢° impart, 
To footh an agor-zing love-fick h 

-Alll hail,-ye rofeate kiffes! who remove 
Our cares,.and cool the calentures of love, 
Lo! Tyour poet, in melodious 11 
Blefs your kind power, enamour 
Lays! form'd to lait, till barharor 
‘Lhe mufes’ hill, and withers all cheir f 
Sprung from the + guardian of the Reni 
Yn Roman vambers live, fecure of fame, 

+ Venus. 
st: 


















OF FENTON. 
BASIUM i. 


As the young ehamour’d vine 
Round her elm delights.to twine, 
As the clafping ivy throws 
Round her oak her wanton boughs, 
So clofe, expanding all thy charms, 
Fold me, my Chloris, in thy arms! 
Clofer, my Chloris, could it be, 
Would my fond arms incircle thee. 

‘Vhe jovial friend thall tempt in vain 
With humour, wit, and brifk chanipaigne , 
In vain fhall nature call for fleep, 

We'll love’s eternal vigils keep: 
‘Thus, thus for ever let us lie, 
Diffolving in excets of joy, 
Till fate fhall with a fingle dart 
‘Transfix the pair it cannat part. 
Thus join’d, we'll feet like Venus" doves, 
And feek the bleft Elyfian groves; 
| Where {pring in rofy triumph reigns 
Perpetual o'er the joyous plains : 
‘Vhere, lovers of heroic name 
Revive their long-extinguith'd flame, 
and o’er the fragrant vale advance 
In ihining pomp to form the dance, 
Or fing of love and gay defire, 
Refponfive to the warbling lyre; 
Reclining foft in blifsful bowers, 
| Purpled {weet with fpringing flowers 
ad cover’d with a filken fhade, 
Of Jaurel mix’d with myrtle made : 
Where, flaunting in immortal bloom, 
The mufk-rofe {cents the verdant gloom : 
Through which the whifpering zephyrs fy, 
Softer than a virgin’s figh. 

When we approach thofe bleft retreats, 
Th’ aflembly fraic will leave their feats, 
Admiring much the matchlefs pair, 

So fond the youth, the nymph fo fair } 
Daughters miftreffes to Jove, 

By Homer fam’d of old for love, 

In homage to the Britifh grace, 

Will give pre-eminence of place, 
Heien herfelf will foon agree 

‘Yo rife, and yield her rank to thee. 

















AN EPISTLE 
TO THOMAS LAMBARD, ESS, 


“ Omnia me tua dele@tant; fed maximé, maxima 
* clim fides in amicitid, confilium, gravitas, con. 

“ ftantia; tum lepos, humanitas, litera.” 
Cicero, Ep. xxvii. Lib, xi. 


Stow though I am to wake the fleeping lyre, 
Yet thould the mufe fome happy fong infpire, 
Fit for a friend to give, and worthy thee, 
That favourite verfe to Lambard I decree: 
Such may the mufe infpire, and make it prove 
A pledge and monument of lafting love ! 
Mean time intent the faireft plan ta find, 
To form the micnrers, and improve the mi 








POEMS 


Jule the fam’d wits of Rome and Athegs pleafe, 

By Orrery’s indulgence wrapt in eafe; 

‘Whom all the rival mufes firive to-grace 

With wreaths familiar to his letter’d'race. 

Now truth’s bright charms employ my ferious 
thought, : 

In flowing eloquence by Tully taught : 

‘Then from the thades of Tufculum I rove, 

And ftudious wander in the Grecian groves 

While wonder and delight the foul engage 

Yo found the depths of Plato's facred page 5 

Where Science in attraGtive fable lies, 

And, veil’d, the more invites her lover’s eyes. 

"Tranlported thence, the flowery heights l gain 

Of Pindug, and admire the warbling train, 

Whote wings the mufe in better ages prun’d, 

And their {weet harps to moral airs attun’d. 

‘As night is tedious while, in love hetroy’d, 

"The wakcful youth expeets the faithlefs maid 5 

As weary’d hinds accufe the lingering fan, 

And heirs impatient with for twenty-one : 

So dull to Horace § did the moments glide, 

Till his free mufe her fprightly force employ’d 

Fo combat vice, and follies to expofe, 


In eafy numbers near ally'd to profe : [fing. 


Guilt bluh’d and trembled when fhe heard him j 


He fmil'd reproof, and tickled with his fting. 
With fuch a graceful negligence expreft, 
Wit, thus apply’d, will ever fland the teft : 
But he, who blindly led by whimly ftrays, 
And from grofs images would merit praife, 
‘When nature fets the noble ftores in view, 
Affects to polifh copper in Peru: 
So while the feas on barren fands are caft, 
The faltnefs of cheir waves offend the tafte ; 
But when to heaven exhal’d, ia fruirful rain, 
Jn fragrant dews they tall, to cheer the {wain, 
Revive the fainting lowers, and twell the 
meager grain. 

Be this their care, who, ftudious of renown, 
Toil up th’ Aonian fteep to reach the crown 5 
Suffice it me, that (having fpent my prime 
in picking epithets, and yoking rhyme) 

‘To fteadice rule my thoughts [ now compofe, 
And prize ideas clad in honett profe. 

Old Drydea, emulous of Czfar's praife, 
Cover'd his baldnefs with immortal bays; 
And death perhaps, to tpoil poetic {port, 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrive fhort + 

His ear had a more Jatting itch than mine, 

For the fmooth cadence of a golden line : 
Should luft of verfe prevail, and urge the man 
‘Co run the trifling race the boy began, 
Mellaw’d with fixey winters, you might fee 
My circle end in fecond infancy. 

Y might ere long au aukward humour have, 

"So wear my bells and coral to the grave 
Or round my room alternate take ac 
Now mount my hobby, then the muf 
Leet others wither gay, but I'd appear 

‘Wich fage decorum in my ealy chair 5 

Grave as .Libanius, flumbering o’er the laws, 
Whiift gold and party zeal decide thy coufe, 











horfe: 


A Epi, a. Lib. gy 








A nobler tafk our riper age afford: 

‘Than {canning {yllabler, and weighirig words. 

To make his hours in even meafures fow,*. 

Nor think fome fleet too faft, and fome too flow: 

Still equal-in himfelf, and free to tafte —* 

‘The now, without repining at the paft ; 

Nor the vain prefcience of the fplecn ¢’ employ 

To pall the flavour af a promis’d joy ; : 

To live tenacious of the golden mean, 

In all events of various fate ferene ; 

With virtue fleel’d, and fteady'to furgéy 

Age, death, difeafe, or want, without difmay't 

Thefe arts, my Lambard! ofeful in thef end, 

Make man to others and himfelf'a friend. 
Happieft of mortals he, who, timely wife, 

In the calm waliss of truth his bloom enjoys; 

With books and patrimonia! plenty bleft, 

Health in his veins, and quiet in his breat! 

Him no vain hopes attract, no fear appals, — 

Nor the gay fervitude of courts enthrals, 

Unknowing how to mafk concerted guile 

With a falfe cringe, or undermining {mile ! 

His manners pure, from affectation free, 

And prudence fhines through clear fimplici+y, 

Theugh no rich labours of the Perfian loom, 

Nor the nice iculptor’s art adorn his room, 

Sleep unprovok'd will foftly fea] his.eyee, 

And innocence the want of down fupplies 

Health tempers aj] his cups, and at his‘board, 

Reigns the cheap luxury the fields alford ; 

Like the great ‘I'rojan, mantled in a cloud, 

Himlelf unfeen he fees the labouring crowd, 

Where all induftrious to their fuin run, 

Swift to purfue what moft they oughs to fhun 

Some, by the fordid thir of gain control?’d, 

Starve in their flores, and cheat themiélves fy 

gold, 

Preferve the precious bane with anxious care 

In vagrant Jufts to feed a Javith heir: 

Others devour ambition’s glittering bait, 

‘To fweat in purple, and repine in ftate ; 

Devote their powers to every wild extreme 

For the fhort pageant of a pompous dream: 

Nor can the mind to full perfe@ion bring 

‘The fruits it early premis’d in the fpring, 

But ina public {phere thofe virtues fade, * 

Which open’d fair, and flourith'd in the fhade, 

So while the night her ebon feeptre fways, ” 

Her fragrant blooms the Indian plant § difplays 

But the fail day the dhort-liv'd beauties thua, * 

Elude our hopes, and ficken at the fub, : 
Fantaftic joys in diftant views appear, 

And tempt the man to make the rath ‘career, 

Fame, power, ang wealth, which glitter at the 

goal, 

Allure his eye, and fire his eager foul ; 

For thefe are eafe and innocence refign’d, 

For thefe he ftrips; farewell the tranquil mind’ 

Headftrong he urges on till vigour fails, 

And gtay experience {but too late!) prevails’s 

But, in his evening, view the hoary fool, 

When the nerves lacken, and the fpirits coot 

When joy and blufy youth fortake hia face; 

Sicklied with age, and four with felf. difgraces 

§ The nure-tree. 
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MR 
No flavour then the {parkling cups retain, 
Mufic is harfh, the Syren fings in vain; 
“Eo him what healing balm can are apply, 
‘ho lives difeas’d with life, and dreads to die? 
" that lah fcene, by fate in fables dreft, 
Phy power, triumphant virtue ! is confeft ; 
“Fhy ia flames diffufe celettial light 
Through death’s dark vale, and vanquish ;otal 
night; 
_Lenient of anguith, o’er the breaft prevail, 
jen the pay toys of flattering fortune fail. 
Such, happy Uwifden! (ever be thy name 
ourn’d by the mufe, and fair in deattlefs fame !) 
"While the bright «Muence of her glory thone, 
‘Were thy laft hours, and fuch I with my own: 
‘Go caffia bruis’d exhales her rich perfumes, 
“And incenfe in a fragrant cloud confumes, 
* Mott fpoil the boon that nature’s pleas’d t? 
- impart, 
«By too much varnifh, or by want of art; 
By folid feience ali her gifts are gruc’d, 
dyke geing new poiifh’d, and with gold enchas‘d 
‘ates to Ph’ unletter'd "(quire the laws allow, 
As Rome receival diGtarors from the plough: 
But aris, addrels, and force of genius, join 
‘o nuke a hammer ithe fenate thine. 
Yet one prefiding power in every brealt 
Receives a flronger fandicn than the reit: 
And they who ftudy and difcern it weil, 
At unrefrain'd, without defign e¢cel, 
But court contempt, and err without redrefs, 
Mifling the maftertalent they pofle(s. 
‘Whifton perhaps in Euclid may fucceed, 
But fhall | trutt him ‘to reform my ereed ? 
In fweet aflenblage every bloorning grace 
Fix ove’s bright Girone in Veraminta's face, 
‘With which her faultlefs fhape and air agree, 
But, wanting wit, {he ftrives to repartee ; 
And, ever pr ne her matchlefs form to wrong, 
Zeit envy thonld be dumb, fhe lends her tongue, 
By long experience D—y may, no doubt, 
nf{nage 4 gudgeoh, or fometimes 4 trout; 
‘¥et | ryden once exclaim’d (in partial fpite ') 
He fith —Becawe the man attempis to write. 
AODh, if the warer-nymphs were kind to none 
But thofe the mufes bathe in Helicon: 
“Yn what far diftant age would Be z 
One happy wit to net the Britith 
Nature permits her various gifts to fall 
Op various climes, nor tmiles alike on all: 
Phe ‘Latian vales eternal verdure wear, 
And flowers fpontancous crown the fmiling 
ear 5 
But whe manures a wild Norwegian hill, 
‘To raife the jalmine, or the coy jonquil? 
‘Who finds the peach among the favage floes, 
Or in bleak Scythia fecks the blufhing rofe ? 
Here golden grain waves o'er the sing ficlds, 
And there the vine her racy purple yields, 
High on the cliffe the Britifh oak afcencs, 
Proud to furvey the feas her power defends; 
Her fovercign title to the Mug fhe proves, 
Bcornful of iofter India’s {picy groves. 
Thefe inftances, which true in fact we find 
éppy we to che culvure of the mind, 
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This foil, in early youth improv'd with carey 
The feeds of gentle feiencé beft will bear; 
‘THat with more particles of flame infpir 
With glitrering arms and thirft of fame is fir’d; 
Nothing of greatness in a third will grow, 
Bur, barren as it is, ’twill bear a beau, 
If thefe from nature’s genial bent depart, 
In life's dull farce to play a horrow'd part; 
Should the fage drefs, and flutter in the Mall, 
Or leave his problems for a birth-night ball ; 
Should the rough homicide unthgath his pen, 
And in heroics only murder mea; ; 
Shoyid the fofe fop forfake the lady’s charms, 
To face the foe with inoffenfive arms; 
Fach would variety of ats afferd, 
Fit for fome new Cervantes to record. 
Whither, you cry, tends all this dry difcourfe2 
To prove, like Hudibras, a man’s no horfe. 
| look’d for {parking lines, and fomething gay 
fo fritk my fancy with; but footh to fay + 
n her Apoilo now the mufe elopes, 
And trades in fylogifins more thau tropes. 
Faith, Sir, Eee y. od, but can’t forbear; 
When a friend reads, in honour you mult hear ¢ 
For alt enthufiatts, when the fit is trong, 
Indulge a volubility of tongue: 
‘Their fury triumphs v’er the men of phlegm, 
and, cowtcil-proof, will never baulk a theme. 
So Burgefs on his triped rav'd the more, 
When sound him haif the faints began to fnore, 
‘Yo lead us fafe through error’s thorny maze, 
Reafon exerts her pure ethereal rays 
But that bright daughter of eternal day 
Holds in our mortal frame 2 dubious tway. 
Though no lethargic fumes the brain inveft, 
And opiate al} her active powers to reft; 
Though on that magazine no fevers seize, 
fo caleine all ber beauteous images : 
Yet banifh’d from the realms by right her own, 
Paffion, a blind afurper, mounts the throne: 
Or, to known good prelesring {pecious ill, 
Reafon becomes a cully to the will: 
Thus man, pervericly fond te roam aftray, 
Hoodwinks the guide aflign’d to thow the way ¢ 
And in life's voyage like the pilot fares 
Who breaks the compufs, and‘contemns the ftars, 
To feer by meteors, which at random fly, 
Preluding to a tempelt inthe tky. 
Vain of his fkill, and led by various views, 
ach to his end a different path purfues; 
aind feldom is one wretch iu humble known 
‘Yo think his friend’s a better than his own: 
The boldeft they, who lea!) parrake the light, 
As game-cocks in the dark are train’d to fight. 
Nor fhame, nor ruin, can our pride abate, 
But what became our choice we call our fate. 
Villain, faid Zeno to his pilfering lave, 
What | nature needs, [ freely gues 
With thee my treafure J depos'd in truft, 
What could provoke thee now to prove unjuft ? 
Sir, blame the ftars, felonious culprit cry’d : 
We'll by the ffatute of the tars be try’d. 
If their ftrong influence all our actions urge, 
Seme are foredoom'd to fteal—and fome te, 


scourge 



















POEM S&S 
; Thongh every ftanza glitters thick with ftara, 


"The beadle muft obey the fates’ decree, 
As powerful deftiny prevail’d with thee, 

This heathen logic feems to hear tao hard 
On me, and many 2 harmlefs mofera bard: 
The critics hence may think themfelves decreed 
To jerk the wits, and rail at all they read ; 
Foes to the trike from which they trace their clan, 
As monkies draw their pedigree from man; i 
"To which (though by the breed our kind’s dif- 

grac'd) 
‘We grant tuperior elegance of tafte : 
But in their own defence the wits obferve } 
That, by impulfe from heaven, they write and ' 
flarve; 

‘Their patron-planet, with refiftiefs power, 
Trratiates cyery post's natal hour; 
Frgendering in his head a folar heat, 
Yor which the college has no fure receipt, 
Eite from their garrets would they fon withdraw, 
And leave the rats to revel in the ftraw, 

Nothing fo much intoxicates the brain 
As flattery’s fmooth infinuating bane + 
She on th’ uoguarded ear employs her art, 
While vain fell.love unlocks the yielding heart 5 
And reafoa oft fubmits when both invade, 
Wirhouc affaulted, and wishin betray’d. 
When flattery’s magic mitts fufiufe the fight, 
The don js a@tive, and the boor polite ; 
Her mirror fhows perfection thraugh the whole, 
And ve’er refeds a wrinkle or a mole ; 
Fach charaéter in gay confufion lies, 
‘And all alike are virtuous, brave, and wile : 
Wir {gil her falfome arts to footh our pride, 
Though praife to venom turns if wrong apply’d. 
Me thus the whifpers while { write to you: 
“ Draw forch a banner’d holt in fair review 
Then every minfe invoke thy veice ta raile, 
Arms and the man to fing in lofty lays: 
Whole aétive bloom heroic dreds employ, 
Such as the fon of Thetis | fung at Troy 5 
When his high-founding lyre his valour rais'd, 
‘Vo cmulate the demi-gods he prais'd 
Like him the Briton, warm at honour’s call, 
Ac fan'd Blaragnia gquell'd the bleeding Gaul; 
By France the genius of the fight confeft, 
For which our patron faint adorns his brealt.”—~ ! 
Is this my friewd, who fits in full content, 
Jovial, and joking with his men of Kent, 
‘And never any (cene of Haughter faw, 
Bur thofe who fell by phytic or the law? 


‘Why 1s he for exploits in war renown'd, 
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Deck’d with a flar, with bloody laurels crown'd? 

© often prov’d, and ever found fincere ! 

On thefe encamiums to vouchfafe a {mile, 

Which only can belong to great Argyll. 
Bue mott araong the brethren of the b 

"ghe dear enchantrefs all her charms difplays, g 

In the fly commerce of alternate praife. 

Hi, for bis father’s fins condemn’d to write, 

some young half-feather'd poet takes a flight, 

‘And to my touchftone brings a puny ode, 


Too honeft is thy heart, thy fenfe too clear, 
Which Swift, and Pope, and Prior, would explode 








4 Wiad ix, 
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ory, 


And goddeffes defcend in ivory cars: 

Is it for me to prove inevery part * 
The piece irregular by lawsof art? 

His genius looks bue aukward, yet his fate 
May raife him to be premier bard of ftate 5 

I therefore bribe his fuffrage to my fame, 
Revere his judgment, and applaud his flames 
Then cry, in feeming franfport, while I fpeak, 
* Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek ! 
He, confcious of delert, accepts the praife, - 


| And courteous, with increale the debt-repayst 


Boileau’s a mufhropm if compar’d to mic, 
And, Horace, | ditpute the palay with thée { 
Beth :avith'd, fing Te Phabum for fuctefe; 
Rife Swift, ye laurels! boy : befpeak the prefs 
‘Thus on imaginary praile we feed; _: 
Each wyites till all refufe to print or tead 
Fiom the records of fame condemn’d to pafé . 
‘To |j Brifquet's calendar, a subrick afs. 

Few, wondrous few . are eagle-ey’d to find. 
A plain difeafe, or blemifh in the mind 
Few can, though wifdom fhould their health enferg,:, 
Difpaffionate and coo} attend a cure, es 
In youth difus’dt’ obey the needful rein, 
Weil pleas’d a favage liberty to gain, 
We fate the kind defjre of every fenfe, 
And lull our age in thoughtlefs indolenge’s 
Yet all are Solons in their own copeeit, © 
Though, to fupply the vacancy‘of veit, 
Folly and pride, impatient of control, 
The fitter-twing of floth, poffels the foul, 
By Kneller were the gay Pumilio drawn, 
Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn, 
} fearcely think his pi@ure. would hage power 
Co make him fight the champions of the tower 
Though lions there are tolerably tame, eye 
And civil as the court from which they came. 
Bat yet, without experience, fenfe, or arts, 
Pumilio boafts fufficiency of parts 5 
Imagines he alone is amply fit 
To guide the ftate, or give the ftamp to wit? 
Pride paints the mind with an hervic aif, 
Nor finds he a defe@ of vigour there. 

When Philomel of old effay’d to fing, 
And in his rofy progrefs hail’d the fpring, 
"Ph? aerial fongfters litening to the lays, 
By filent ecftafy confeft her praife.r “ 
At length, to rival her enchanting, note, 7 
‘The peacock ftrains the difcord of hig throat, “> 
In hope his hideous fhrieks would grateful prove 
But the nice audience hvot him throigh the grove 
Confcious of wanted worth, abd jult difdaty 
Lowerieg his creft, he creeps to Juno’s fane: 
‘Yo his proteétvefs there reveais the cafe 
And for afweeter voice devoutly prays. 

Then thus reply’d the radiant goddefs, known, 
By her fair rolling eyes and rattling tone: _ 

My favourite bird! of all the feather’d kindy, 
Each fpecies had peculiar gifts affign’d = as 
{he towering eagles to the realms of light. 
By their flronig pounces claim a regal rights 

‘ ; 











i] Brifjuct, Jefter to Francis b- of France, kept a cal 
gal gf iabin’ anese let 8 ie 


Udit : 





"The fran, contented with an humbler fate, 
Low on the fifhy river rows in fate: ‘ 
Gay ftarry plumes thy length of train bedeck, 
And the green emerald twinkles on thy neck ; 
But the. peor nightingale in mean attire, 

Js made chief warbler of the woodland cheir. 
“Thefe various bounties were diipos’d above, 
And ratify’d th’ unchanging will of Jove: 
Pafcern thy talent, and his laws adores 

Be what thou wert defign’d, nor aim at more. 





TO THE QUEEN, 


“ON HER MAJESTY’S BIRTH-DAY, >’ * 
From this avfpicious day three kingdoms dat 
"the taireft favours of indulgent fate : ‘ 
Fron this the months in radiant cireles ran, 

© As flare receive their Iuftre from the fun. “> 

To you the fceptres of all Europe bend,’ 
The victor thofe revere, and thefe the friend 5° 
Your filken reins the willing nations crave,” > 
For ’tis your lev'd prerogative to fave. ** 
Mild amictt triumphs, vi@ory bellows: - 
On you renown, and freedom on your foes; 
Obfervant of your will, the goddefs brings * 
Palms in her hand, atid healing in her wings. 
., But, as the brighteft beams and gentlett thowers 
‘Were once referv'd for Eden's opening flowers; 
So, though remoter realms your influence thare, 
Britannia boafts to be your darling care, 
By your great wifdom arid refitlels might, 
Abroad we congner, and at home unite: * 
Nature had join'd the lands; but you alone < 
‘Make their affections and their councils one; : 
You fpeak—the jarring principles renive, * * 
And, clofe combin’d, the fiftey-nations yrove 
Rivals alone in toyalty and love, * a 
“What power would now forbid the warrior- 
2 queen : Ve 
‘To wave the red-crofs hanners o’er the Seine? 
Others for titles tye the foldier's toil, °° 
Or meanly {eek the foe, to feize the {poil : : 

But you for right your pions'arms employ, 
And conquer to reftore, and not deftroy ; = 
Vouchfating audience to your fuppliane foee, 
You long 10 give the Jabouriag world repofe 5 
Concurring juice waits from you the word, § 
Fleas'd, when you fix ‘the feales, to fheath the 
fword. ay 

: From this propitious omen we prefage ” 
Vanumber'd bleffirgs tu the coming ages 
Ettablif'd faith, che daughter of the fries, 
Shall'fee new temrples by your bounty rifés 
Commetce bénearh the fuvthery fturs thal] thrive, 

, Tnteftibe feuds expire, and as 
$ ¥e in their thades mies thal remain, 
And fing the milder plorics of your reign, 

So, whil offeaded héaven exerts its power, 
Fwift fy the lightuings, loud the thunders roar, 
But, when our intente rec s the tkies, 
again the radiant Deama begin te rife; ” 
toft Z walt the clonds away, 

ov9rs perlume ue dawning day; 
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‘The groves around rejoiée with echoing ftraing 
And golden pleuty covers all the plains, 








AN ODE _. 
‘To the ‘Right Honevrable 
FOHRN LORD GOWER. 
“WRITTEN IN THE SPRING, 1716," 
i Sle 
| O’ex winter’s long inclement fway, 
At leagth the lafty Ipring prewails ; 
And, fwift to meet the fmiling May, 
Is wafted by the weflern. gales,” 
Around him dance the rofy hours, 
And damafking the ground with flowers, 
With ambient {weets perfime the morn 
With thadowy verdure fiourith'’d bigh, .* 
| A fudden youth the groves enjoy; 
Where Philomel laments foriorn. 
PS ae eee 
By her awak’d, the woodland choir 
To hail the coming yod prepares;' 
And tempts me to refume the lyre, 
Soft warbling to the verndl airs. > 
Yet once more, O ye mufes! deign, 
For me, the meancft of yeur train,’ * 
Unblam’d t’ approach your bleft retreats 
Where’ Horace ‘wantons at your fpring," 
And Pindar fweepsa bolder ftring, “; 
Whole notes th’ Avnian hills repeats! 
open aye 
Or if thvok’d; whére Thames's fruitful tides 
Slow through the vale in filver volumes play; ~ 
Now your own Phazbus o’er.the month pretides, 
Gives love the night, and doubly gilds the day 
*" \ Thither, indulgent to my prayer, +}. 
Ye bright harmouious nynyph repair, « 
‘To fwell the'notes I feebly raife: * 
So with infpiring ardors warm’d, 
May Gower's propitious eax, be charm’d, 
* To liflen to my lays. = ‘ > 








1. 
Beneath the pole on hills of fnow, ©" 

Like Thracian Mars, th’ undaunted Swede 

To dint of tword defies the foes. oF 
In fight unknowing 'to recede: ° 

From Volga’s banks, the imperious Czar ‘ 
Leads forth his furry troops té war; - " 
Fond of the fofter fouthern fy : 

‘The Seldan galls th’ Illyrian coat; 

But foon the mifcreant moony hoft 

Before the victor-crofs fhall fly. os 

; ue 
But here no clarion’s fhrilling note 

The mofe’s green retreat can pierces 

“Lhe grove, from noify camps remot 

Is only vocal with my verfe : Me 
Here, wing’d with innacence and foy, 

Let the foft hours that o'er me fly => 
Droptreedom, heatth,and gay defires + 
While the bright Szine, t’ exalt the foul,. 
With tparkling plenty crowns the bowi,’ 
And wat and focial mirth inspires, 


PO 


STi. 

Snamour'd of the Seine, celeftial fair, 
‘The biooming pride of Thetis’ azure train) 
Bacchus, to win the nymph who caus’d his care, 
‘Lafh’d his fwift tigers to the Celtic plain : 

* ‘There fecret in her fapphire cell 
He with the Nais wont to dwell; 
Leaving the ne@tar’d featts of Jove: 
And where’her mazy waters flow, 
He gave the mantling vine, to grow 
A trophy to his love. 
1 


Shall man from nature’s fanction fray, 
‘With blind opinion for his guide; 
And, rebel to her rightful fway, 
Leave al} her bounties unenjoy’d? 
Fool! time no change of motion knows ; 
With equal {peed the torrent flows, 
"To fweep fame, power, and wealth away : 
"The pal is ali by death poffete'd ; 
And frugal fate that guards the reft, 
By giving, bids him live to-day. 


bit 
O Gower! through.all that deftin’d fpace 
‘What breath the powers allot to me 
Shall fing the virtues of thy race 
United, and complete in thee. 
© flower of ancient Englith faith, 
Parfuc th’ unbeaten patriot-path, 
Jn which confirm’d thy father fhone : 
‘The light his fair example gives, 
Already from thy dawn receives 
A huitre equal to its own. 
at An. 
Honour’s bright dome, on lafting columns rear‘d, 
Nor envy rufts, nor rolling years confume; 
Loud peeans echoing round the roof are heard, 
«And clouds of incenfe all the void perfume. 
There Phocion, Lalius, Capel, Hyde, 
With Falkland feated near his fide 
Fix'd by the mufe the temple grace : 
Prophetic of thy happier fanie, 
She, to receive thy radiant name, 
Scle&ts a whiter fpace. 









THE DREAM, 
IMITATED FROM PROPERTIUS, BOOK IIT, ELEGY 112, 


‘Yo green retreats, that fhade the mufes’ ftream, 

My fancy lately bore me in a dreum; 

¥ir’d with ambitious zeal, my harp ! ftrung, 

And Blenheim’s field, and fam’d Ramillia fung ¢ 

Falk by that fpring, where Spenfer fat of old, 

And great exploits in lofty numbers told. 

Phoebus in his Caftalian grotto laid, 

O’er which a laurel caft her filken fhade, 

Spy'd me, and haftily when firft he fpy’d, 

‘Thus, leaning on his golden lyre, he cry’d: 
What ftrange ambition has mifplac’d thee there: 

Forbear to fing of arms, alas forbear ! 

Form’d in a gentle mould, henceforth employ 

Thy pen co paint the fofter fcenes of joy. 

‘Yhy works may thus the myrtle garland wear, 

Prefer'd co grace the toilets of the fair; 
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M. &. aa el 
When their lov'’d youths at night toa long delay, 
In reading thee they'll pafs the hours away: _ 
‘And, when they’d make their meling wilteg 
known, 
Repeat thy paffion to reveal their own. 
‘Then hatte, the fafer fhallows to regain, 
Nor dare the ftormy dangers of the main. 
Ceafing with this the friendly god 
A moffy path, but lig! aten, fhow’d : 
A cave there was, which Nature's hand alone 
Had arch’d with greens of various kinds o’ergrowgg 
With timbrels all the vaulted roofs were grac’d, * 
And earthen gods on either fide were plac’d. 
Silenus, and the mufes’ virgin-train, 
Stood here, with Pan the poet of the plain : 
Elfewhere the doves of Cytherea’s team 
Werc fcen to fip the fweet Caftalian ftream. 
Nine lovely nymphs a feveral tafk purfu’d, 
For ivy one was fent to fearch the wood ; 
This to foft numbers join’d harmonious airs, 





‘| And fragrant rofy wreaths a third prepares. 





Me thus the bright Calliope addrefs’d 
(Her name the brightnefs of her form confefe'd}. 
The filver {wans of Venus wait to bear 
Thee fafe in pomp along the liquid air. 
Pleas’d with thy peaceful province, ftrait recal 
Thy rath defign to fing the wounded Gaul, 
Harfh founds the trumpet in the giufes” grove, 
But fweet the lute, the te is fe fe lowe : 
No more rehearfe the Danube’s purple ftream, 
Let love for ever be the tender theme. 
And in thy verfe reveal the moving art, 
To melt an haughty nymph’s relentlefs heart. 
The goddefs ceafing, to confirm me more, 
My face wich hallow’d drops the {prinkled.o’er, 
Fetch’d from the fountain, by whofe flowery fidg 
Soft Waller fung of Sachariffa’s pride, © : 


To the Right Honourable The Lady 
~ MARGARET CAVENDISH HARLEY, 


WITH THE POEMS OF MR. WALLER. 


Ler others boaft the nine Aonian maids, ; 
Infpiring ftrcams, and fweet refouniing shades ¢ 
Where Phoebus heard the rival bards'réhcarfe, 
And bade the laurels learn the lofty verfe, 
1p vain! Nor Phebus, nor the boafted Nine, 
Inflame the raptur’d foul with rays divine : 
None but the fair infufle the facred fire, 
And love with vocal art informs the lyre. : 
When Waller, kindling with caleftial rage, * 
View'd the bright Harley of that wondering Agee. 
His pleafing pain he taught the lute to breathe; |“ 
‘The graces fung, and wove his myrtle wreath, 
tn youth, of patrimonial wealth poffeft, 
The praife of {cience faintly warm’d his breaft¢ 
But, fir'dto fame by Sidney's rofy {mile, ha 
Swift o’er the Jaureat realms he urg’d histoil. "° 
His mule, by Nature form’d to pleafe the-fair, .. 
Or fing of heroes with majeflic air, 
To melting ftrains attun’d her voice, and ftrove 
To waken ail the tender powers of loves . 





bis 


More fwectly fife her awful beauty fhene, 
Than Juno yrc'e with Cytherea’s zone, 

As angels love, congenial fits unite 
Their radiance, and refine each other's light: 
‘The florid and fublime, rhe grave and gay, © 
From Waller's beams imbibe a purer ray : 
Hlumin’d thence in equal lays to bound 
‘Their copious fenfe, and harmonize che found; 
‘With varied notes the curious ear to pleafc, 

And turn a nervous thought with artful cafe, 
‘Maker, and model, of melodious verfe! 
Accept thefe votive honours at thy herfe. 
‘While 1 with filia! awe ateempe thy praife, 
Snfufe thy genivs, and my fancy raife ! 

So, v arbling o'er his urn, the woodland choirs 
‘Fo Orpheus pay the fong his fhade infpires, 

In Wailer’ fame, O faireft Harley) view 
‘What verda:t palms fhail owe their birth to you. 
‘To you what deathlefs charms are thence decreed, 
In Saehariffa’s fate vouchfafe to read. 

Secure beveath the wing of withering time, 
Her beauties flourith in ambrofial prime ; 

“Stil tandling’ rapture, fee! fhe moves in ftate; 
Gods, nymphs, and heroes, on ‘her triumph wait, 
Nor think the tover’s praife of love's delight 
Jn purcft minds may ftain the virgin-white ; 
How bright, and chafte, the poet avd his theme; 

* So Cynthia fhines 6n Arethufa’s ‘real : 
A fainted virtue to the fphercs may fin: 
‘Thofe ftraine, that ravifh’d here the n 
Plenteons of native wit, in letrer'd ¢: 
Politely form’d, to profig and to pleafe 

‘Fo fame whare’er was due he gave to fame ; 

And, what he could not praife, forgot to name: 
"Thus Eden’s rofe without a thorn difplay’d 
Her bloom, and in a fragrant bluth decay’d. 

Such foul-attracting: dire were fung of old, 

‘When blifsful years in golden circles roll’d; 

Pure from deceit, devoid of fear and wrife, 

While love was all the per five care of life, 

The {wains in green retreats, with flowrets 
“ crown’d, Me 

‘Taught the young, grovestheir paffion to refuund: 
Fancy purfu’d the paths where beauty led, 

To pleafe the living, or deplore the dead. 

“While to their warbled woe the rocks reply’d, 
‘he rills remurmur’d, and the acphyrs figh’d ; 
From death redeem’d by verie, the vanith’d fair 
Breath’d in g flower, or (parkled in a tar 

Brigh’ as the ftars, and fragrant as the flowers 
Where {pring refides in foft Elyfian bowers; 
‘While thefe the bowers adorn, and they the {phere, 
‘Will Sachariffa’s charms in fong appear. 

et, in the prefent age, her radiant name 

“Mutt take a dimmer interval of fame; 

‘When you to full meridian juttre rife, 

“ ‘With Morton’s fhape, and Gloriana’s eyes; 

‘With Carlifle’s wit, her gefture, and her mien; 
And, like feraphic Rich, with zeal ferene + 

In tweet aflemblage all their graces join’d, 

‘To language, mode, and manners more refin’d! 
‘That angel-frame, with chatte attraction yay, 
Mild as thy dove-ey’d morn. awakes the May, 
GF noblest youths will reign the public caze, 
‘Theis joy, their with, their wonder, and defpair. 
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) Far-beaming thence what bright ideas flow 
The fifter-arts with fudden rapene glow : 
Her Titian tinss the painter-nyn.ph refumess 
The canvas warm with rofeace beauty blooms ? 
lnfpir’d with lif by feulpture’s happy tol, 
The marble breathes, and foftens with your {mile ; 
Proud to receive the form, by fate defign'd 

The faire model of the fairer kind. 

But hear, © hear the mufe’s heavenly voice! 

the waving woods and echoing vales rcjoice : 
Attend, ye gales! to Margaretta’s praife, 

And all ye littening loves record the lays! 

So Philomela charms th’ Idalian grove, 

When Vetus, in the glowing orb of love, 

O'er ocean, earth, and air, extends her reigng 

The firtt, the brightefi of the ftarry train, 

What favourite youth affign the fates to rife, 

in bridal pomp to lead the blooming prize ? 
Whether his father’s garter’d field futains 
Trophies, atchiev'd on Galtia’s viny 
Or {milirg peace a mingled wreath 
‘The patrivt’s olive, and che poet's bays: 
Adorn, ye fates! the favourite youth affign’d, 
With each ennobling grace of fusm and mind: 
in merit make him great, as grear in blood ; 
Great without pride, and amiably good ; 

His breaft the guardian ark of heaven-born law, 
To ftrike a faithlels age with confcious awe. 

In choice of friends by manly reafon fway'd; 
Ner fear’, but honour’d, and with love obey’d. 
Ju courts, anu camps, in council, and retreat, 
Wile, brave, and itudiens to fupport the ftate. 
With candour firm ; without ambition bold; 

No deed difzolour’d with the gwit of golu. 

Uhat Heaven may judge the choicett bieflings dug 
And give the varieus good compris'd in you, 















PROLOGUE 
To 
SOUTHERNE’S SPARTAN DAT4E, 


Wuen realms are ravag'd with invafive foes, 
Each bofom with heroic ardour glows ; 

Old chiets, reflecting on their former deeds, 
Diidain to raft with batter’d invalids ; 

But active in the foremoft ranks appear, — (rear. 
And leave young fmock-fac’d beaux to guard the 
So, to repel the Vandals of the flage, 

Our veteran bard refumes his tragic rage: 

He throws the gaunclet Otway us’d to wield, 
And calls for Englifhmen tu judge the field : 
‘Thus arm’d, to relcue nature from dilgrace, 
Meffieurs! lay down your minférels and grimace + 
The brawniett youths of Prey the combat fear’d, 
When old Erellus in the lits appear'd. 

Yet what avails the chaniion’s giant fize, 

When pigmies are made umpires of the prize ? 
Your fathers (men of fenfc, and honeft bowlers) 
lafdain’d the mummery of foreign ftrollers : 

By their examples would you form your tafte, 
‘The prefent age might cmulate the paft. 








We hop'd that art and genius had fecur’d you 5 
But {von facetious Harlequin allur'd you : 
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The mules bluth’d, to fee their friends exalting 
Thofe el gant delights of jig and vaulting : 
So charm’d yeu were, you ceas'd awhile to dote 
Qn nonfente, gargled in an eunuch’s throat : 
All pleas’d to hear the chattering montters {pcak, 
As old wives wonder at the parfon’s Greek. 
Such light ragoGts and mufhrooms may be good, 
To whet your appetites for whalefome food : 
But the bold Briton ne'er in earneft dines 
‘Without fubftantial haunches and furloins. 
Tn wit, as well as war, they give us vigour 5 
Crefly was lott by kickthaws and foup-meagre. 
Inttead of light deferts and fufcious froth, 

“Our poct treats to-night with Spartan broth ; 
'Yo which, as well as all his former feafts, 
"The ladies are the chief-invited guelts, 
Crown'd with a kind of Glattonbury bays, 
Phat bloom amid the winter of his days, 

“He comes, ainbirious in his green decline 
To cunfecrate his wreath at beaury’s fhrine, 
His Oroonoko never fail’d t’ engage 
The radiant circles of the former age + 

tach balom heav'd, all eyes were feen to flow, 

‘And fympathize with Ifubella’s woe : 

But fate referv'd, to crown his elder fame, 

‘The brightett audience for the Spartan Dame. 














ON THE FIRST FIT OF THE GOUT. 
Wercomn, thou friendly carneft of fourfcore, 
Promile of wealth, that haft alone the power ‘ 
‘TV’ attend the rich, unenvy’d by the poor. 

"Vhou that deft Ai(culapius deride, 

: And o'er his gally-pots in triumph ride ; 

. Thou that are us'd t? attend the royal throne, 
And undyr-prop the head that bears the crown ; 
Thou that dott oft in privy council wait, : 
And guard from drowfy Qeep the eyes of fate ; 
"Thou that upou the bench art mounted high, 
And warn’ft the judges how they tread awry ; 
"Thou that dof oft from pamper’ prelate’s tog 
Emphatically urge the pains below ; 

Thou thar art ever half the city’s grace, 

Aod ada’: to folemn noddles iolemn pace 3 

Thon that ort us’d to fit on ladies knee, 

Vo feed on jellies, and to drink cold tea; 

"Thou that art ne'er from velvet flipper free ; 

ce comes this unfought honour unto me ? 

does this mighty condefcenfion flow ? 

Yo vifit my poor tabernacle, O—! 

As Jove vouchfai’d on Ida’s top, "tis faid, 

At poor Philemon’s cot to take a bed ; 
>kus'd with the poor but hefpitable feaft, 

Jove bid him afk, and granted his requeft ; 

Se do thon grant (far thou'rt of race divine, 

Beyot on Venus by the god of wine) 

My humbie {uit |—~And either give me ftore 

Yo entertain thee, or ne’er (ce me more. 



















HORACE, BOOK I. ODE IX. IMITATED. 
FROM THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE VERSES *, 


he hills all around us do penance in fnow, 
And winter’s cold blafts have benumh’d us below ; 
*o d by femton, to Lionel Earl of Derfet and 















Since the rivers chain’d up flow with the fame 
{peed [ready 
As criminals move tow’rds the pfalm they can’t 
Throw whole oaks at a time, nay, whole groves 
on the fire, - 
To keep out the cold, and new vigour infpire ; 
Ne’er wafte thé dull time in impertinent thinking, 
But urge and purfue the grand bufinefs of drinking. 
Come, pierce your old hogfheads, ne’er ftint us in 
Sherry, 
For this is the feafon to drink and be merry; ~ 
‘That, reviv'd by good liquor and billets together, 
We may brave the loud ftorms, and defy the cold 
weather. [you love us, 
We’il have no more of bofinefs; but, friend, as 
Leave it all to the care of the good folks above us, 
Whilit your appetite’s ftrong, and good-humoug 
remains, 
And aétive britk blood does enliven your veins, 
Improve the fwect minutes in {cenes of delight, 
Let your friend have the day, and your miftrefg 
the night : 
In the dark you may try whether Phyllis is kind, 
‘The night for intriguing was ever defign’d ; 
though the runs from your arms, and retires tog 
ade, 
Some friendly kind fign will betray the coy maids 
All trembling you'll find then the poor bathfal 
finner, ? 
Such a trefpafs is venial in any beginner ; 
But remember this counfel, when once you haye 
met hee, 4 {bett 
Get a ring from: the fair-one, or fomething that's 








CATULLUS, EPIG. V. TRANSLATED, 


Ler’s live, my dear, like lovers too, 
Nor heed what old men fay or do.~ 
The falling fun will furely rife, 

And dart new glories through the tkies, 
But when we fall, alas! our light 

Wiil fet in everlatting night, 

Come then, let mirth and amorous play 
Be all the bufincfs of the day. 

Give me this kifz—and this—and this! 
A hundred thoufand more.——Let’s kis 
"Jill we ourfelves cannot exprefs, 

Nor any lurking {py confefs, 

The boundlefs meafure of our happinefe. 
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CLAUDIAN’S OLD MAN OF VERONA, 


Harey the man who all his days does pafs 

{n the patcrnal cottage of his race ; 

Where firft his trembling infant fteps he try’d, 

Which now fupports his age, and once his youth 
employ'd. 

This was the cottage his forcfathers knew, 

It faw his birth, fhall fee his burial too; 

Unequal fortunes and ambition’s fate 

Are things experience never taught him yet. * 

Him to ftrange lands no rambling humour bore, 

Nor breath’d he ever any air but of his native shore, 


we 
Bree from all anxigus interefts of trade, 
«No ftorms at fea have e’er diftur'd his head ; 
“He never bartle’s ‘wild confufions faw, 
Nor heard the worfe confufions of the law, 
A ftranger to the town and town-employs, 
‘Their dark: and crowded ttrevts, their ftink and’ 
2 “noifes ¢ 
eva more calmand. brighter iky enjoys. 
ANor does the year by change of confuls know, 
“The year his fruit’s returning feafons thow ; 
AQuarters and months in nature's face he fees, 
In flowers the {pring, and augumm on his trees, 
"The whole day’s thadows, in his homeftead drawn, 
‘Point out the hourly. courfes of the fun. 
AGrown old with him, a grove adorns his field, 
‘Whofe tender fetts his infancy beheld. 
OF diftant India, Erythrzan fhores, 
Banacus’ lake, Verona’s neighbouring towers, 
(Alike unfeen) from common fame has heard, 
Alike believes them, and with like regard. 
.¥et, firm and ftrong, his grandchildren admire 
‘The health and vigour of their brawny fire. 
Mhe'fpacisys ‘globe let thofe that will furvey, 
‘This.gdodeld man, content at home to ftay, 
sMore happy years thall know, more leagues and 
countries they. 





MARTIAL, LIB, X. EPIG. XLVUL 


“Wovxrn you, my friend, in little room exprefs 
‘The juft defeription of true happineds ; 
SFirt fet me down a competent eftate, 
But rais’d and left me by a parent’s fweat; ‘ 
(’Tis picafare to improve, but teil to ger :) 
Not Jarge, but always large cnaugh to yield 
A cheerful fire, and no ungratefui field. 
Averfe to law-fuits, let me peace enjoy, 
And rarely pefter'd with a town employ. 
Smooth be my thoughts, my mind ference and clear, 
A healthful body with fuch limbs 1d bear 
As thould be graceful, well-proportion'd, juft, 
And neither weak nor boorithly rebuilt. 
Nor fool, nor knave, but innocently wile; 
Some friends indulge me, let a few tuffi 
But {uited to my humour and degree, 
Not nice, hut eatily pleas'd, and fit fer mo; g 
So let my board and entertainments be. 
‘With wholefome homely food, not ferv’d in ftate, 
“What taftes as well in pewter as in plate. 
‘Mirth and a glafs my cheerful evenings fharc, 
At equal diftance from debauch and care, 
To bed retiring, let me find it bleft 
‘With a kind modeft fpoufe and downy reft : 
Pleas’d always with the lot my fates aflign, 
Let me no change defire, no change declines 
‘With every turn of Providence comply, i 
<Not tir’d with life, nor yet afraid to dic. 








HORACE, BOOK IH. ODE I. 


Aw honeft mind, to virtue’s precepts true, 
Contemns the fury of a lawlefs crew; 





THE WORKS OF FENTON. 


Firm as a rock he to his purpofe fands, 
And thinks a tyrant's frowns as weak a3 his come 
- mands, 

Him loudett ftorms can’t from his centre move, 
He braves th’ almighty thunder ev’n of Jove. 
if all the heavenly orbs, confus’dly hurl’d, 
Should dath in pieces, and should crufh the world; 
Undaunted he the mighty crath would hear, 
Ner in his breait admit a thought of fear. 

Poljux and wandering Hercules of old 
Were by fuch aéts among th gods enrall’d. 
Auiguitus thus the thining powers poffefs'd, 
By all th’ immortal deities carefs'd ; 
He fhares with them in their cthereal feafts, 
And quaffs bright nectar with the heavenly guefty 
This was the path the frifking tigers trod, 
Dragging the car that bore the jolly god, i 
Who fix’d in heaven his crown and his abode. 
Romulus by -Mars through this bleit path w: 

fhown, . 

And *fcap’d the woes of gloomy Acheron. 
In virtuc’s rugged round he took his way, 
And gain’d the manfions of eternal dey; 
For him ev'n Juno's telf pronoune'd a word, 
Grateful to all th’ ethereai council-board, 

O Mion ! lion! 1 with tranfport view 
‘The fall of all thy wicked perjur’d crew; 
Pallas and 1 have borue the rankling grudge 
‘Yo that curft thepherd, thac inceftuous judge; 
Nay, ev'n Laomedon his gods betray’d, 
And bafely broke the folemn oath he made. 
But now the painted flrumpet and her gueft 
No more are in their pomp and jewels dreft; 
No more is Heétor licens’d to deftroy, 
To flay the Grecks, and fave his perjur'd Troy. 
Priam is‘now become an: ‘ghoft, 
Doom’d with his houufe to tread the burning coat 
The god of battle now has ceas'd to roar, 
And I, the queen of heaven, purfue my hate ne 

more. 

1 now the Trojan prieftlefs' fon wiil give 
Back to his warlike fire, and Jet him live 
lu lucid bowers, and give him leave to ufe 
Ambrofia.and the neétar’s heavenly juice ; 
Yo be enroll’d in thefe ferene abodes, 
And wear the eafy order of the gods. 
In this bleft ilare I grant him to remain, 
While Troy from Rome’s divided by the main; 
While favage beatts infult the Trojan tombs, 
And in their caves onlade their pregnant wombs, 
Let th’ exii’d Trojans reign in every land, t 





And let the capitol triumphant land, 

Aad ail the triburary world command. 

Let awful Rome, with feven refulgent heads, 
Still keep her conqueft o’er the vanquith’d Medey, 
, With conquering terror Jet her arms extend 
Her mighty name to fhores withopt an end ; 
Where mid-land [eas divide the fruitful foii | 
From Europe to the fwelling waves of Nile. 
Let them be greater by dedpifing gold, 
Than digging it from forth its native mould, 
To be the wicked inftrument of ill, 

Let fword and ruin every country fill 

‘That ftrives to top the progrefs of her arms; 
Not only thofe that fultry Sirius warms; 
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Bar where the ficlds in.endlefs winter lie, 

Whots frofts and fnows the fun’s bright rays defy. 

But yet ou this condition I decree 

The warlike Romans happy deftiny; 

Phat, when they univerfal rule enjoy, 

"They not prefume to raife their ancient Troy: 

For then all vgly omens fhall return, 

‘And Troy be built but once again to burn 3 

Evin I myfelf a fecond war will move, 

AEv'n { the fifter and the wife of Jove. 

YE Phabus' harp hovld thrice erect a wall, 

“And all of brafs, yet thrice the work fhonld fall, 

Back’d by my favourite Greeks ; and thrice again 

"The Trojan wives fhould drag a captive chain, 

(And mourn their children and their hufbands 
fain. 

But whither would’tt thou, foaring mufe, afpire 
To tell the countfels of the heavealy choir ? 
Alas! thou canfi not ftrain thy weakly ftrings, 
To fing in humble notes fuck mighty things : 
‘No more the fecrets of the gods relate, 

"Thy tongue’s too feeble for a talk fo great. 





THE ROSE. 


Sxe, Sylvia, fee, this new-blows: rofe, 

The image of thy blush, 
Mark how it fmiles upon the buih, 

And triumphs as it grows. 
* Qh, pluck it not! we'll come anen,” 
Thou fay’. Alas! "twill then be gone, 
"Now its purple beauty’s fpread, 
‘Soon it will droop and fall, 
LAnd Coon it will not be at alls 

No fen: things craw a length of thread. 
"Then tell me, feems it not to fy, 
ome on, and crop me whilf you may? 











EPIGRAM, OUT OF MARTIAL. 


~Mrxo’s from home ; and, Milo being gone, 
His lands hore nothing, but his wife a fon: 
Why the fo fruitful, and fo bare the field? 

| ‘Phe laude lay fallow, but the wife was til'd. 


—_—__—— 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 
WITH FENTON’S MISCELLANIES, 
By Walter Harte, M. Av 


"Turse various ftrains, where every talent charms, 
‘Where humour pleafes, or where palfion warms; 
(Strains, where the tender and fublime confpire, 
A, Sappho’s fwectnels, and a Homer’s fire} 
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Attend their doom, and wait, with glad furprife, 
‘Th’ impartial juftice of Cleora’s eyes. 

“Tis hard to fay, what myfteries of fate, 

What turns of fortune on good writers waite 
The party flave will wound them as he can, 

And damns the merit, if he hates the man. 

Nay, ev’ the bards with wit and laurels crown’ 
Blefs'd in cach ftrain, in every art renown’d; 
Mified by pride, and taught to fin by power, 

Still fearch around for thofe they may devours 
Like favage monarchs on a guilty throne, 

Who cruih all might that can invade their owne 

Others who hate, yet want the foul to dare, 

So ruin bards—as beaux deceive the fair: 

On the pleas’d ear their foft deceits employ, 
Smiling they wound and praife but to deftroy. 
Thefe are th’ unhappy crimes of modern days, 
And can the bett of poets hope for praife? 

How {mall a part of human bleffings fhare 
The wile, the good, the noble, and the fair! 

Short is the date uhhappy wit can boaft, 
‘A blaze of glory ina moment loft. 
Fortune, fill envious of the great man’s pratt, 
Curfes the coxcomb with a length of days. 
So (Heétor dead) amid the female choir, 
Unmanly Paris tun’d the filver lyre. 

‘Attend, ye Britons, in fo juft a caufe. 
"Tis fure a {candal to withhold applaufe 5 
Nor let pofterity reviling fay, * 
‘Thus unregarded Fenton pafs’d away! 
Yet if the mufe may faith and merit claim 
(A mule too juit to bribe with venal fame}y 
Soon fhalt thou fhine “ in majefty avow'd, 
« Asthy own goddefs breaking through a cloud "J 
Fume, like a nation debt, though tong delay’d, 
With mighty intereft mutt ab lait be paid. 

Like Vinci's ftrokes, the verfes we behold, 

Corredly graceful, and with labour bold. 

At Sappho's woes we breathe a tender figh, 

And the foft forrow fteals from every eye. 

Here Spenfer’s thoughts in folemn numbers Folly 
Here lofty Milton feems to lift the foul. 

There fprightly Chaucer charms our hours away, 
With fteries quaint, and gentle roundelay. 

‘Mufe! at that name each thought of pride reealy 
Ah, think how foon the wife and glorious fall, 
What though the fitters every grace impart, 
To {mooth thy verfe, and captivate the heart = 
What though your charms, my fair Cleora, thing 
Bright as your eyes, and as your fex divine: .* 
Yet fhall the verfes and the charms decay, 

‘The boatt of youth, the blefling of a day! 

Not Caatcer’s beauties could furvive the rage 
Of wafting envy, and devouring age: 

One mingled heap of ruin now we fees 

Thus Chaucer is, and Fenton thus fhall be! 


* Venton’s epiitic to Southernes 


POETICAL WORKS 
GEORGE GRANVILLE, 
LORD LANSDOWNE. 


Containing 


THE BRITISH INCHANTERS, EPISTLES, 
PELEUS AND THETES, SONGS, 
RSSAY ON UNNATURAL FLIGHTS IN POETRY, PRULOGUES, 
PROGRESS OF BEAUTY, EPILOGUES, 


We. See Pew 


‘To which Ia prefixes 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 





Here his firft lays majeftic Denham fung: 

There the laft numbers flow’d from Cowley’s tongue. 
Since fate relentlefs ftopp’d their heavenly voice, 

No more the foreits ring, or groves rejoice. 

Who now fhall charm the fhades where Cowley ftrung 
His living harp, and lofty Denham fung ? 

But hark! the groves, the forefi rings, 

Arc thefe reviv'd? or is it Granviece fings? 
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THE LIFE OF GRANVILLE 


<a 














Grronce Gaanvints, afterwards Lord Lanfdowne of Biddiford, in the courity of Devon, was’ 
born in 1667. He was defcended from the illuftrious faimily of that nancy, feated for.many 2ge8 
in Devonthire and Cornwall, the founder of which was Richard de Granville, fecond fon of R 
firt Duke of Normandy, who accompanied William the Conqueror, in his expedition to Eng! 
and was rewarded for his fervices with the caftle and Jordthip of Biddiford. Sir Richard Granville, 
his anceftor, ferved the Emperor Ferdinand againft the Turks in 1566, and was prefent with © 
John of Auttria, at the famous battle of Lepanto, and on his return was made ViceeAdmiral 
England. He was fain near the Azores Lands; having in ove fhip alone futained a fight for, 
fiftcen hours, againft the whole naval power of Spain. Sic Bevil Granville, grandfon to Sir Richard, 
raifed confiderable forces at his own expence for Charles I., and died in the King’s caufe, at the battle 
of Lanfdowne in 1643. John Granville, the eldeft fon of Sir Bevil, was intrufted by Monk with the 
moft private tranfactions of the Reftoration ; and created Earl of Bath and Vilcount ‘Lanfdowne, iit 
1663. His father, the honourable Bernard Granville, the fecond fon of Sir Bevil, had, by a fpecia} 
warrant from Charles Il, the rank of an Earl's younger fon, was one of the reprefentatives for the 
borough of Litkeard in Cornwall, in the Parliament which met in 166%, aud one of the Grooms a 
his Majelty’s Bed-chamber. ae 
He received his early education under the tuition of Sir William Ellis, a man of letters, whole 
abilitics afterwards recommended him to feveral public employments. - - 
In 1667, the tenth year of hisage, he was entereda nobleman in Trinity College, Cambridge, a 
appears. from a copy of Latin verfes on the Ddarriage of the Prince of Orange and the Lady Mary, ia 
the © Cambridge Congratulations” of that year, figned Georgius’ Granville, Nobilis ¢ Call. Trin. © : 
+n 1679, before he was twelve years old, he pronounced a copy of his ewn verfes to the Princefa 
Mary @’Ette of Medens, then Duchels of York, when fhe vifited the Univerfity. He was admit! 
ted to the degree of Mafter of Arts, at thirteen, and left the Univerfity foon after. 
Tt was,probably about this time that he wrote the wverfes to the Karl of Peterborough, upon bis accomm= 
plifoment of the Duke of Yore's marriage with the Princefi of Medena, whore charms. appear to have. 
guived a ttrong prevalence over his imagination. Lit: 
At the acceffion of King James, he again excrted his poetical powers, and addreffed the new. 
monarch in three dhort panegy rical pieces, which were commended by Waller, whefe praife exckted 













in the young pott a rapture of acknowledgement, 
In numbers fuch as Waller’s felf might ufe. 

However mifaken he might be in his zeal for that mifguided Prince, or however enamoured-of 
the he has left no reafon for Suppoling that he approved cither the imprudent piety of thd 
Queen, or the viclerce with which the King’s religion was obtruded on the nation, : 

Ye had early imbibed principles of Joyalty ; and when the tyranny of James called the Prinee ol 
Orange te vindscate the liberties of Britain be thought it his duty to facrifice his life for the imteteh 





of his Sovereign. ' 
Ww ut confidering, or being then incapable of difcovering the dangers to which the conflitution 


qwas expofed by the viclence cf his proceedings, he grote a letter to bis fatl.er from Yorkhhire, abeuf 
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bg THE LIFE OF GRANVILLE.” - 
a month before the Prince of Orange landed, expreffing the moft ardent defire to ferve the King 
~ in perfon, . 
~  “ T cannot bear” fays Ke, " living under the reftraint of lying obfcure and idle in a country 
Setirement, when every man who has the leaft fenfe of honour fhould be preparing for the field. 

* You may remember, with what reluétance I fubmitted to your commands upon Monmouth’s 
xdbellion, when no importunity could prevail with you to permit me to leave the academy: I was 
+ too young to be hazarded; but give me leave to fay, it is glorious'at any age to die for one’s country, 
" and the fooner the nobler the facrifice. 

“* Tam how older by three years. My uncle Bath was not fo old, when he was left among the 
~Mjain at the battle of Newbury, nor you yourfelf, when you made your efcape from your tutors to 

join your brother at the defence of Scilly. 

© You are pleafed to fay, it is yet doubtful if the Hollanders are rath enough to make foch an 
“attempt ; bue be that as it will, | beg Jeave to infift upon it, that 1 may be prefented to his Majefty, 2s 

ne whofe utmoft ambition it isto devote his life to his fervice, and my country’s, after the example 
wf all my anceftors. 
le “ The gentry affembled at York, to agree upon the choice of reprefentatives for the county, have 
“prepared an addrefs, to affure his Majefty they are ready to facrifice their lives and fortunes for 
“him, upon this and all other occafions; but, at the fame time, they humbly befeech him to give them 
“Hier magiftrates as may be agreeable to the laws of the land; for at prefent there is no authority te 
“Which they can legally fubmit. 
“ They have been beating up for volunteers at York and the towns adjacent, to fupply the regi- 
ytments at Hull; but no body will lift. By what I can hear, every body withes well to the King, 
but they would be gled his minifters were hanged. 

“ The winds continue fo contrary, that no landing can be fo foon as was apprehended ; therefore 
“Lmay hape, with your leave and affiftance, to be in readinefs before any action can begin.” 

.,, His biographers have not told us whether his father yielded to his importunities, or whether he 
‘was prefented to the King; but if he really joined the army, it was without any danger to his per~ 
fon, for the Revalution was effeed in England, without fhedding one drop of blood. 

Having no public employment, and pofieffed of but a contracted fortune, he lived in retirement, 
during the reign of King William, and devoted his attention to literary purfuits and amufements; 
‘the fruits of which appeared in bis plays and poms, chiefly written within that period. 

” He is faid, however, to have preferved himfelf, at this time, from difgrace and difficulties by 
‘ economy, which he forgot or neglected in life more advanced, and in better fortune. 
"About this time he became enamoured of the Countefs of Newburgh, whom he has celebrated 
\with fo much ardour by the name of Myra; though it is probable that moft of the verfe¥'addrefled 
* to Myra, however difguifed and feemingly applied, were originally defigned for Mary d’Efte of 
Modena, Queen-Confort of James; and it apy that he continued conftant to-his thepe ; for in 
his Progreft of Beauty, written many years after, when fhe was no longet a Queen, he could net 
forbear placing her at the head of his celebrated beauties, 
.2, In 16yo, he addreffed a copy of ver/er to Adr>. Elizabeth Higgons, in anfwer to a very elegant 
. poetical addrefs fent hint by thac Jady in his retirement. 
in 1696, ‘he brought on the ftage at Lincoln’s-inn Fields, The She-Gallants, & comedy, which was 
aed with confiderable applavfe. Though it is faid, in the preface, to. be “ but the child of a 
. child,” yet it contains an infinite deal of wit, fine fatire, and great knowledge of mankind. He re- 
_ vifed and improved this play at a maturer time of life, and printed it with the title of Once @ Lover 
_ tad akways a Lovey; but it is not free from groffnefs aud indecency. 

In 1698, his Here‘s Love, or the Cruel Separation, a tragedy, was aéted at Lincoln’s-inn Fields, 

, with great applaufe. It is a mythological flory upon the love of Agamemnon and Brifeis, The 
prologue was written by Mr. St. John, afterwards Lord Bolingbroke, and the epilogue by his rela~ 
tien Mr. Bevil Higgons. It was praized in profe by the critics, and in werfe by Dryden, 


’ 











Aufpicious poet, wert thou not my friend, 
How could i envy, what { muf commend: 
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But fince ’tis Nature’s law, in love and wit, 
That youth fhould reign, and with’ring age fubmit ; 
With lefs regret, thofe laurels [ refign, 
Which, dying on my brow, revive on thine. 

In xyor, The Sew of Venice, a comedy, altered from Shak{peare’s ** Merchant of Venice,” war 
aed at Lincoln’s-ino Fields with applaufe. The alterations are in fome refpedts judicious; but, on 
the whole, rather leffen than improve the beauty and effet of the original. The character of 
Shylock, as Rowe remarks, is made comic, and we are prompted to laughter inftead of detefta= 
tion. In the fecond a@ is introduced a mufical mafque, called Peles and Lbetis. The profits were 
defigned for Dryden, but upoo that great poet’s death were given to his fon. a : 

Af the acceffion of Queen Anne, having received a confiderable addition to- his fortune by the 
death of his father, and his uncle the Earl of Bath, he was chofen into Parliament, for Fowey ia 
Cornwall, os 

In 1702, he engaged in a joint tranflation of the Orations of Demofthenes againft Philip, and 
contributed a veefion of the Second Olynthian, to inflame the adherents of liberty againft the:French 
Monarch, which is ili very much elteemed. pe 

In 1706, he had his eftate again augmented by an inheritance from his elder brother, Sir Bevi} 
Granville, who, as he returned from his government of Barbadoes, died at fea. a < 

The fame year, his Britifo Enchanters, or No Magic lite Love, a dramatic poem, of as it was fir 
called, a tragedy, was ated at the theatre in the Hay-market. It was written fometime before, 
and is juftly efteemed the belt of his dramatic performances. Its fuccels was great; but was put’ : 
ftop to by the divifion of the theatre and a prohibition of mufical pieces. Addifon wrote tha 
epilogue. = : 

He continued to ferve in Parliament, and was fucceffively chofen for Leftwithiel and Helftea’s 
and in 1770 was chofen knight of the thire for Cornwall; and, at the memorable chatige ef : 
miniftry chat year,he was made Secretary at War in the place of Walpole. ae 

In 1711, when the new miniftry, apptehenfive of the Peace of Utrecht being rejected in ‘the 
Houfe of Lords, advifed the Queen to make twelve peers in a day, he was created Baron Lianfdvos 
of Biddiford, in the county of Devon. ‘ a 

Though the proftitution of the royal prerogative to the violence of party, was Fegarded asa 
unprecedented and dangerous expedient, yet the promotion of Granville was juftly remarked to’be 
not invidious; becaufe his perfonal merjt was very confpicuous, and he was the heir of a family i 
which two peerages, that cf the Earl of Bath, and Lord Granville of Potheridge, had lately become 
exting, To this honour was added, foon after, the dedication of Pope’s “ Windfor Foreft.” ‘3 

Being pow high in the fayour of the Queen, and in the confidence of the Tories, he was ape 
pointed Comptroller of the Houfehold, and made a Privy Counfellor in 1773; and the next yeah 
he was advanced to be Treafurer of the Houfehold. Nae 

‘At the acceflion of King George, he was removed from his employment, which was given'ta 
the Earl of Cholmendeley, and his conne@ion with the Tories prevented-his being eniployed in that 
and the fucceeding reign. . ee 

Having protefted againft the bill for attainting Ormond and Bolingbroke, he fell undex the fol 
picion of plotting againft the government, and was, after the infurreétion in Scotland, feized, Sep 
tember 26. 1715, asa fulpedted man, and confined in the Tower, till February 8.1717, when he 
was relealed, and reftored to his feat in Parliament. > 

Being confined in the Tower, in the fame room in which Walpole had been prifoner, and had 
left his pame on the window, he wrote thefe hes under it: : ‘S 








Good unexpeéted, evil unforefeen, , 
Appear by turns, as Fortune fhifts the feene, 
Some rais’d aloft, come tumbliug down amain, : % 
Aud fall fo hard, they bound and rife again. : 
In t719, he made a very ardent and animated fpecch againtt the repeal of the bill to prevent 
eecaficna) conformity, which, though it was then printed, he has not inferted into his works, 
Xx} 
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etn 31722, being embarraffed, as has been fuppofed, by his profufion, he'went abroad, with thet 
pratence of recovering his health, and tefided feveral years on the continent; in a ftate of leifure and 
: getirement. 

During his refidence abroad, he wrote 4 Vindication of Gencral Monk, Duke of Albemarle, from fome 
[deluonnies of Dr. Ewrnet, and font miflabes of Mr. Archdcacon Echard, in relation to the fale of Dunkirk and 
i¥be Portygal Matcl, and A Vindication of Sie Richard Granville, General in the Weft, for King Charles I, 
from the mifreprefentations of the Earl of Glarendon and Mr. Archdeacon Echard, which were publitheé 

at his return to Engiand in 1732. 
5"Phe defence of General Monk, and his relation, Sir Richard Granville, was-anfwered civilly by 
Oldmixon in his “ Reflexions, Hiftorical and Political, &c. 3 to which his Lordthip replied in /f 
* Letter ta the Author of Reflexions, Hiflorical and Politzel, dated, Old Wiadler, Aug. 22. 1732, which 
Was followed by “* Kemarks, &e,” on that letter, by Thomas Burnet, Elq., the bifrop’s fon, written 
With equal caudour and civility. 
‘fh 4.733, he found a more formidable opponent in Dr. Colbatch of Trinity College, Cambridge, 
bho undertook the vindication of Mr, Echard, which he executed with great vigour and judg- 
itrient, but with too much afperity. He was more fuccefsfal than either of his predeceffors, and 
 Lordfhip very prudently dectined an anfwer. 












< In, 1732, he publifhed a very beautiful and fplendid edition of his works in gto, in which he 
‘emitted what he difapproved, and enlarged what feem-d deficient. 
Be now appeared at Court, and was kindly received by Queen Caroline, te whom, and to the 
tincels Anne, he ptefented his works, with Verfes on the ank leaves, with which he concluded his 
tical labours: 
fT) Hee died at his houfe in Hanover Square, Jan. 30, 1735, in the 68th year of his age; having a few 
& days hefore buried his wife, the Lady Anne Villiers, widow of Thomas Thynne, Efq. (father of 
“¥homas,Lord Vifcount Weymouth), and daughter ef Edward Villiers, Earl of Jerfey, by whom he had 
four daughters, Anne, Mary, Grace, and Elizaleth, but no fon. His title of nobility is now en. 
y ved by that diftinguifhed ftatefman, and illuftrious ornament and patron of [eienre and literature, 
‘the Marquis of Lanfdowne, who married Sophia, daughter of the late Earl of Granville, the 
,, Feprefentative of the family of Bath and Lanfdowne. 
Granville’s works have been often printed both in 4to, and in r2mo, befides which, there isin 
* Somers's Tratts,* vol: iv. a Letter from a Nobleman abroad, to bis Friend in England, 1722. 
” whe character of Granville fecms to have been amiable and refpeftable. His gvod-nature and 
politenefs have been celebrated by Pope, and many other poets of the firft eminence. The luftre of 
bis rank, no doubt, procured him more incenfe than the force of his genius would otherwife Wave 
attradted ; but he appears not to have becu deftitute of tine parts, which were, however, rather ele~ 
gantly polifhed, than great in them{lves. 









Therc is perbaps nothing more interefting in his chara@er, than the veneration he had for fome, 
and the tundernefs he had for all his tami Cf the former, his hiftorieal performances afford 
forne pleafing proofs ; of che latter, there are extant two letters, one to his coufin the laft Harl of 
Bath, and the other to his coufin Mr. Bevil Granville, on his entering into holy orders, written 
with a téndernefs, a freedom, and an honefty, which render them invaluable. 

‘The general charaer of his poetry, is elegance, fprightlinefs and dignity. He is {eldom tender, 
and very rarcly fablime. In his fmallgr pieces he endeavours to be gay; in the jarger to he great. 
DE his airy and light productions the chief fource is gallantry, and the chief defe@t a fuperabundance 
of fentiments and illuitrations from mythology. He feldom fetches an amorous fentiment from the 
depth of fcience. His thoughts are fuch as a liberal converfation and large acquaintance with life 
would eafily fupply. His diction is chafte and clegant; and his verfification, which he borrowed 
from Waller, is rather {mocth than firong. 

“ Mr. Granville,” fays Dr. Felten “ is the poetical fon cf Waller. We obferved with pleafure, 
Gmilitude of wit in the difference of yeara, and with Cranville do meet at once the fire of his fa- 
ther’s youth, and the judg: h rivalled him in his fine addrefs, and i as 
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. happy aséver he was in raifing modern compliments upon ancient ftory; and fetring off the. Britifh 
yalour and the Englith beauty with the ald gods and goddeffes!” ._ : : 

“ Granville,” fays Lord Orford, “ imitated Waller; but as that poet has been much excelled fince, 
a faint copy of a faint matter mwuit ftrike ftill lefs. Te was fortunate for his Lordihip, that in an 
age when perfecution raged fo fiercely agajnft luke-warm authors, he had an intimacy with the 
jequificor-general; how @lfe could fuch lines as this have efcaped the Bathos i” 

: ~-——-When thy gods ~ . ’ 

Enlighten thee to Speak their deré decrees. © F . - 
HEROIC LOVE, SCENES. 7 

The eftimate of his poetical character, as given. by Dr. Johnfon, is, in fome refpedts, lefs favourable 
than the opinion of rhe general readers'of poetry. : . 

Granville was a man illuftrious by his birth, and therefore attra@ted notice; fince he is by Pope 
ftyted * the polite” he muft be fuppofed elegant in his manner, and generally loved; he was in 
times of conteft and turbulence fteady to his party, and obtained that efteem which is always con- 
ferred upon firmnefe and, confiflency. With thefe advantages, having learned the act of verfifying, 
he declared himielf a poet, and his claim to the Jaurel was allowed. 

« But by a critic of a later generation, who takes up his book without any favourable prejudices, 
the praife already received will be thought filficient ; for his works do not fhow him to have had 
much comprehenfion from nature, or illumination fram learning. He feems to have had no ambi- 
tion above the imitation of Waller, of whom he has copied the faults, and very little more. He is 
for ever amufing himfelf with the puerilities of mythology 5 his King is Jupiter, who, if the Qheen 
brings no children, has @ barren Juno. The Queen is compounded of Juno, Venus, and Minerva, 
His Poem on the Duchefe of Graften's lavws-fuit, after having rattled a while with Juno and Pallas, 
Mare and Alcides, Caffiope, Niobe, and the Propétides, Hercules, Minos, and Rhadamaathus, at. 
Jatt concludes its folly with profanenefs. 

“ His verfes to Myra, which are moft frequently mentioned, have little in them of either art or 
nature, of the fentiments of a lover, or the language of a poet ; there may be found here and there 
a happier effore, but they are commonly feeble and unaffedling, or forced and extravagant. ‘ 

% His little pieces are feldom tither fprightly or elegant, either keen or weighty. They are 
trifles written by idlenefs, and publithed by vanity. But his prologues and epilogues have a juft 
claim to praife. - . 

« The Progrefi of Beauty feems one of his moft elaborate pieces, and is not deficient in fplendour 
and gaicty; but the merit of original thought is wanting. Its higheft praife is the fpirit with which 
he celebrates King James's confort, when fhe was a quecn no jonger. 

_@ The Fffay on Unnatural Flights in Poetry is not inelegant nor injudicieus, and has fomething of 
vigour beyond moft of his other performances; his precepts are juft, and his cautions proper; they 
are indeed not new, but ina didadtic poem novelty is to be expeGted only in the ornaments and 
illuftrations. Hig poetical precepts are accompanied with agreeable and inftrudtive notes. 

« The mafque of Peleus and Thetis has here aud there a pretty line, but it is not always melodi- 

“ous, and the conclufion is wretched, | & 

“ In his Britife Enchanters he has bidden- defiance to all chronology, by confounding the incon- 
fiftent manners of different ages; Dut the dialogue has often the air of Dryden’s rhyming tragedies 5 
and the fongs are lively, though not very correct. ‘This ts, I think, far the beft of his works; for 

« 4 it has many faults, it has likewife pallages which are at, leat pretty, thopgh they do not rife to 
any high degree of excellence." z . <s 
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PREFACE. 


Aw my return, after near ten years abfence, 1 
found feveral editions had been publithed of Verfes 
and Boems, &c. under my naine, but fo maimed 
and imperfect as would have put me out of coun- 
tenance, had not the public received them with 
-fuch diftinguifhing candour, even under all thofe 
difadvantages. ® 
‘Ag it is plain, from their feveral fubjects, that 
they were compofed for the moft part in the 
cearlieft time of my appearance in the world, 1 
can attribute that indulgence to no other con- 
fideration but a generous connivance at youthful 
follies. : 
So favourable a reception, however, Jed me, in 
| this time of leifure and retirement, to examine 
upon what foundation | had been fo much obliged 
to the public; and in chat examination I have 
difcovered fach ftrange variations from the ori- 
ginal writing, a6 can DO way be accounted for 
‘but from the negligence, ignorance, or conceited 
nefe of different tran(cribers from furreptitious 
copies: many things attribuced to myfelf, of which, 
s . 


by not belonging to me, it would be unjuft ta 
affume the merit; and aa many attributed to 
cthers, which, by belonging to me, would be as 
much unjuft to leave them to the cenfure. 

To rectify therefore all paft miftakes, and to 
prevent all furure impofitions, T have beeo prevail. 
cd upon to give way to this prefent publication 5 
difowning whatever has been, or may hereafter 
be publithed in my name, but what has the fanc- 
tion of being printed by Mr. Jacob Tonfon and 
Mr. Lawton Gilliver; excepting two comedies, 
jntituled, Once a Lover, and giways a Lover ; and, 
The Few of Venice, altered from Shakfpeare. 

As thele poems feem to begin where Mr. 
Waller left off, though far unequal_and fhort of 
fo inimitable an original; they may, however, be 
permitted to remain to poferity asa faithful re- 
gifter of the reigning beauties in the fucceeding age 

Upon that merit alone the Author prefumes tc 
recommend them to the patronage of the fair fex 


LANSDOWNE, 


eS 


To THE EARL OF PETERBOROUGH, 


On bis bappy Accomplifoment of the Marriage between 
bis Royal Highnefs and the Princefs Mary D’ Efte, 
of Modena. Written feveral Years after, in Jmvi- 
tation of the Style of Mr. Waller. f 

His Juno barren in unfruitful joys, 

Our Britith Jove his nuptial hoors employs: 

So fate ordains, that all our hopes may be, 

and all our proipeét, gallant York, in thee, 

By the fame with afpiring queens are led, 

Fach languifhing to mount his royal bed ; 

His youth, his wifcom, and his early fame 

Create in every breaft a rival flame : 

Remotett kings fit trembling on their thrones, 

‘Ao if no difancs could fecure theirfrowns; 


Se 2 fi 


? 


Fearing his valour, wifely they contend 

"To bribe with beauty fo renown’d a friend. 

Beauty the price, there need no other arts, 

Love is the fureft bait for heroes hearts = 

Nor can the fair conceal as high concern, 

Yo fee the prince, for whom, unfeen, they burr. 
Brave York, attending to the general voice, 

At length refolves to make the with'd-for choice 

To noble Mordaunt, generous and jun, 

Gf his great heart, he gives the facred traft 

“ "Thy choice, faid he, fhall weil dire& that hes: 

« Where thou, my beft belov’d, haft fuch a pat 

In counfel oft, and oft in battle try’d, 

« Betwixt thy matter, and the world decide.” 
The chofen Mercury prepares t” obey 

This high command. Gently ye Winds convey , 
: XK x idj 


696" 
and with aufpicious gales his fafety wait, : 
On who depend Great Britain’s hopes and fates 
So J&fon with his Argonauts, from Greece’ 
‘To Cholcas fail’d, to feck the Golden Fleece, 
A when the gaddeffes canié down of old 
On Nda’s hill, fo many ages told, 

/ With gifts their young Dardanian Judge they 
ei try’d, a — amend 
And each bade high to win him to her fide; 

5» tempt they him, and emuloufly vie 
Vo bribe a voice that empires would not buy; 
Wihb, balls and. banguets, his Pleas'd fenié they 
bait, . ahah : 
And queens and kings upon his pleafures wait, 
Th" impartial judge furvey’ with vatt delight 
All thatthe fun furrounds of fair and bright, - 
Then, fheiBly jut, Ne with adoring eyes, 
‘To radiant £06 gives the royaliprize, 
OF antique flock her high dcfcent the brings, 
“Born to renew the race of Britain’s kings; 
*Viis could deferve, like her, in whom we fee 
United, all that Paris found in three. “* 
© equal pair! when both were fet above - 
All Gther merit, but eich other’s love. 
‘Welcome, bright princefé, to Great Britain’s 
“Shore, the at 
As Berecynthia to high heaven, who bore 
‘That fining race of goddeffes and gods‘ 
‘That fiN'd the fkies, and rul’d the bleft abodes = 

From thee, my mufe expects as oble themes, 
‘Another Mars.and-Jove, another James; 

Our -futdre hopes, alk from th} 


y womb arife ; 
Our prefent joy and fafety, from your eyes, 
‘Thofé charting eyes, which thine to reconcile 
‘To harmony and peace, onr ftubborn ifle, : 

On brazen Memnon, Phebus c2f3 a ray, 
“And thé tough metal, fo faiutes the day. 

“The Sritith dame} fam’ for refitthets grace, 
Contends not now, but for the fecond place, ..: 
Our Jove fufpended, we negle@ the fair 
For whom we burn’d, to gaze adaring here. 
So fang the fyrens with enchanting found, 
Enticits; all to litten and be drown’ 
"Till Orpheus ravith'd in a nobler ftrain, 
They ceay’d-to fing, or, finging, chatm’d in vain. 

‘Chis blett alliance, Peterborow, may 
‘Th’ indebted nation bounteoully repay; 
"Shy flatues, for the genius of our land, . 
With palo adorn’d, on every threfhold and, 





“pt Uiinam modddicere toffem 
Carming digna Ded : Cert? of Dea carmina dignas 
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Then, bright and merciful as heav’n, receive. 
From them fuch praifes, as to heav'n they ‘give, - 
‘Vheir praifes for that gentle influence, es 
Which thofe aufpicious lights, your eyes, difpenfes 
Thofe radiant eyes, whofe irrefiftlefs lame y 
Strike: envy dumb, and keeps fedition tame + 
They can to pezing multitudes give law, 

Convert the faétious, and the rebel awe Fee, 
‘hey conquer for the Duke, where’er you tread, 
Millions of profelytes, behind are led : : 
Through crowds of new-made cox s ftill you go, 
Pleas’d and triumphant at the giori fhow. 
Happy that prince who has in you cbtain’d- 

A greater conqueft than his arms eer gain’d, 
With all war’s rage, he may abroad o'ercome, 
Bat love’s'a gentler viGory at home; 
Sccurcly here, he on chat face relies, 

Lays by his arms, and conquers with your eyes, 
And all the glorious actions of his life ” 
Thinks well rewarded, bleft with fuch a wife, 











TO THE KING. 


IN THE FIRST YEAR OF HIS MAJESTY’S REIGN. 


May all thy years, like this, -aufpicions be, 

And bring thee crowns, and peace, and vidtoryd * 

Scarce hadft thou time-t’ untheath thy conqu’ring 
blade, * ot eg EL 

Tt did but glitter, and the rebels. fled: 

Thy'fword, the Safeguard of thy brother’s throng, 





. Is now as much the bulwark of thy own. 


Aw’d by thy fame, the trembling nations fend int 
Throughout the world, to court fo firm a friend, 
‘The guilty fenates, that refus'd thy fway, - t 
Repent their crime, and haften to obey 5 

Tribute they raife, and vows and off “rings bring, 
Confefs theiy phrenzy, and confirm their king. | > 
Who with rhei¢ venom overfpread thy foil, > 


« | Thole fcorpions of the fare, prefene their oil, 


So the world’s Saviour, like a mortai dreit, * 
Although by daily miracles confeft, <= > 
Accus'd of evil dodtring by the Jews, 

The giddy crowd their rightful prince refufe; 
Bot when they'faw fuch terror in the fkies, 
‘The temple rene, their King in glory rife; . 
Seiz’d with amaze, they own’d their, lawful Lord. 
And flruck ‘with guilr, bow'd, tembl'd, and 

+++ cador’d, we ee a 

_ 
‘TO THE KING, '~ 


Txover train’d in arnia, and Jearn’d in tuart! ak 


© ares; 7 ‘ 
Thou chodfeft, not to conquer men, but hearts; 
Expecting nations for thy triumphs wait, - » 


But chou prefer’ft the name of Jat to Great. 

So Jove fufpends his fubje@ world to doom, 
Whick, would he pleafe to thunder, he'd confume, 
O: could the ghotts of mighty heroes dexd, 
Return on garth, and quit th” Elyfian thade! 
Brus's to Jater-would truft the people’s taules 


‘thy jutticois.a Rronger guard than Jaws, 


eon M Bor 


‘Marius and Sylla would refign to thee, 
Nor Cefar and great Pompey rivals be; 
pr rivals only, who fhould bett obey, 
4nd Cato give his voice for regal fway. 


seen ‘ 


To THE KING.) 





Herons of old, by raping, and by fpoil, | 
fn earch of fame, did all the world embroil 
"Thus to their gods each then ally’d his uame, 
This {pratig from Jove, and that from Titan came: 
With equal valour, ang the fame fuccef, 
Dread king, might'ft thou the univerfe opprefa; .. 
But Chriftian laws conftyain thy martial pride, © 
Peace ip thy choice, and piety thy guide; ' 
By thy example kings are taught to fway, 
“Heroes to fight, and faints may learn to pray. 
, From gods defcended, and of race diving, > og 
Neltor ia.counfel, and Ulyffes thine; : 
But in a day of battle, atl would yield 2 
Yo the ficrce mater of thie feven-fold thield : 
Their very deities were 'grac’d no more, 
Mars had the courage, Jove the thunder bore, . 
But all perfedtions meet.in James alone, m 
And Britain's king is all che gods in one. 
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“TO-MR. EDMUND WALLER: 
ON HIS VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 
e ner J x ‘ ‘ 
‘Wuex into Libya the young Grecian came, 
Totalk with Hammon, and confult for fame ; 
When from the facred tripod where hé flood, 
‘The prieft infpir'd, faluted hima.God; + 
Scarce fuch a joy that haughty victor knew, 
Thus own'd by heaven, as t, thus prais’d by you, 
‘Whoe’er their names can in thy numbers flow, * 
Flave more than empire, and immortal grow; 
Ages ta come fhall fcorn the pow'rs of old, * 
‘When if thy verfe, of greater gods they’re told ; 
Our beavteous queen, and royal James's name, 
For Jove and Juno shall be plac’ by fames 
"Thy Charles for Neptnoe fhail the feas command, 
And Sacariffa, fhall for Venus fland: 
Greece fhall no longer boatt, nor haughty Rome, 
‘But think from Britain all the gods did come. ° 
ae 
TO THE IMMORTAL MEMORY OF: 
- MR. EOMUND WALLER," 
UPON HIg DEATH. © | ™ i 
Autxe partaking of celeftial fite, 
Poets and heroes to renown alpire, 
‘?'Tll crown'd with honour, and immortal name, 
_ By wit, or valour, led to equal fame, ne 
"They mingle with the gods who breath’d the 
«* noble flame. ae 
To high exploits, the praifes that belong, 


Live, but as nourifh’d by the poet’s fong. ¢r* - 


' A tree of life is facred poetry, ah 
(Sweet is the fruit, and tempting to the eyes.” 





he welt AOE 
Many there are, who nibble without leave, - ? 
But none who are not born to tafte, furvives 

Waller shall never die, of life fecure, 
As long as fame, or aged time endure, 
‘Waller, the mufe’s darling, free to tafte 
Of all their ftores, the mafter of the featt ; 
Not like old Adam, ftinted in his choice: 
But lord ef all the fpacious paradife, 

Thofe foes to virtue, fortune, an 
Fav'ring his fame, once, to do juttice join 
No carping critic interrupts his praife; 
No rival ftrives, but for a fecond places 
No want conitrain’d; (the writer’s uluat fate} - 
A poet with a plentiful eftate s 7 fe 
The firft of mortals who before the tomb, 

Struck that pernicious monfter, envy, dumb; 
Malice and pride, thofe favagee, difarm’d; | -* 
Not Orpheus with fuch powerful magic charm’d, 
Scarce iri the grave can we allow him more, 
‘Than living we agreed to give before. 

His noble mufe employ’d her generous rage * 
In crowning Virtue, Tcorning to engage 
‘The vice and follies of an impidus age. 

No fatyr lurks within this hallow'd ground, 

But nymphs aud herotnes, ‘kiugs and gods 
abound ; . 

Glory, and arms, and love, is all the found, 

His Eden with no ferpent is defil’d,..° 4s: - 

But all is gay, delicious all, and mild. 

Mitftaken men, his mufe of flattery blamey 
Adorning twice an impious tyrant’s name, 

We raife our oWn, by giving fame to foes; 
The valour that he prais’d, he did oppofe. 

Nor were his thoughts to poetry confin’d, 
The ffate, and bufinefs thar’d his ample mind g 
As all the fair were captives to his wit, 

So fenates to his wifdom would fubmits 

His voice fo foft, his eloquence fo trong, 

Like Cass was his fpeech, like Ovid's was big 
fong. re 

Our Britith kings are rais’d above the herfe, 
Immottal made, in his immortal verfe; ©... 
No more are Mars and Jove poetic themes, 

But the celeftia! Charles’s, and juft James: 

Juno and Pallas, all the fhining race 

‘Of heavenly beauties, to the queen give places 
Clear, like her brow, and gracefyl was his fong, 
Great, like her mind, and like her virtue ftrong. 

’ Parent of gods, who doft to gods remove, va 
Where art thou plac'd? and which thy feat above 2. 
Waller, the god of verfe, we will proclaim, 

Not Phocbus'inow, but Wailer be his name; 
Of joyful bards, the {weet feraphic choir 
Acknowledge thee their oracle and fire; 

The fpheres do homage, and the mufes fing + 
Waller, the god of verfe, who was the king. 










TO MYRA, 
Loviys av FIRST sIcaT. 
No warning of th’ approaching flame, 
Swiftly, like fudden death, it came 5 
Like travellers, by light’ning kill'd, 
Lburn’d the. moment! beheld,” 


8 


In whom fo many charms ere plac’d, 
Is with a.mind as-nebly grac’d ; 
‘The cafe fo fhining to behold, 
Is fill'd with richeft gems, and gold. 


. To what my eyes admir’d before, 
‘add a thoufand graces more ; 

And fancy blows into a flame, 

‘The fpark that from her beauty came. 


The object thus improv’d by thonghe, 
By my own image Lam caught; 
Pygmalion fo, with fatal art : 
Polith’d the form that flung his heart. . 





‘ : 
oe OT MYRA, 


‘Warn’p, and made wife by othets flame, 
1 fled from whence fuch mifchicfs came, 
Shunning the fex, that kills at fight, : 
Vfought my fafety in my flight. 

But, ah! in vain from fate 1 fly, ~~ 
For firft, or lait, as all mutt die; 
So 'tis as much decreed above, 
“That firlt, or lait, we all muft love. 

+My heart which ftood fo long the fhock 
‘Of winds and waves, like fome firm rock, . 
By one bright {park from Myra thrown, 
3s into flame, like powder, blowa. 








-SONG TO MYRA, 


Footisu love, bygone, {aid t, 

Vain are thy attempts on mes 

‘Thy fof allurements I defy, 

‘Women, thofe fair diffemblcrs, Ay, 
My heart was never m&de for thee. 


Love heard ; and ftraight prepar’d a darts 
Myra, revenge my caufe, faid he: 

‘Too fare twas thot, l feel the fmart, 

Tt rends my brain, and tears my heart 3. . 
© Love: my conqu’ror, pity me. : 


he 


« {MIPATION OF THE SECOND CHORUS 


-Conspofe our factions, and conclude our wars? 


i - IN THE ‘ 
SECOND ACT OF SENECA’S THYE TUS 


prayers, 


Wauen will the gods, propitiotis to our 


‘Ye fons of Iinaghus, repent the guilt : 

Of crowns ufurp’d, and blood of parents fpilt ; > 
Eor impious greatnefs, vengeance is in fhore; 
Short is the date of allill-gotten power. 

Give ear, ambitious princes, anf be wife; 

Liften, and learn wherein true greatnefs lies: 
Place not your pride in roofs that thine with gems, 
Yo purple rokes, nor sparkling diadems; 
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Nor in dominion, nor extent of land: -- 

He’s only great, who can himfelf command, 
Whofe guard is peaceful innocence, whofe guid¢ 
Is faithful reafon ; who is void of pride, = 
Checking ambition ; nor is idly vain * 

Of the falfe incenfe of a popular trae ; 

Who without ftrife, or envy, can behold 

His neighbour's plenty, and his heaps of gold; 
Nor covets other wealth, but what we find 

In the poffeffions of a virtuous mind, 

Fearlefs he fees, who is with virtue crown’d, 
‘The tempeft rage, and hears the thunder found 
Ever the fame, let fortune {mile or frown, 

On the red feaffold, or the blazing throne; 
Serenely, as he liv’d, refigns his breath, 
Meets deftiny half way, nor fhrinks at death. 

Ye fovereign lords, who fit like gods in ftate, 
Awing the world, and buftling to be great; 
Lords but in title, vaffals in effet, = : 
Whom luft controuls, and wild defires diredt 
The reins of empire but fuch hands difgrace, 
Where paffion, a blind driver, guides the race. | 


| What is this fame, thus crowded round wit 


flaves? 

The breath of fools, the bait of flattering knaves 
An honeft heart, a confcience free from blame, | 
Not $/great acts, but good, give me the name ¢ | 
In vain we plant, we build, our ftores increafe, ; 
If confcience roots up all our inward peace. 
What need of arms, or inftruments of war, 
Or battering engines that deftroy from far? 
The greateft king, and conqueror is he, | 
Who lord of hisown appetites can be; . ., 
Bleft with a pow'r that nothing. can deftroy, 
And all have equal freedom to enjoy. %s 

Whom worldly luxury, and pomps allure, 
They tread on ice, and find no footing fure ; 
Place me, ye powers! in fome obfeure retreat, 
O! keep me innocent, make others great 
In quiet fhades, content with rural porte, 


|| Give me a life remote from guilty courts, 
Where free from hopes or fears, in humble eafe, 


Unheard of, I may live and die in peace. 
Happy the man who thus retir’d from fight, 

Studies himfelf, and feeks no other lights 

But moft unhappy he, who fits on high, 
Expos’d to every tongue and every eye; 

Whofe follies biaz’d about, to all are knowa, * 
But are a fecret to himfelf alone : { 
Worfe is an eyil fame, much worfe than none. | 





~ 4 LOYAL EXHORTATION, 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 168% , 


Or kings dethron’d, and blood of brethren fpilt, 
In vain, O Britain ! you’d avert the guilt; 

If crimes which your forefathers bluth’d te own, 
Repeated, call for heavier vengeance-down, 

_. Tremble, ye people who your kings diftrefs, 
Tremble, ye kings, for people you opprefs; 

Th’ Egernal fees, arm’d with his forky rods, 
The rife and fall of empire’s from the gods. 


POEM &. 


VERSES 
SENT TO THE AUTHOK IN HIS RETIREMENT. 
Written by Mrs. Elizabeth Higgons. 


Thou whom the gods defign’d 
In public to do credit to mankind ? 
‘Why fleeps the noble ardour of thy blood, 
‘Which from thy anceftors, fo many ages patt, 
From Rollo down to Bevil flow’d, 
‘And then appear'd again at lait 
In thec, when thy victorious lance {France ? 
Bore the difputed prize from all the youth of 
il. 
In the firft trials which are made for fame, 
Thofe to whom fate fuccefs denies, 
If taking counfel from their fhame, 
They modeftly retreat, are wife. 
But why thovld you who ftill fucceed, 2 
Whether with graceful art you lead 
"The fiery barb, or with as graceful motion tread, 
In fhining balls, where all agree 
To give the higheft praife to thee, 
Such harmony in every motiou’s found, 
‘As art could ne'er exprefs by any found, 
Tk 
So lov'd and prais'd, whom all admire, 
‘Why, why fhould you from courts and camps re- 
tire? 
Vf Myra is unkind, if it can be, 
‘That any nymph can be unkind to thee; 
ata penfive made by love, you thus retire, 
Awake your mufz, and ftring your lyre; 
Your tender fong, and your melodious ftrain, } 


.s 
Wav, Granville, is thy life to thades confin'’d, 2 


‘Can never be addreft in vain ; (again. 
| She needs mutt love, and we fhall have you back 


—— 


OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING 
VERSES, 
WRITTEN IN THE PEAR 1690, 


Cease, tempting Siren, ceafe thy flattering ftrain, 

Sweet isthy charming fong, but fung in vain: 

When the winds blow, and lond the tempetts roar, 

What fool would truft the waves, and quit the 
fhore ? 

Farly, and vain, into the world I came, 

Big with falle hopes, and eager after fame s 

Till looking round me, ere the race began, 

Madmen, and giddy fools, were all that ran; 

Reclainr'’d betimes, { from the lifts retire, 

‘And thank the gods, who my retreat infpire. 

An happier times our anceftors were bred, 

‘When virtue was the only path to tread: 

Give me, ye gods! but the fame road to fame. 

‘Whate’er my fathers dar’d, | dare the fame. 

Chang’d is the feenc, fome baneful planet rules 

‘An impious world, contriv'd for knaves and fools. 

Look now around, and with impartial eyes 

@onfider, and cxaminc all who gle; 
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‘Weigh well their aétions, and their treacherous 
ends, 

How greatnefs grows, and by what fteps afcends; 

What mugders, treafons, perjuries, deceit ; 

How many crufh’d, to make one moniter great. 

Would you command? Have fortune in your 
power? 

Hug when you ftab, and fmile when you devour ? 

Be bloody, falfe, flatter, forfwear, and lie, 

Turn pander, pathic, parafite, or ipy 5 

Such thriving arts may your with’d purpofe bring, 

‘A niinifter at leaft, perhaps a king. 

Fortune, we moft unjuftly partial call, 

A miftrefs free, who bids alike to all ; 

But on fuch terms as only {uit the bafe, 

Honoar denies and fhuns the foul embrace, 

The honelt man, who ftarves and is undone, 

Not fortune, but his virtue keeps him down. 

Had Cato bent beneath the conquering caufe, 

He might have liv’d to give new fenates laws; 

But on vile terms difdaining to be great, 

He perifh’d by his choice, and not his fate. 

Honours and life, th’ ufurper bids, and all 

‘That vain miftaken men good-fortune call, 

Virtue forbids, and fets before his eyes 

‘An honeft death, which he accepts, and dies: 

O glorious refolution ! Noble pride! : 
More honour'’d, than the tyrant liv'd, he dy'd; 
More lov'd, more prais'd, more envy'd in his 

doom, 
Than Cwlar trampling on the rights of Rome. 
‘The virtuous nothing fear, but life with fhame, 
And death's a pleafant road that leads to fame. 

On bones, and feraps of dogs let me be fed, 
My limbs uricover’d, and expos’d my head 
Vo bleakeft culds, a kennel be my bed. 
This, and all other martyrdom for thee, 
Seems glorious, al), thrice beautcous honefty ! 
Judge me, ye powers’ let fortune tempt or frown 
I ftaud prepar’d, my honour is my own. 

Ye great difturbers, who in endlefs noife, 
In blood and rapine feck unnatural joys; 
For what is al! this buftle but to fhun e 
"Thofe thoughts with which you dare not be alone? 
As men in mifery, oppreft with care, 
Seek in the rage of wine to drown defpair. 
Let others fight, and eat their bredd in blood, 
Regardlefs if the caufe be bad or good; 
Or cringe in courts, depending on the nods 
Of ftrutting pigmies who would pais for gods, 
For me, unpraétis’d in the coustiers {chool, 
Who loathe a knave, and tremble at a fool; 
Who honour generous Wycherley opprett, 
Poffett of litle, worthy of the beft, 
Rich in himfelf, in virtue that outthines 
‘All but the fame of his immortal lines, 
More than the wealthieft Jord, who helps to drain 
The famifh’d land, and rolls in impious gain : 
What can I hope in courts ? Or how fucceed ? 
Tygers and wolves fhall in the ocean breed, 
The whale and dolphin fatten on the mead; 
And every element exchange its kind, 
Ere thriving honefty in courts we find. 

Happy the man, of mortals happieft he, 
Whole quiet mind from vain defires is free; 

: x 





god 


Whom neither hopes deceive, nor fears torment, 

But lives at peace, within himfelf content, 

In thought, or act, accountable to nene, © 

But to himfelf, and to the gods alone : 

O {weetnefs of content: feraphic joy ! 

Which nothing wants, and nothing can defroy. 
Where dwells this peace, this freedom of the 

mind! 
Where, but in fhades remote from human kind; 
in flowery vales, where nymphs and fhepherds 
meet, 

But never comes within the palace gate. 

Farewell then cities, courts, and camps, farewell, 

‘Welcome, ye groves, here let me ever dwell, 

From cares, from bufinefs, and mankind remove, 

All but the muies, and infpiring love : 

Hew fweet the morn! How gentle is the night! 

How calm the evening! And the day how bright! 
From hencey as from a hill, 1 view below 

‘The crowded world, 2 mighty wood in fhow, 

‘Where feveral wanderers travel day and night, 

By different paths, and none are in the righ. 





SONG. 


Love is by fancy led about 
From hope to fear, from joy to doubt ; 

Whom we nov an angel call, 
Divinely grac’d in every feature, 
Straight ’s a deform’d, a perjur’d creature; 

Love and hate are fancy all. 

*Tis but as fancy thalt prefent 
Odjeds of gricf, or of content, 

‘That thé lover's bleit, or dies + 
Vifions of mighty pain, or pleafure, 
Jmazin'd want, imagin’d treafure, 

All in powerful fancy lies. 





BEAUTY AND LAW. 
A POETICAL PLEADING. 


Kirg Charles Il. having made a grant of the re- | 





verfion of an office in the court of King’s-B: 
to his fon the Duke of Grafton; the Lord C 
Juftice laying claim to it, as a perquifite legally 
belonging to his office, the caufe came to be 
heard before the Havfe of Lords, between the 
Duchefs, relic of the faid Duke, and the Chief 
Juttice. 


‘Tur princes fat; beauty and law contend; 
The queen of love will her own caufe defend : 
Secure the looks, as certain none can fee 
“Such beauty plead, and not her captive be. 


What need of words with fuch commanding eyes? ; 


Mutt I then fpeak? O heav’ns! the charmer cries ; 
© barbarous clite ! where beauty borrows aid 
From eloquence, to charm, er to perfuade ! 

Will difcord never leave with envious care 

To saife debate? But difcord governs here 

‘To Juno, Pallas, wifdom, fame, and power, 


Long fince preferr’é, what trial needs there more? | 





° 
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Confefs’d to fight, three geddeffes defcend 

On ida’s hill, and for a prize contend; * 
Nobly they bid, and lavithly purfue 

A gift, that only could be beauty’s due: 

Honours and wealth the generous judge denics, 
And gives the triamph to the brigntcit eyes. 
Such precedents are numberlefs, we draw 

Our right from cuftom ; cuflom is a law 

As high as heaven, as wide as feas or Jand : 

As ancient as the world is our command. 

Mars an Alcidcs would this plea allow ; 

Beauty was ever abfolute till now. 

It is enough that | pronounce it mine, s 
And, right or wrong, he thould his claim refign 
Nc: bears nor tygers fure fo favage are, 

As thefe iti-manner’d montters of the bar. 

Loud if rumour has proclaim’d a nymph divine. 
Whofe matchlefs form, to counterbalance mine 
By dint of beauty thall exort your grace : . 
Let her appear, this rival, face to face 5 
Let eyes to cyes oppos'd this flrife decides 
Now, when [ lighten, let her beams be try’d. 
Was't a vain promile, and a gownman’s hte? 

Or ftands fhe here, unmark’d, when fam by? 
So heav’n was mock’d, and once ali Elys round, 
Another Jupiter was faid to found ; 

On brazen floors the royal aétor trics 

To ape the thunder rattling in the tkies 5 

A brandift’d torch, with emulating blaze, 
Alles the forky lightning’s pointed rays : 
‘Lhus borne aloft, triumphanrly he rode 
Through crowds of worthipyers, aud acts the god 
The fire omnipotent prepares tie brand, 

By Vulcan wrought, and arms his potent hand; 
Then flaming hurls it hiffing’ from above, 

And in the vaft abyfs confounds the mimic Jove. 
Prefumptuous wretch! with mortal art to dare 
Immortal power, and brave the thunderer ! 

@affiope, preferring with difdain, 

Her daughter to the Nereids, they complain ; 
The daughtev, for the mother’s guilty fcorn, 

Js doom’d to be devour’d; the mother’s borne 
Above the clouds, where, by immortal light, 
Revers'd the fhines, expos’d to human fight, 
Aud to a thameful potture is confin'd, 

As an eterual terror to mankind. 

Did thus the geds fuch private nymphs refpect ? 
What vengeance might the queen of love expect 

But grant fuch arbitrary pleas are vain, 
Wav'd Jet them be: mere juitice fhall obtain. 
Whe to a hufband juftlics can fucceed, 

“i han the fofe partner of his nuycial hed ; 

Or toa father’s right lay ftronger claim, 

‘Vhan the dear youth in whom furvives his name ? 
Behold that youth, confider whence he fprings, ~ 
And in his royal veins refpect your kings: 
Immortal Jove, upon a mortal fhe, 

Begat his fire: Second from Jove is he. 

‘Well did the father blindly fight your caufe, 
Foliowing the cry—of liberty and Jaws, 





U A report fpread of a beautiful young lady, niece ta 
the Lord Chief Je -» wha would appear at the bar of the 
Houte of La ‘cclipfe the charms of the Duchets of 
Grate lady was feen there, Sor perl aps eves ~ 
ic veartd, 






in any 
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A by thof laws, for which he loft his lif 
You fpoil, ungratefuily, the fon and wife. 
What need { more? 'Tis reafon to difpute = 
Phe prant was royal; that decides the fui 
Shall vulgar laws imperial power conftrain ? 
“ Kings, aud the gods, can never act in vain.” 
_ She finifh’d here, the queen of every grace, 
Difdain vermilioning her heavenly fuce + 





Our hearts take fire, and all in tumult rife, * 


And one wifh fparkles in a thoufand eyes. 

20! might fome champion Gnith thefe debates ! 
‘My ford thal! end, what now my pen relates, 
Jp rofe the Judge, on each fide bending low, 

LA crafty {mile accompanies his bow 3 
"Ulyffes like, a gentle paufe he makes, 
thea, railing by degrees his voice, he fpeake. 
__In you, my lords, who judge; and afl who hear, 
“Methinks | read your wifhes fur the fair, 
Sor cau I wonder, even I contend 
‘With inward pain, unwilling to offend ; 
uhayipy ! thus oblig’d to a defence, 
‘That may difpleate fach heavenly excellence, 
Might we the ‘taws on avy terms abufe, 
‘So bright an influence were the beft excufe; 
‘Let + Niobe’s juft fate, the vile difgrace 
Of the || Propatides’ polluted rece; 
‘Ect death, or thame, or lunacy furprife, 
“Who dare to match the lufire of thofe cyes! 
Aloud the faireft of the fex complain 
Of captives loft, and loves invok’d in vain; 
At her appearance all their glory ends, 
And not a itr, but fets, when fhe afcends. ” 
Where love prefides, ftill may fhe bear the prize; 
But rigid law hay neither eara nor eyes: 
Charms, to which Mars and Hercules would bow, 
Minos and § Rhadamanthus difavow. 
Jultice, by nothing bias’d, or inclin'd, 
Deaf to perfuafion, to temptation blind, 
Determines without favour, and the laws 
O'erlock the patties, to decide the canfe. — - 
What then avails it, that a beardicfs boy 
Took a rafh fancy for a female tay ? 
‘Th’ infulted Argives, with a nuincrous hoff, 
Purfue revenge, and feck the Dardan caatt ; 
Though the gods built, ard though the gods défend 
‘Thole lolty towers, the hofile Greeks afcend; 
Nor leave they, ti}l the town in afhes lies, 
And all the race of royal Priam dies: 
“Vhe queen of § Paphos, mixing in the fray, 
Rallies the troops, and urges on the day : 
In perfon, ia the foremoft ranks the flands, 
Provokes the charge, direds, aflifts, comntands ; 
Stern Diomed, advancing high in air, 
His lofty javelin ftrikes the heavenly fair; 
"The vaulted flies with her Joud flrieks refound, 
And high Olympus trembles at the wound, 





' # The Nuke of Grafton, flain at the fiegs of Cork in 
Treland, about the bugiasing of the Revelut! 

+ Niob: turned inta’a ftone for prefuming te compare 
herfelt with Diana. 

fy Propoetidles, certain virgins, who, for affronting Venus, 
were conlemnned 10 open proftitbden, and afterwards 
turned into tote. 

4, Minos and Rhadamanthus, famous legiflators, who for 
their @ridt admi i f juitice, were, artes their 
deaths, made chic! ‘nal regions, 

4 Venus, 




















In caufes juft, would all the gods oppofe, 
°-Y were honeft to difpete; fo Cate chofe.: 
Dilmifs that plea, and what thal blood avail? 
Hf beauty is deny’d, fhall birth prevail? 
Blood, and high deeds, in diftant ages done, 
Are our forefathers merit, not our own. 
Might none a juft poffeffion be ailow’d, : 
But who could Bring defert, or boaft of blood ? 
What numbers, even here, might be condemn’d,. 
S-rip’d, and defpoil’d of all, revil'd, contema'd? 
‘Yake a juft view, how many may remark, 
Who now’s a peer, his grandfire was‘a clerk = 
Some few remain, ennobled by the fword 
In Gothic times: But now to be my lord,’ 
Study the law; nor do thefe robes defpife ; : 
Honour the gown, from whence your honours ri. — 
Thofe fam'd di€tators, who fubdu’d the giebe, 
Gave the precedence to the peaceful’ robe; 
The mighty Julins, pleading at the bar, - ‘4 
Was greater, than when thundering in the wer 
He conquer’d nations :. "Tis of more renown * 
Te faye a client, then to ftorm a town, 

Mow dear to Britain are her darling laws! 
What bluod has fhe not lavith’d in their caufe ! 
Kings ars like common flaves to flaughter led, 
Or wander through the world to beg their bread 
“ When regal power afpires above the laws, 
“ A private wrong becomes a public caufe,"* 

He fpoke, "Fhe nobles differ, and divide ;" 
Some join with law, and fome with Bemuty file 
Mordaunt, thovgh once her flave, infults the fair, 
Whole fetters "twas his pride, in youth, to wear; 
So Lucifer revolting, brav’d the power 
Whom he was wont to werfhip and implore. 
Like impious is their rage, who have in chal 
A new omnipotence in Grafton’s face. 
But Rochefter, undaunted, juft, and wife, _ 
Afferts the goddefs with the charming eyes; 
And O! may beauty never want reward 
For thee, her noble champion, and her guard. 
Beauty triumphs, and law fubmitting lics, 
he tyrant cam’d, aloud for mercy crics ; ¢ 
Conqueft can never fail in radiant Cratvou’s eyes, ¥, 





LADY HYDE*. 


Wuen fam’d Apelles fought to frame 
Some image of th’ Idalian dame, 
To furnifh graces for the piece, : 
fe fummon’d all the nymphs of Greece; 
So many mortals were consbin’d, . 
‘To fhow how one immortal fhin’d. 
Had Hyde thus fat by proxy too, 
A3 Venus then was faid to do, 
Venus herfelf, and all the train, : 
Of goddeffes had fummon’d heen ; 
‘Phe painter muft have fearch’d the fies, 
To match the luftre of her eyes. 
Comparing then, while thus we view: 
The ancient Venus, and the new; 
In her we many mortals fee, 
As many goddefles in thee. : 


$ Afterwards Countels of Clarendomand RochgBerg 
fis 
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“LADY HYDE HAVING THE SMALL POX, 
SOON AERTER THE RECOVERY OF MRS. MOHUN. 


Scance could the general joy for Mohun appear, 
But new attempts how other dangers near; 
Beauty’s atrack’d in her imperial fort, 
‘Where all her loves and graces kept their court; 
, ¥a ber chief refidence, be! jeg'd at laft, 

Laments to fee her faireft fields laid wafte. 

On things immortal, all attempts are vain ; 
‘Tyrant difeale, ‘tis lofs of time and pain; 
Glut thy wild rage, and load thee with rich prize 
‘Torn from her cheeks, Her fragrant lips, and eyes: 
Let her but live ; as much vermilion take, 
As might an Helen, or a Venus make; 
Like Thetis, fhe fhall fruftrate thy vain rape, 
And in variety of charms efcape. 

The twinkling ftars drop numberlefs each night, 
Yet thines the radiant firmament as bright ; 
So from the ocean thould we rivers drain, 
Still would enough to drown the world remain. 





‘THE DUCHESS OF ——, 


UNSEASONASLY SURPRISED IN THE EMBRACES 
OF HER LORD. 


Famest Zelinda, ceafe to chide, or grieve ; 

Nor biuth at joys that only you can give; 

‘Who with bold eyes furvey'd thofe matchlefs 

charms, | 

3s punith'd, feeing in anather'’s arms : 

‘With greedy looks he views each naked part, 

yey fecds his eyes, but envy tears his heart, 
caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud 

Prociaim'd his grief, that he was not the god; 

So to be caught, was every god’s defire : 

Nor lefsthan Venus, can Zelinda fire. 

‘Forgive him then, thou more thar heavenly fair, 

Forgive his rafhnefs, punith'd by defpair ; 

Alt that we know, which wretched mortals feel 

An thofe fad regions where the tortur’d dwell, 

Is, that they fee the raptures of the blefs'd, 

Aad view the joys which they muft never tafte. 





TO. FLAVIA. 
WRITTEN ON HER GARDEN IN THE NORTH. 


‘Wrar charm is this, that in the midft of fnow, 
Of ftorms, and blafts, the choiceft fruits do grow ? 
Melons, on beds of ice are taught to,bear, 
And ftrangers to the fun, yet ripen here ; 

| Qn frozen ground the fweeteft flowers arife, 

, Unfeen by any light, but Flavia’s eyes; 
‘Where’er the treads, beneath the charmer’s feet 

. The rofe, the jefe’ mine, and the lilies meet; 
‘Where'er fhe looks, bchold fome fudden bisth 

+ Adorns the trees, and fructifies the earth ; 
Yo midi of mountains, and unfroitful ground, 
As rich an Eden as the firft is found. 
In this new paradife the goddefs reigns, 
Ia fovereign Rate, aud mocks the lover’s pains; 


OF GRANVILLE. 


Beneath thofe beams that feorch us from her e 
Her fnowy bofom ftill unmelted lies ; As 
Love from her lips fpreads all his odours round, 
But bears on ice, and fprings from frozen groun 

So cold the clime that can fuch wonders bear, 
The garden feems an emblem of the fair. 





i” TO THE SAME. 


Her Gardens having cfeaped a Flood shat bad laid « 
© the Country round under Water. 


Waar hands divine have planted and protect, 

The torrent fpares, and deluges refped ; 

So when the waters o'er the world were fpread, 

Covering each oak, and every mountain’s head, 

The chofen patriarch fail’d within his ark, 

Nor might the waves o’erwhelm the facred bark- 

The charming Flavia ia no lefs, we find, 

The favoutite of Heaven, than of mankind ; 

The gods, like rivals, imitate our care, 

And vie with mortals to oblige the {air ; 

Thefe favours chus beRtow'd on her alone, 

Are but the hemage which they fend her dowth 
O Flavia !" may thy virtue from above 

Be crown'd with bleffings, endlefs as my love. 


te 
TO MY FRIEND DR. GARTH. 
IN BIS SICKNESS, 


Macwaon fick, in every face we find, 
His danger is the danger of mankind ; 
Whofe art protecting, nature could expire 
Bu by a deluge, ar the general fire. 
More Jives he faves, than perith in our wars, 
And fatter than a plague deftroys, repairs. 
The buld caroufer, and advent’rous dame, 
Nor fear the fever, nor refufe the flame; 
Safe in his dkill, from all reftraints fet free, 
But confcious thame, remorfe, or piety. , 
Sire ¢ of all arts, defend thy darling fon; 
O! fave the man whofe life’s fv much our own! 
On whom, like Atlas, the whole world’s reclin’d, 
And by reftoring Garth, preferve mankind, 








To my dear Kinfman, 
CHARLES LORD LANSDOWNE, 


Upon the Bombardment of the Town of Granville in 
” Normandy, by the Englife Flect. 

Tuover built by gods, confum’d by hoftile flame, 

Troy bury'd lies, yer lives the Trojan name ; 

And fo fhall thine, though with thefe wails were 

Joft 

All the records our anceftors could boaft. 

For Latium conquer’d, and for Turnus flain, 

#iineas lives, though not one flone remain 

Where he arofe : Nor art thou lefs renown’d 

For thy loud triumphs on Hungarian ground. 


v Apeho, god of poetry and phyfic. 





tet THE WORKS 
Prefeming longer to refit 
. His very name, 
Difcretion mult difclaim ; 
Folly and madnefs only would perfift. 





SONG. 

é mt . : 

Yuu tell her the next time, faid J, 

; In-vain! in vain! for when I try, 
Upon my timorous tongue the trembling accents 
‘Alas! a thoufand thoufand fears {die. 
. Still overawe when fhe appears! (in tears. 
‘My breath is.fpenc in fighe, my eyes are drown'd 


IN PRAISE OF MYRA. 
Pp 


Toner, tune thy lyre, begin my mufe, 
‘What nymph, what queen, what goddefs wile chou 
chocfe? 
What praifes fing? What charmer’s name 
‘Tranfmit immortal down to fame ? ‘ 
Strike, firike thy ftring, let echo take the found, 
: and beat it far, to all the mountains round ; 
Pindus again fall hear, again rejuice, 
And Hemus too,as when th’ enckanting voice 
Of tuneful Orpheus charm’d the grove, 
Taught oaks to dance, and made the cedars move, 


Nor Venus,.nor Diana will we name ; 

~ . Myra is Venus and Diana too, 

‘All that was feigt'd. of them, apply to hez, istrue; 
Then fing, my mufe, let Myra be our theme, 


‘As when the fhepherds would a garland make, 
They fearch with care the fragrant meadows 
round ; 
“Plucking but here and there and only take 
"The choiceft flow’rs with which {ome nymph is 
crown'd. 


Jn framing Myra fo divinely fair, 
‘Nature has taken the fame care ; 
All that is Idvely, noble, good, we fee, 
All, beauteous Myra; all bound up in thee, 
‘Where Myra is, there is the queen of love, 
Th’ Arcadian paftures, and th’ Idalian grove, 
Let Myra dance, fo chatming is her mien, 
Jn every movement-every grace is feen; 
Let Myra fing, the notes fo fweetly wound, 
"The fyrens would be filent at the found. 
Place me on mountains of eternal fhow, 
Where all is ice, all winter winds that blow; 
Or caft me underneath the burning line, 
Where everlafting fun does fhine ; 
Where all is fcorch’d-—whatever you decree, 
Ye gods! wherever f fhall be, 
‘Myra fhalf still be lov’d, and fill ador’d by me. 


SONG TO MYRA, 


% 
Wav, cruel creature, why fo bent 
‘To vex.a tender heart ? 


OF GRANVILLE, 


To gald and title you relent, - 
Love throws in vain his dart. 
‘ ay : 
Let glittering fools in courts be greats 
For pay, let armies move ; 
Beayty fhould have no other bait 
But gentle vows, and love. 
: a, 
If on thofe endlefs charms you lay 
The value that’s their due, 
Kings are themfelves tco poog to pay; 
A thoufand worlds too few. 
: iv. 
But if a paffion without vice, 
Without difguife or art, - 
Ah Myra! if true love's your price, 
Behold it in my heart. 





MYRA SINGING. 


Tue fyrens, once delnded, vainly charm’d, 
Ty'dto the maf, Ulyffes fail’d uc iarm'd; 
Had Myra’s voice entic’d his liftening ear, 
The Greek had ftopt,and would have dy’d to hear, 
When Myra fings, we feck th’ enchanting fuund, 
And blefe the notes that do fo fweetly wound. 
What mufic needs muft dwell upon that tongue, 
Whofe fpeech is tuneful as another's fong ! 
Such harmony! fuch wit! a face fo faic! 
So many pointed arrows who can bear? 
Who from her wit, of from her beauty flies, 
If with her voice the overtakes him, dics, 

Like foldiers fo in batile we fucceed, 
One peril "feaping, by another bleed ; 
In vain che dart, or glittering {word we fhun, 
Condemd’d to perith by the Jlaughtering gun. 


MYRA, 
AT A GRVIiw OF THE GUARDS IN HY DE-PARK. 


Lr meaner beauties conquer fingly fill, 

But haughty Myra will by thoufands kill; 
Through armed ranks triumphantly {he drives, 
And with one glance commands a thoufand lives: 
fhe trembling heroes, not refitt, nor fly, 

But at the bead of ail their {quadrons die: 





TO MYRA. 


Nature indalgent, providedt and kind, 

In all things that excel, fome ufe defign’d ; 

The radiant fun, of every heavenly light 

The fir (did Myra not difpute that right) 
Sends from above ten thoufand bleflings down ¥ 
Nor is he fet fo high for fhow alone, 

His beams reviving with aufpicious fire, 

Freely we all enjoy what all admire : 

The'moon and flars, thofe faithful guides of night, 
Are plac’ to help, not entertain the fight : 
Plants, fruits, and flowers the fertile fields produc. 
Not for vain ornament, but vw: omy ale 5, 





POEMS 


Health they reftore, and nourifhment they give, 
‘We fee with pleafure, but we tafte co live. 

Then think not, Myra. that thy form was meant 
More to create defire. than to content ; 
‘Would the juft gods fo many charms provide 
Only toxcratify a mortal’s pride ? 
Would they have form’d thee fo above thy fex, 
Only to play the tyrant, and to vex? 
“Tis impions pleafure to delight in harm, 
And beauty should be kind, as well as charm. 


THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 


Tux God of day defcending from above, 
Mixt with the fea, and got the queen of love. 
Beauty, that fires the world, ’twas fir fhould rife 
From him alone who lights the ftars and fkies. 
In Cyprus long, by men and gods obey'd, 
The lover's toil the gratefully repaid, 
rontayous bleffings to her flaves affign'd, 
‘And taug* the world that beauty fhould be kind. 
Learn by tisis pattern, all ye fair, to charm, 
Bright be your beams, but without [corching warm. 
Helen was next from Greece to Phrygia brought, 
With much expence of blood and empire fought : 
Beauty and love the nobleft canfe affurd, 
That can try valour, or employ the fword, 
Noe men alone incited by her charms, 
But heaven's concern'd, and all the gods take arms, 
The happy Trojan glorioufly poffett, 
Enjoys the dame, and leaves to fate the reft. 
Your cold refle@tions, moralifts, forbear, 
His title’s beft who bett cam pleafe the fair. 
And now the gods, in pity tothe cares, 
The fierce defices, diftragtions, and defpairs 
Of tortur’d men, while beauty was confin'd, 
Refulv’d to mulriply the. charming kind. 
Greece was the land where this bright race begun, 
And faw a thoufand rivals to the fun. 
Hence follow’d arts, while each employ’d his care 
In new productions to delight the fair: 
‘To bright Afpafia Socrates retir’d, 
Ilis wifdom grew but as his love infpir'd ; 
Thofe rocks and oaks which fuch emotions felt, 
Were cruel maids whom Orpheus taught to melt ; 
Matic, and fongs, and every way to move 
"The ravih'd heart, were feeds and plants of love. 
fhe wous, entie’d by fo divine a birth, 
Defcend fram heaven to this new heaven on earth; 
"Thy wit, O Mercury's no defence from love ; 
Nor Mars, thy target: sor thy thunder, Jove. 
“Lhe mad immortals in a thoufand fhapes, 
Range the wide globe ; fome yield, fume fuffer 
rapes, 
Yuvaded, or deceiv'd, not one efcapes. 


























The vrife, thongh a bright goddefs, thus gives | 


place 
‘Tro mortal concubines of fretlf embrace ; 
By fuch examples were we taught to fee 
"The life and foul of iove, 1s {weet variety. 

Tn thofe firtt times, ere charming womankiud 
Reform’d their pleafuces, polifhiag the mind, 
Rude were their revels, and obicene their joys, 
The proils of drunkards, t{t of boys; 

Vor. VIEL 





| 
| 
| 
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veg. 


Phoebus laments for Hyaciathus dead, 
And Juno jealous, forms at ‘tanymed. 
Ret:rn, my mufe, and clofe that odious feene, 
Nor ftain thy verfe with images unclean ; 
OE beauty fing, her thinizy prog-cfs view, 
From clime to clime the dazzling light purfue, 
Tell how the goddefs fpread, and how in empire 
grew. . 
Let others govern, or defend the tate, 
Plead at the bar, or manage d debdte, 
In Icfty arts and fciences excel, 
Or in proud domes emplog their Goafted tkill; 
‘Lo marble, and to brafs fuch features give, 
‘The metal and the ftone may feem to live; 
Deferibe the ftars, and planetary way, 
And trace the foot{iteps of eternal day: 
Be this, my mufe, thy pleafure and thy caré, 
A flave to beauty, to record the fair. : 
Still wand’ring in love’s fweet delicious maze, 
To fing the triumphs of fome heavenly face, 
Of lovely dames, who with a fmile or frown 
Subdue the proud, che fuppliant lover crown, 
From Venus down to Myra bring thy fong, 
To thee alone {uch tender rafks belong. + 
From Greece to Afcic beauty takes her flights 
And ripens with her near approaciy to light: 
Frown not, ye fair, to hear of fwarthy dames; 
Wirth radiant eyes, that take unerring aims; 
Beauty to no complexion is confin’d, 
Is of all colours, and by none defin'd ; 
Jewels that thine, in-gold or filver fet, 
‘As precious and as {parkling are in jet. 
Here Cleopatra, with a hberal heart, 
Bounteous of love, improv’d the joy with art, 
Whe firit who gave recruited flaves to know 
That the rich pearl was of more ufe than flow, 
Who with high meats, or a luxuriogs draught, 
Kept love for ever flowing, and futi fraught. 
Julius and Anthony, thofe lords of all, 
Each in his turn prefent the conquer’d balls 
Vhofe dreadful eagles that had fac’d the light 
From pole to pole, fatl dazzled at her fight + 
Nor was her death lefs glorious than her life, 
A conftant miftrefs, and a faithful wife ; 2 
Her dying truth fume generous tears would colt, 
Had not her. faze |] infpir’d the world well loft ; 
With feeret pride the ravih’d mufes. view, 
“The image of that death which Dryden drew. 
Pieas’d in fuch happy climates, warm ard bright, 
Love for fome ages revel’d with delight ; 
The martial moozs in gallantry refin’d, 
Invent new arts to make theit charmérs kind ; 
‘Sce in the lifts, by golden barriers bound, 
In warlike ranks they wait the the trumpet’s 
found 5 : 
Some love-device is wrought om every fword, 
Asd every ribbon bears fome nryftic word. 











i As when we fee the winged winds engage, 


Mounted on courfers, foaming flame and rage, 
Ruitling from every quarter of the fky, ae 
North. eaft, and weft, inairy fwittucis vies 

One cloud repuls'd, new combatan.s prepare 

Lo meet as fierce, and form a thundering war 








Ut for Love; or, ‘Phe Worle well Loft: writen by 
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So when the trumpet founding, yives she figu, 
The juftling chicfs in rude rencounter join, 
6 meet, and fo renew the dextrous fight, 
Each fair beholder trembling for her knight ; 
Gtild as one falls, another ruthes in, 
And all muft be o’ercome, or none can win. 
The vidor, from the fhining dame, whofe eyes 
Aided his conqn’ring arm, rece'ves a precious prize. 

Thus flourifn’d love, and heauty rcign’d in fate, 
(ill the proud Spaniard gave thefe glories date : 

Wt is the gallantry, the fame remains, 

‘ranfinitted fafe in Dryden’s lofty fcenes ; 
Granada* loft, beheld her pomps reftor'd,- 

Abd Almahide+, once more by kings ador’d. 
;, Love driven thence, to colder Britain flies, 
Aod with bright nymphs the diftant fun fup- 
lies ; 
Bomantes which relate the dreadful fights, 
The loves and prowefs of advent’rous knights ; 
To animate their rage, a kifs record 
from Britain’s faireft nymph was the reward; 
oo ancient to love’s empire was the claim 
Df Britith beauty, and fo wide the fame, 
Which, like our flag upon the feas, gives law 
reight avow’d, and keeps the world in awe. 
2 Our gallant kings, of whom large annals prove 
The mighty deeds, ftand as renowa’d for love: 
@ monarch’s right o'er Leauty they may claim, 
Lords of that occan from whence beanty came. 
Thy Rofamond, great Henry. on the fage, 
By a Jate niufe prefented in our age, 
With aking hearts, and flowing eyes we view, 
While that diffembled death prefents the true. 
fn Bracegirdle§ the periuns fo agree, 
Phat all feems real the tpectaturs fee. 
Of Scots and Gauls defeated, and their kings, 
Thy captives, Edward, fame for ever fings; 
Hike thy high deeds, thy noble loves are prais’d, 
10 haft to love the nobleft trophy rais'd + 
‘Thy ftatues, Venus, though by Phidias’s hand, 
Defign'd immortal, yet no longer ftand 5 
‘The magic of thy fhining zone is pait, 

ot Salifbury’s garter thal! for ever fait, 

Which through the world byliving monarchs worn, 
Adds grace to fceprres, ahd does crowns adorn. 

If fuch their rame who gave the ts divine 
Fo facred ive, O! what difhonow’s thine, 
Forgetful Quecu, who fever'd that bright || head 
Mhich charnz'd two mighty monarchs to her bed? 
#Hadft thou ‘hen.born a man, thou hadi not err’d, 
‘Fhy fhe had liv’d, and beauty been preferr’d ; 
But O! what mighty magic can afluage 
vA woman's envy, and a bizot’s rage? 

“Love tit’d at length, love, that delights to fmile, 

Flying from fcenes.f horror @, quit: ou. ifle, 

‘With Charle:, the Cupids and the Cr: 

In exile live, for loye and Charles were une; 

With Charles he wanders, and for Charles he 
mourns, 

But O! how fierce the joy when Charles returns! 

* The & 

+ ‘the 
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GRANVILLE. 


As eager flames with oppofition pent, 

Break out itnpecuous when they find a vent; 

Asa fierce torrent bounded on his race, 

Forcing his way, rolls with redoubled pace ¢ 

From the loud palace te the filent grove, 

All, by the King’s example, live and love. 

‘The mufes with diviner voices fing ; 

aind all rejoice to pleafe the godlike King. 
Then Waller in immortal verfe proclaims 

The fhining court, and all the glittering dames ; 

‘Thy beauty, Sidney *, like Achilles’ fword, 

Refifttefs, ftands upon as fure record; 

‘The fierceft hero, and the brighteft dame, 

Both fung alike, fhali have their fate the fame. 
And now, my mufe,a nobler flight prepare, 

And fing fo loud that heaven and earth may hear. 

Behold from Italy'an awful ray 

Of heavenly light illuminates the day, 

Northward fhe bends, majeftically bright, 


And here fhe fixes her imperial light, 

Be bold, be bold, my mute, nor fear to nif. 

Thy voice to her who was thy earlieft prafes 

What though the fuilen fates refufe to ftine, 

Or frown fevere on thy audacious line, 

Keep thy bright theme within thy fteady fight, 

The clouds fhall fy before the dazzling light, 

And everiniing day direct thy lofty ight, 

‘Thou who ha: never yet put on difguife 

To flatter fa@tion. or defcend to vice ; 

Let no vain fear thy generous ardor tame, 

But fland crect, and found as loud as fame. 

s when our eyes fome profpes would purfae, 
ding from a hill, looks round to view, 

es o'er lawns and meadows till it gains 

Some favourite-{pot, and fixing there, remains + 

With equal rapture my tranfported mufe 

Flies other objects, this bright theme to choofe. 
Queen of our hearts, and charmer of our fight, 

A monasch’s pride, his glory and delight, 

Princefs adar’d and Jov'd! If verfe can give 

aA deathlefs name, thine thall for ever live ; 

Invok’d where e’er the Britifh lion roara, 

Hxtended as the feas that gird the Britith thores, 

‘The wife immortals in their feats above, 

Vo crown their labours, fill appointed love; 

Phacbus enjoy'd the goddefy of the fea, 

Alcides had O; ale, James has Ihee. 

O happy James! content thy mighty mi. 

¢ not the world, for ftill thy Queen 

but at whofe feet more glory brings 

tis to tread on feeptres, and on kings t 

Secure of empire in tha: ecus breaft, 

Who would nut give their crowns to be fo bleft? 

Was Heijen half fo fair, fo form’ for joy, 

Well chofe the Trojan, and well burat was Troy. 

But ah! what ftrange viciflitudes of fate, 

What chance attends on every worldly ftate ? 

as when the fkies were fack’d, the conquer’d gods 

Compeli'd from heaven, forfook their bleft abodes ; 

Wandering in woods, they hid from den to den, 











is kind, 























and t their falety in the thapes of men. 
} As when the winds with kindling flames confpire, 
| ‘The blaxe increafes, ey fan the fire; 
* Phe Lady Dorothy Sidney, celebrated by Walk eager 
the ta bani? i eat 
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POEMS. 


Aas toughest treesin Rorms are bred, 
And grow in fpite of winds, and fpread 
The more the tempeft tears and fhakes 
My love, the deeper root it takes. 


Defpair, that aconite does prove, 
‘And cértain death to others love 5 
That poifon, never yet with{tood, 
Does nourith mine, and turns to food. 


©} for what crime is my torn heart 
Condemn'd to fuffer deathlefs fmart ? 
Like fad Prometheus, thus to hic 

In endlefs pain, and never die. 


PHYLLIS DRINKING. 


Wauz Phillis is drinking, love and wine in 
alliance, 

‘With forces united, bid refittlefs defiance ; 

By the’ ouch of her lips the wine fparkles higher, 

‘And her ¢ es, by her-drinking, redouble their fire. 


Her cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
colour, 

As flowers by fprinkling revive with freth odour; 

Each dart dip’d in wine, gives a wound beyond 

curing, {enduring. 

And the liquor, like oil, makes the flame more 


‘Then Phyllis, begin, let our raptures abound, 
And a kifs, and a glafs, be ftill going round, 
Relieving cach other, our plealures are laiting, 
‘And wenever are cloy’d, yet are ever a-tafting. 





TO MYRA. 


Paepar’p to rail, refolv'd to part, 
When J approach'd the perjur’d fair, 
What is it awes my timorous heart ? 
Why does my tongue forbear ? 
With the leaf glance, a litde kind, 
Such wonu’rous pow'r have Myra’s charms, 
She calms my doubts, enflaves my mind, 
And all my rage difarms, 





3 





Forgetful of her broken vows, 
When gazing on that form divine, 

Her injur'd vailal trembling bows, 
Nor dares her flave repine. 


THE ENCHANTMENT. 


IN IMITATION OF THEOCRITUS. 


Mix, mix the philtcrs, quick—hhe flies, the flies, 
Deaf to my call, regardtefs of my cries. 
‘Are vows fo vain? cauld oaths fo feeble prove ? 
Ah: with what cafe fhe breaks thofe chains of 
fove : 
‘Whom !ove with all his force had hound in vain, 
Lot charms compel, and magic rites regain. 
Busia, begin, the myttic tpells prepare, 
sting Miyra back, my perjur’d wanderer, 
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Queen of the night, bright emprefs of the ftars, 

‘The friend of love, afli+ a lover’s cares; 

And thoa, infernal Hecate, be nigh. 

At whole approach fierce wolves affrighted fly = 

Dark tombs difelefe their dead, and hollow cries 

Echo from under ground—Arife, arife, 
Begin, begin, the myttic ipells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer, 

As crackiing in the fire this laurel fie, 

bo, ftruggling in love’s flame,gher lover diss 

Ic burfts, and in a blaze of light expires, 

So may the burn, but wich more latting fires. 
Begin, begin, the myttic fpells prepare, 
Bring Myra beek, my perjur’d avanderer. 

As the wax melts, which to the flame I hold, 

So may fhe melt, and never more grow cold. 

‘Tough iron will yield, and ftubborn marble rany: 

And hardeft hearts by love are melted down. : 
Begin, begin, the myic fpells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer. 

As with impetuous motion whirling round, 

‘This magic wheel {till moves, yet keeps its ground, 

Ever returning, fo may fhe come back, 

And never more the appointed round forfake. 
Begin, begin, the myltic Spells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer, 
Diana, hail! ali hail’ mo: welcome thou, 

“lo whom th’ infernal king and judges bow ; 

O thou, whofe att the power of hell difarms, 

Upon a faithlefs woman try thy charms. 

Hark! the dogs howl, fhe comes, the goddeft’: 

comes, a 

Sound the loud trump, and beat our brazen drumss , 
Begi., begin, the myftic fpells prepare, 

Bring Myraback, my perjur'd wanderer, 
How calm's the fky! how undifturb’d the deep! ~ 
Nature 1s huth’d, the very tempetts fleep ; = 
"Phe drowly winds breathe gently through the 

trees, 

And fileat on the beach, repofe the feas + 

Love only wakes; the ftorm that tears my breaft - 

For ever rages, and diitracts my reft : 

O love! relentiefs love ! tyrant accurs’d, 

In defarts bred, by cruel tygers nurs’d! 

Begin, begin, the myttic fpells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer. 

This ribbon, that once bound her lovely waift, 

O that my arms might gird her there as fait) 

Smiling fhe gave it, and | priz’d it more 

Uhan the rich zone the {dahan goddefs wore.: 

This ribbon, tis low’d relick of the fair, 

So kifs’d, and lo preferv’d—thus—thus | tears 

O love why deft thou thas deligat to rend 

My fowl with pain ? ah! why torment thy friend? 
Beyin, begin, the myftic {pelis prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wandeser. 
Thrice have I idacrifie’d, and protrate thrice 
Ador'd: alfiit, ye powers, the facrifice. 

Whoe'er he is whom now the fair beguiles 

With guilty glances, ard with perjur’d finiles, 

Malignant vapours blaft his impious head, 

Ye lightnings fcorch him, thunder ftrike him 

dead ; : 

Horror ef confcience ail his flumbers break, 








Dittradt his reft, as love keeps me awake ; 
4 


¥ y ij 


ae 

4f taarried, may his wife an Helen be, 

‘Abd, eurs’d, and f{corn’d, like Menelaus, he. 

“ Begin, begin, the myftic {pel!s prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjuc’d wanderer. 

"Thee powerful drops, thrice on the threfhold pour, 

And bathe with this enchanted juice, her door, 

‘That door where no admittance now is found, 

But where my foul is ever hovering round, 

Hafte, and obcy ; aud binding be the fpell : 

Here ends my charm; © love! fucceed it well: 

' By force of magic, ftop the flying fair, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur’d wanderer.” 
{Thou'rt now alone, and painful is reftraint, 
Eafe thy preft heart, and give thy forrows vent ; 
‘Whence fprang, and how began thefe griefs de- 

clare; 

How much thy love, how cruel thy defpair. 

Ye moon and ftars, by whofe aufpicious light 

Phaunt thefe groves, and wafte the tedious night! 

+ Tell, for you know the burden of my heart, 

“its killing anguith, and its fecret finart. 
Jate for hope, for my repofe too foon 

Tfaw, and lov'd; her heart engag’d, was gone ; 

A happier man poffefs’d whom I adore; 

©! 1 Should ne’er have feen, or feen before. 

:.. Tell, for you know the burden of my heart, 
Its killing anguith, and its fecret fmart, 

What fhali Udo? fhall 1 in filence bear, 

Deftroy myfelf, or kill the ravither ? 

Die, wretched lover, die! but O! beware, 

Hort not the man who js belov’d by her ; 

Wait for a better hour, and trutt thy fate, 

Thou feek'ft her love, beget not then her hate. 
Tell, for you know the burden of my heart, 
Tts killing anguith, and its fecret fmart. 

My life confuming with eternal gricf, 

Prom herbs, and fpells, I feek a vain relief; 

To every wife magician I repair : 

In vain, for ftill { love, and 1 defpairy 

Circe, Medea, aad the Cybii’s books, 

Contain not half th’ enchantment of her looks. 

: Tell, for you know the burden of my heart, 
Its killing anguifh, and its fecret {mart, 

As melred gold preferves its weight the fame, 

So burn'd my love, nor wafted in the flam:. 

And now, unable to fupport the itrife, 

A glimmering hope recalls departing life: 

My rival dying, I no longer grieve, 

Since J may afk, and fhe with honour give. 
Tell, for you know the burden of my heart, 
Its killing anguifh, and its fecrer fmart. 

‘Witnefs, ye hours, with what unwearied care, 

From place to place I @ill purfu’d the fair ; 

Nor was accafion to reveal my flame, 

Slow to my fuccour, for it kindly came; 

It came, i, came, that moment of delight, 

O gods! and how I trembled at the fight ! 

Tell, for you know the Burden of my heart, 

Its killing anguith, and its fecret fart. 
Difmay’d, and motionlefs, confus’d, amaz’d, 
‘Trembling 1 ftood, and terrify'd L gaz’d ; 

My taulrering tongue in vain for utterance try’d, 

Faint was my voice, my thoughts abortive dy’d, 

Or in weak founds, and broken accents came, 

Emperted, as difcourts 
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Tell, for you kaow the burden of my heart, 
Its killing anguith, and its fecret {mart. 

Soon the divin’d what this confufion meant, 

And guefs'd with eafe the caufe of my complaint, 

My tor.gue embuldening as her lovks were mild, 

At length T told my guiefs—and Rill the fmil’d. 

O fyren' fyren! fair deluder, fay, 

Why would you tempt to teuft, and then betray ? 

So faithlefs now, why gave you hopes before ? 

Alas! you fhould have heen lefs kind, or more. 
‘Fell, for you know the burden af my heart, 
{ts killing anguifh, and its fecret fmart. 

Seeure of innecence, I feek to know 

From whence this change, and my misfortunes 

grow, 

Rumour is loud, and every voice proclaims 

Her violated faith, and confcious flames : 

Can this be true? ah! flattering mifchief {peak ; 

Could you make vows, and in a moment break? 

Aud can the {pace fo very narrow be 

Betwixt a weman's oath, and perjury? 

O jealoufy ! all other ills at fir 

My love effay’d, but thou art fare the worft. 
Tell, for you know the burden of my heart, 
Its killing anguith, and its fecret fmare. 

Ungrateful Myra‘ urge mie thus no more, 

Nor think me tame, that once fo long I bore; 

If paffion, dire revenge, or black defpair, 

Should once prevail beyond what man can bear, 

Who knows what I? ah! feeble rage, and vain | 

With how fecure a brow fhe mocks my pain : 

Thy beart, fond lover, does thy threats belie, 

Canft thou hurt her, for whom thou yet wouldft 

die? 
Nor durft the thus thy juft refentment brave, 


+But that fhe knows how much thy foui’s her flave. 


But fee! Aurora rifing with the fun, 
Diffolves my charm, and frees th’ enchanted meon 7 
My fpells no longer bind at fight of day, 

And young Endymion calls his love away : 
Love's the reward of all, un carth, in heaven, 
And for a plague to me alone war yiven: 
But ills not to be thunn’d, we mult endure, 
Death, and a broken heart’s a ready cure. 
Cynthia, farewell, go reft thy wearied light, 

Trini for ever wake-—We'll meet again at night 








THE VISION. 


In lonely walks, diftracted by defpai 

Shunning mankind, and torn with killing care, 

My eyes o’erflowing, and my frantic mind 

Rack’d with wild thoughts, {welling with fighs 
the wind ; 

Through paths untrodden, day and night I rove, 

Mourutng the fate of my fuccelslefs love. 

Who moit defire to live, untimely fall, 

But when we beg to die, death fies our call; 

Adonis dics, and torn is the lov’d breait 

In mid@ of joy, whore Venus wont to reft; 

That fate, which crucl feem'd to him, would be 

Pity, relief, and happiaefs to me, 

When will my forrows end? in vain, in vain. 











I call to heaven, and tell the gods my pain; 
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Q! for the peace of humankind, 

Make women Vacs true, or fooner kind + 
With juftice, or with mercy reign, 

© love + or give me back my heart again, 


_ 


LOVE. 


'To love, is to he doom’d on earth to feel 

‘What after death the tortur’d meet in hell: 

‘The vulture dipping in Piometheus’ fide 

His bloody beak, with his torn liver éy'd, 

fe love: “The floue that labours up the hill, 
Mocking the labourer’s toil, returning {till, 

Ts love, Thofe flreams where ‘Tantalus is curt 
‘Yo fit, and never crink, with endlfs thirft : 
Thofe Joaden b ug) s that witl, cheir hurden bend 
To court his tatte, aua yer © pe aud, 

“AML ties is love, thar to onffernbled joys 

Tnyites vain men, with rca! griel duilroys, 








MEDITATION ON DEATH. 


‘Exoven, enough, my ful, of worldly noife, 
Of aéry pomes, and fleeting jo 
What dees this buly werid p 





3 
at ket, 

But brittle poods that brewk like glafs, 
But poizor.'d iweets, a troubied featt, [pafs? | 
“And pleatures like the winds. that in a nicment 
Yhy thoughts to, nobler meditations give, 
And ftudy how to die, nor how to live, 








. How frail is beauty? Ah! how vain, 
And how fhort-liv'd these giories are, 
‘Vhat vex our nights and days with pain, 
And break our hearts with care! 
Tn duft we no ditinction fee, 
i Such Helen is, fuch, Myra, thou mui be. 


How thore is life? why will vain courtiers toil, 
Ang crowd a vainer monarch, fer a {mile ? 
~ ‘What is that monarch, but a mortal man, 
© His crown a pageant, and his life a fpan ? 
With all his guards and his duminions, he 
+ Mutt ficken too, and die ay well as we. 


% Thofe boafted names of conquerors and kings 
Ate fwallaw’d, and become fergotten things : 
Oued fin’d period men in commen have, 
The great, the hafe, the toward, ard the brave. 
All food alike tor worms, companions in the 

grave 

The prince ‘and parofite tcgether lie, 
No fortune can exalt, but death will climb as high. 


ESSAY 
UPON UNNATURAL FLIGHTS IN POETRY. 


As when fome imege of a charming face 
Tn living paint. an artift ties to trace, 
He carefully covtu'ts each beauceous line, 
‘Adiniting to his obje@, his defign, 
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We praife the piece, and give the painter fame} 
But as the juft refemblance fpeake the dame, 
Poets are fimners of another kind, * 
To cupy out ideasin the mind; [fhown, 
Words are the paint by which their thoughts are 
And nature fits, the objedt to be drawn; 
The written pidture we applaud, or blame; 
But as the due proportions are the fame, 

Who driven with ungovernable fre, 

Or void of art, beyond thefe bounds alpire, 
Gigantic forms, and monftrous births alone 
Produce, which nature thock’d, ditdains to own, 
By true reflexion would fee my face, 
Why brings the foo! a magnifying ylals? 
(2) “ But poetry in fiction takes delight, , 
“ And mounting in bold figures cut of fight, 
“ Leaves truth behind, in her audacious 
“ flight: 
“ Fables and metaphors, that always lie, 
“ And rath hyperboles that foar fo high, 
“ Aud every ornament of verfe mut die.) 
me not: no figures [ exclude, | 
sc forbid intemperance, rot food.” 
Who weuid with care fome happy fidtidn frame, 
do mimics truth, it looks the very fame; 
Not rais'd to force, or feign’d in nature’s feorn, 
But meant to grace, illuftrate, and adorn. 
Important truths ftill let your fables hold, 
Ave moral myfteries with art unfold, 
Ladies and beaux to pleafe, is all the tafk, 
Bur the fharp crvtic will inflru@tiion afk. 

(2) As veils tranfpatent cover, but not hide, 
Such metaphers appear when right apply’d; 
When thro’ the phrafe we plainly fee the fenfe, 
Truth, where the meaning’s obvious, will difpenfe; 
The rcader what in reafon’s due, believes, 

Nor can we call that falfe, which not deceives. 

(3) Hyperboles, fo daring and fo bold, 
Ditdaining beunds, arc yet by rules contro!’d 
Above the clouds, but {Hl within our fight, 

They mouvt with tsuth, and make a tow’ring 
flight, 

Prefenting things tmpoffible to view, sj 

Chey wander through incredible to true: 

Falfehoods thus mix'd, like metals are refin'd, 

And truth, like filver, leaves the drofs behind, 

Chus poetry has ample {pace to foar, 

Nor neeas forbidden regions to explore : 
Such vaunts as his, who can with patience read, 
Who thes defcribes his hero flain and dead: 
(42° Kill'd as ff he was, infenfible of death, 
“He fill fights on, and feorns to yield hig 
“ breath.” 
The nvily culverin o'ercharg'd, lets fly, 
And burft unaiming in the rended fky + 
Such frantic flights are like a madman’s dream, 
And nature fuffers in the wild extreme. 

The captive Canibal weigh’d down with chains, 

Yet braves his tocs, reviles, provokes, difdains, 

Of cature fierce, untameable, and proud, 

He grins defiance at the gaping crowd, 

Anc pent at laft, and fpecchlefsas he lics,  [ dies, 
With icoks ftill chreatning, mocks their rage, and 














I] Arioto- 
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‘This is the utmoft Mretch that Natyre can, 

And all beyond is fulfome, falfe, and vain. 
Leauty’s the theme; fome nymph divinely fair 

Excites the mufe : Jet truth be even there: 

As painters flatter, fo may poets too, 

But to refemblance mutt be ever true. (queen 

(5) Whe day that fhe was born, the Cyprian 
“ Had like have dy’d through envy and 

' * through fpleen ; 

“ The graces in a hurry left the fkies 

* Vo have the honour te atrend her eyes; 

“ And love, despairing in her beart a place, 

“ Would needs take up his lodging in her face.” 
‘Though wrote by great Correille,fuch lines as thefe, 
Buch civil nontente fure could never pleafe. 
Wailer, the bett of all th’ infpired train, 

‘To melt the fair, inftruéts the dying {wain. 
(6) The ¢ Roman wit, who intpivufly divides 
His hero, and his gods to diff 'rent fides, 
Eswould condemn, bur that, in fpight of fenfe 
> Acairing world {till flands in his defence. 
How oft, Das! the beft of men in vain 
Contend forsbleffings which the worft obtain ! 
‘The yods, permitting traitors to facceed, 
Become not parties in an impious deed : 
And by the tyrant’s murder, we may find 
‘hat Cato and the geds were of a mind. 
Thus forcing truth with fuch prepott’rous praife, 
Our charaéters we leffen, when we'd raife : 
Like caftles built hy magic art in air, 
‘That vanifh at approach, fuch thoughts appear 5 
But rais'd on truth, by fome judicious hand, 
As on a rock they fhall for ayes ftand. —[ftor’d, 
(7) Our king || return'd. and banifh’d peace re- 
‘The mafe ran mad to fee her exil’d lord ; 
On the crack’d {tage the bedlam heroes roar’d, 
And fcarce could f; ak one reafonable word ; 
Dryden himfelf, to pleafe a frantic age, 
Was forc'd to Jet his judgment ftoop to rage, 
‘Yoa wild audience he conform’d his voice, 
Comply’d to cuitoni, but not err’d by choice : 
Deem then the people’s, not the writer’s fin, 
Almanfor’s rage, and rants of Maximin ; 
"That fury {peut in each elaborate piece, 
He vies fur fame with ancient Rome‘and Greece. 
Fir ¢ Mulgrave rote, Rofcommon next, like 
light, 
To clear our darknefs, and to guide our Right 5 
‘With fleady judgment, and in lefty founds, 
‘They gave us patterns, and they fee us bounds; 
‘The Stayyrite and Horace laid afide, 
Yoform’d by them, we need no foreign guide: 
‘Who feck from poetry a lafting name, 
May in their leffons Jearn the road to fame ; 
But let the bold adventurer be fure 
That every line the teft of truth endure ; 
On this foundation may the fabric rife, 
Firm and unfhaken, till it touch the fkies. 
From pulpits banifh’d, from the court, from love, 
Forfaken truth feeks fhelter in the grove ; 
Cherith, ye mufes! the neglected fair, 
And take into your train th’ abandon’d wanderer- 


* Comeile. + Lucan. |! Rieg Charles If. 
S4rlof Mulgrave’s Elfay upon P 
“iy aunon’s upon ‘Tranflated V 
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EXPLANATORY ANNOTATIONS 
ON THE : 
FOREGOING POEM. 


() Tue peetic world is nothing but fidion ;, 
Parnaffus, Pegafus, and. the Mufes, pure imagina- 
tion and chimera; but being however a {}ftem 
univerfally agreed on, all. that has or miay be con- 
trived or invented upon this foundation, accord- — 
ing to nature, shall be reputed as truth; but what> __ 
foever fhall diminifh from, or exceed the juft pro-*: 
portions of nature, thal] be rejected as falfe, and ~ 
pafs for extravagance ; as dwarfs and giants, for: 
montters. . 4 


E . 4 

(2) When Homer, mentioning. Achilles,-terma * 
him a lion, this is a metaphor; and the meaning © 
is obvious and trite, though the literal fenfe be {, 
falfe, the poet intending thereby to give his reaster * 
fome idea of the ftrength and fortitude of his he= 
ro. Had he faid, that wolf, or that bear, this had 
been falfe, by pretending an image not conform- 
able to the nature and character of a hero, &c. 


. , . 
(3) Hyperboles are of diverfe forts, and the 
manner of introducing them is different: fome : 
arc as it were naturalized and eftablifhed by a.cul+ 
tomary way of expreflion ; as. when.we.fay, fush 
a one is as {wift as the wind, whiter than {now, or ; 
the like. Homer fpeaking of Nereus, calls him >, 
beauty itfelf. Martial of Zoilus, lewdnefs itfelf, 
Such hyperboles lie indeed, but deceive us noty 
and therefore Seneca terms them ies that readily 
conduct our imagination to truths, and have an 
intelligible fignification, though the expreffion be 
ftrained beyond credibility. Cuftom has hkewife 
familiarized another way for hyperboles, for ex- 
ample, by irony; as when we fay of fome infa- 
mous woman, fhe’s a civil perfon, where the mean 
ing is to be taken quite oppofite to the latter, 
Thefe few figures are mentioned only for example 
fake ; it will be underitood that all others are to 

be ufed with the like care and difcretion, 

(4) Eneeded not to have travelled fo far for 
an extravagant flight; I remember one of Britilh _ 
growth of the like nature; 


See thofe dead bodies hence convey’d with care, 
Life may perhaps return—with change of air. 
But Uchoofe rather to correét gently, by foreign 
‘examples, hoping that fuch as are confcious of the * 
like excefles will take the hint, and fecretly re- 
prove themfelyes. It may be poffible for fome 
tempers to maintain rage and indignation to the 
laft gafp; but the foul andbody once parted, there 

mutt neceffarily be a determination of action. 
Quodeungue olendis mibi fic incredulus adi. 
I cannot forbear quoting on this occafion,'as an 
example for the prefent purpofe, two noble lines 


of Jafper Main’s, in the collection of the Oxford 
veries printed in the year 1643, upon the death cz 





erry pane Lord Rot: { my grandfather, Sir Bevil Cranville, Asin in the 





‘gts 

heat of action at the battle of Landfdowne. The 
poet, after having defcribed the-fight, the foldicrs 
animated by the cxample of their leader, and en- 
raged at his death, thus concludes: 


‘Thus he being fain, his aio fought anew, 
And the dead conquer’d, whilft the living flew. 


‘This is agreeable to truth, and within the compafs 
‘of nature: it is thus only that the dead can ad. 


(5) Le jour qu'elle ndquit, Penus bien gu'immortelle, 
Penja mourir deonte, en la voyant fi belle, 
Les graces al? envi difeendirent dei cieve 
Pour avoir U' bondur d'accompagner fes yeux, 
Bt P amour, qut ne pit entrer dans fon courage, 
Voulut obfiinément lager fur fon vifage. 


‘This is a lover's defcription of his miflrefa, by the 
great Corneille ; civil, to be fure, and polite as any 
thing can be. Let any body tarn over Wailer, and 
he will fee how much mote naturally and deli- 
cately the Englifh author treats the article of love, 
than this celcWrated Frenchman. 1 would not, 
bewever, be thought by any derogatory quotation 
‘to take from the therit of a writer whofe reputa- 
tion is fo univerfally and fo juftly eftablithed in all 
nations; but as I {aid before, {rather choofe, where 
any failings are to be found, to corre’ my own 
countrymen by foreign examples, than to provoke 
them by inttances drawn from their own writings, 
Flumanum off ervare, ¥ cannot forbear one quota- 
tion more frony another celebrated French author. 
It is an epigtam upon 4 monument for Francis I. 
king of France, by way of queftion and anfwer, 
which in Englith is verbatim thus : 


Under this marble, who ies buried here ? 
Francis the Great, a king beyond compare. 
‘Why has fo great a king fo fmall a fone ? 
Of that great king here’s but the heart alone. 
‘Then of this conqueror here lies but past? 
No—here he lies af—for he was all deart, 


The author. was a Gafcon, to whom I can proper- 
Jy oppofe nobody fo well as a Welchman, for which 
purpofe I am farther furnithed from the foremen- 
tioned collection of Oxford verfes, with an cpigram 
by Martin Lluellin upon the fame fubject, which 
‘Yremember to have heard often repeaced to me 
when I wasa boy. Befides, from whence can we 
draw better examples than from the very {cat and 
purfery of the mules? 


"Yhus flain, thy valiant + anceftor did lie, 
‘When his one bark a navy did defy ; 
When now encompafs’d round, he victor feod, 
And bath'd his pinnace in his conquering blood, 
"Lill all the purple curreat dry’d and f{pent, 
He fell; and made the waves his monument. 
* Where fhall the text fam'd Granville’s afhes ftand ? 
. “Hby grandfice’s Gills the fea, and thine the land, 


Fcannot fay the two Iaft lines, in which confifts 
the fling or point of the epigram, are ftridtly con- 
+ Sir Richard Grangille, vice aduiiral of Fogland, in the 
Teign of Queea Elizaheth, maintained a fight with his 
Pugle thipmkainf the whole Armada of Spalu, conuitirg 
af futy-three of their bett men of war, 


| himfelf : 





i and Almanzor, which cry vengeance 
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formable to the rule herein fet down? the wor. 
oftes, metaphorically, can fignify nothing but fume 
which is mere found, and can fill no fpace eathe: 
of and or fea: The Weichman, however, muit bx 
allowed to have out-done the Gafcon. The fallacy 
of the French epigram appears at firft fight ; bu 
the Englifh ftrikes the fancy, fufpends and dazzle: 
the judgment, and may perhaps be allowed to pati 
ander the fhelter of thofe daring hyperboles, 
which, by prefenting an obvious meaning, make 
their way, according to Seneca, through the incre- 
dible to true. H 


(6) Pi&rix caufa Deis plaucit, fed vifta Caton. 


The confent of fo many ages having eftablithed 
the reputation of this line, it may perhaps be pre- 
fumption to attack it ; but it is not to be fuppofed 
that Cato, who is defcribed to have been a man of 
rigid morals and ftriét devotion, more refembligg: 
the gods than men, would have chofer any pagy 
in oppofition ta thofe gods, whom he prof 
adore. The poet would give us to, inderftand, 
that this hero was too righteops a perfon to ac- 
company the divinities themfelves in an unjuft 
caufe ; but to reprefent a mo:tal man to be either 
wifer or jufter than the Deity, may fhow the im- 
piety of the writer, but add nothing to the merit 
of the hero; neither reafon nor religion will ale 
low it, and it is impoflible for a corrupt being tu 
be more excellent than a divine: Succefs implies 
permiffion, and not approbation ; to place the gods 
always on the thriving fide, is to make them pare 
takers of all fuccefsful wickedness: To judge right, 
we mut wait for the conclufion of the action; the 
cataftrophe will beft decide on which fide is Pro 
vidence, and the violent death of Czfar acquits 
the. gods from being compsnions of his ufurpa- 
tion. 
Lucan was a determined republican ; no wonder 
he was a free-thinker. 








(7) Mr. Dryden, in one of his prologues, has 
thefe two lines: 


He’s bound to pleafe, not to write well, and knows 
‘There is a mode in plays, as well as clothes. 


From whence it is plain where he has expofed 
himfelf to the critics; he was forced to follow the 
fafhion to humour an andience, and not to pleafe 
himfelf. A hard facrifice to make for prefent 
fubfittence, efpecially for fuch as would have their 
writings live as well as themfelves. Nor can the 
poet whofe labours are his daily bread, be deliver- 
ed from this cruel neceflity, unlefs fome more cere 
tain encouragement cau be provided than the bare 
uncertain profits of a third day, and the theatre 
be put under fome more impartial management 
than the jurifdiétion of players. Who write te 
live, muft unavoidably comply with their tafte by 
whole approbation they fubfift; fome generous 
prince, or prime minifler like Richlieu, can only 
find a remedy. in his epiftle dedicatory to the 
Spanith Briar, this incomparable poet thus cenfures 


Frigg 


upon mg 


“ [remember fome verfes of my own, 
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“ for their extravagance, &c. All I can fay for 
thofe paflages, which are, { hope, not many, is, 
that I knew they were bad enough to pleafe, 
even when I wrote them; but | repent of them 
among my fins: And if any of their fellows in- 
trude by chance into my prefent writings, 1 
draw a ftroke over thofe Dalhilahs of the theatre, 
and am refolved } will fettle myfelf no reputa- 
ties by the applaufe of fools: "Fis not that 1 
am moertified to atl ambition, but I fcorn as 
much to take it, from half-witted judges, as I 
 fhould to raife an eftate by cheating of bubbles : 
“ Neither do [ difcommend the lofty ftyle in tra- 
gedy, which is pompous and magnificent; but 
“ nothing is truly fublime, that is not juft and 
* proper.” 

‘This may ftand as an unanfwerable apology for 
Mr, Dryden, againft his critics; and likewife for 
an unqueltionable authority to confirm thofe prin- 
ciples which the forcgoing poem pretends to lay 
‘Bown, for nothi z can be, juft and proper but 
what is buirt upo.. truth. 


« 





FPIGRAMS AND CHARACTERS, &c. 
Tnfeviption for a Fig reofenting the Gad of Love. 


Whoe’er thou art, thy lord and matter fee, 
‘Thou watt my flave, thou art, or chou fhalt be. 






Definition of Love, 
Love is hegot by fancy, bred 
y ignorance, by expectation fed, 
eftroy’d by knowledge, and at heft, 
Loft ia the moment ’tis poffefs'd, 


Wome. 
Women to cards may be compar'd, we play 
A round or two, when us'd we throw away, 
Take a frefh packs nor is it worth our grivviog. 
‘Who cuts or shuflles with onr dirty leaving. 


The Relief. 
Of two reliefs to eafe a love-fick mind, 
Flavia prefcribes dedpair ; T urge, be kind : 
Flavia, be kind, the remedy’s as fure, 


"Fis the moft pleafant, and the quickeft cure, 





Sent to Clarinda with a Novrl, intituled, Ley Malhaurs 
de L? Amour, faa 

Hafte to Clarinda, and reveal 

Whatever pains poor lovers feel ; 

‘When that is done, then tell the fair 

That | endure much more for her: 

‘Who'd truly kaow love's pow’r or finart, 

Mutt view her eyes, and read my heart, 


. Written in ber Prayer-Book. 
In vain, Clarinda, night and day 
For pity to the gods you pray ; 

* What arrogance on Heav’n to cali 
For that which you deny to all! 


; . Song. To the fame. 
Yn vain a thoufand flaves have try'd 
‘Vu overcome Clarinda’s prids i 





ing 
Pity pleading, 
Love perfuading, 

When her icy heart is thaw'd, 

Honour chides, and ftraight the’s aw’d, 
Foolifh creature, 
Follow nature, 

Wafte not thus your primes 
Youth’s a treafure, 
Love's a pleafure, 

Both deftroy’d by time. 


On the fome. 
Clarinda, with a haughty grace, 
In fcornful poftures fets her Face, 
And looks as fhe were born alone 
To give us love, and take from none, 
Though I adore to that degree, 
Clarinda, I would die for thee, , 
If you’re too proud to eafe my pain, 
I am too proud for your difdain. 


Her Name. 
Guefs, and Pil frankly own her name 
Whofe cyes have kindled fuch a fame; 
‘The Spartan or the Cyprian queen 
Had ne’er been fung had fhe been feen, 
Who fet the very gods at war, 
Were but faine images of her. 
Believe me, for by Heav'ns ‘tis true, 
The fun in all his ample view. 
Secs nothing hatf fo fair or bright, 
Not even his own reflected light. 
$o {weet a face! fuch graceful mien! 
Who can this be ?~’Tis Howard—or Bai 


trey 


CLEORA. 
Creora has her wih, the weds a peer, 


| Her weighty train two pages fcarce can bear: 


Perfia, and both the Indies mutt provide, 

To grace her pomp, and gratify her prides 

Of rich brocade’a fhining robe fhe wears, 

And gems furround her lovely neck, like ftars; 
Drawn by fix grays, of the proud Belgian kind, 
With a long train of livery beaux behind, 

She charms the park, and fets all hearts on fire, 
‘The lady’s envy, and the mens defire. 

Beholding thus, O happy as a queen! 

We cry; but thift the gaudy flattering {cene ; 
View her at home, in her domeftic light ; 

For thither the muft come, at leaf at night; 
What has fhe there? A furly ill-bred lord, 

Who chides, and {naps her up at every word; 

A brutal fot, who while the holds bis head, 
With drunken filth bedawbs the nuptial bed; 
Sick to the heart, the breathes the naufeous fume 
Of pdious fteams, that poifon all the room ; 
Weeping all night the trembling creature lies, 
And counts the tedious hours when the may rife+ 
But moft the fears, left waking fhe fhould find, 
To make amends, the monfter would be kind; 
Thofe matchlefs beauties, worthy of a god, ° 
Mui pe though much averfe, the loathforia’ 
What then may be the chance that next enfues ? 
Some vile difeafe, {refk reeking from the ftews; 


eb 
Ris 
‘Phe fecret venom circling in her veins, [Rains ; 

* Works through her fkin, and burits in blotting 
Her cheeks their freftinefa lofe, and wonted grace, 
And an unufual palenefé fpreads her face ; 

Her eyes grow dim, and her cerruyted breath 
Tainting ber gumis, infe@ts her iv'ry teeth! 
Of tharp no@urnal avguith the complains, 
And, guiltlefs of the caufi, relates her pains. 

: Whe tonfcious hufband, whom like fymptoms feize, 
Charges on her she guilt of their dileafe; 
Affeing fury aéts a’ n.adman’s part, 

He'll rip the fatal tecret from her heart; 
Bids her confefs, cails her ten thoulacd names; 
An vain the kneels, the weeps, prore?-, exclaims 
Scarce with her life fhe “tScapes, expos’a to 
fhame, 
In body tortur’d, murder’ in ber Seme, 
Rots with a vile adul reis’s none 
Abandun’d by her fiends, without defence, 
(And happy vily or her innocence. 
Such is the ver geauce the jint ys ds provide 
For thofe who barter hierty ior pride, 
Who impioufy tiv ke the powers above 
"Fo witnefs to,falle vows of mutual love. 
‘Thontands of pour Cleora’s may be found, 
Such hufbai ds. aid fuch wretched wives abound. 
Ye guardian powers! the arbiters of biifs, 
Preferve Ciaritna from a fate like thie; 
You form’ bur bot any groce deny’, 
But gave, alas. a tpark too wuch of price, 
Reform thar failing, and prateét her {hill ; 
© fave her from: the curic of chuofing ill ! 
Deew it not envy; or a jealous care, 
That moves thele withes, or provokes this prayer ; 
‘Though worle than death | dread to fee thole 
Allotted to fome happier mortai’s arais, (charms 
‘Tormenting thought! yet could f bear that pain, 
Or any iil, but hearing her complain ; 
Incent on her, my love furgets his own, 
Nor frames one wif, but for her fake alone; 
‘Whome'er the gods have deflin'd to p:efer, 
‘Fhey cannot make me wretched, biefling her. 


eS 
CLOE. 


InpaTient with defire, at taf 
Iventur’d to fay forms afide ; 
’Twas 1 was modeit, not fhe chafte, 
Cloe, fo-gently prefe'd, comply’d. 
‘With idle awe, an amorous fvol, 
T gaz’d upon her eyes with fear; 
Say, love, how cane your flave fo dull, 
To read no better there? 
Thus to ourfelves the greatett focs, 
Although the nymph be welt inclin'd; 
For want of cuurage to propofe, 
By ourown {clly fhe’s unkind. 

















MRS. CLAVERING *, SINGING. 


Wurn we behold her angel face; 
Or when fhe fings with heavenly grace, 


# Afterwards Lady Cowper. 


THE WORKS OF GRANVILLE, 


; In what we hear, or what we fee, 
; So ravifhing’s the harmony, 
The melting foul in rapture loft, 
| Knows not which charm enchants it moft, 
Sounds that made hills and rocks rejoice, 
Anrphion’s lute, the fyren’s voice, 
Wonders with pain receiv’d for true, 
At once find credit, and renew ; 
N. charms like Clavcring’s voice furprife, 
Except the magie of her eyes. 


* 


SS 
SONG. 


‘Tue happieft mortals once were we, 
Teva Wyra, Myra me 
tuo acfirous of the bicHing, 
Nething wanting bet policiing ; 
1 jos’ 32yra, Myra me, 
The na picit mortais once were we. 








but fluce crucs tutes diflever, 

ve, ud torn for ever, 
eoend an, ¢ 
befmed me, 

Of ail yams, tne geeatet pain, 

Is to love, and love in vain. 














| THE WILD BOAR’S DEFENCE. 


A x0ax who had enjoy’d a happy reign 

Fo, many a y.ar, and ted on many a man, 

Cal’ to account, feftening his favage eyes, 

hus fuppliant, pleads his cauie before he dies. 
For what am 1 condemn’d ? My crimes no more 

‘To eat a man, than yours to eat a boar: 

We feck not you, but take what chance provides, 

Nature, and mere receffity our guides. 

You murder us in fport, then difh us up 

For drunken feafts, a relith for the cup: 

We lengthen not our meais; but you muf feaft, 

Gorge ull your beilies burft—pray who's the beaft ? 

With your humanity you keep a fufs, 

But are 19 truth worle brutes than all of us: 

We prey not on cur kind, but you, dear brother, 

Mott beafily of all beatts, devour each other: 

Kings worry kiogs, neighbour with neighbour 

ftrives, 

Fathers and fons, friends, brothers, hufbands, wives, 

By fraud or force, by poifon, fword, or gun, 

Deftroy each other, every mother’s fon, 





FOR LIBERALITY. 


Tuovau fafe thou think’ft thy treafure lies, 
Hicden in chefts from human eyes, 

A fire may come, and it may be 

Bury’, my friend, as far from thee, 

Thy veffel that yon ocean ftems, 

Loaded with golden duft, and gems, 
Purchas’d with fo much pains and coft, 

Yet in a tempeft may be loft. 





PO 


Pimps, whores, and bawds, a thanklefe crew, 
Priefh, pick pockets, and lawyers too, 

Alihelp by feveral ways to drain, 

Thanking themfelves for what they gain = 
"The liberal are fecure alone, 

For what we frankly give, for ever is our own. 


' 





CORINNA. 


Conrnwa, in the bloom of youth 
| Was coy to every lover, 
Regardlefs of the tendereft truth, 

No foft complaint could move her. 


Mankind was hers, all at her feet 

“Lay proftrate and adoring + 

“The witty, handfome, rich, and great, 

ie In_vain alike imploring. 

“But now grown old, the would repair 
Her lofs of time, and pleafure ; 

Mwith willing eyes, and wantor air, 

& Inviting every gazer. 


‘fut love’s a (ummier flower, that dies 
2 With the firft weather’s changing, 
The lover, like the fwall.w, flies 

: From fun to fun ftill ranging. 


EMyra, let this example move 
Your foolith heart to reafon ; 
Youth is the proper tine for love, 

© And age is virtue’s feafon. 


———— ee 


CLOE, 


Barour as the day, and like the morning, fair, 
Buch Cloe is—and common as the air, 





A RECEIPT FOR VAPOURS. 


Way pines my dear? to Fulvia his young bride, 
Who weeping fat, thus aged Cornus cry’d. 
Alas: faid the, fuch vifiens break my reft, 
The flrangett thoughts [think [ am poffeft : 
My {mptems I have told to men of fkill, 
‘And if | would—they fay—I might be well. 

Take their advice, faid he, my poor dear wife, 
Pll buy ar any rate thy precious life. 
Blufhing, the would excufe, but all in vain, 
|A dodtor mutt be fetch'd to eafe her pain 
Hard prefi’d, the yields: from White's, or wills, 

or ‘Fuum's, 

No matter which. he’s fummon’d, and he comes. 
‘The careful hufband, with a kind embrace 
Entreats hie care: then bows, and quits the place : 
For little ailments oft attend the fair, 
fNot decenr fora hufband’s eye, or ear, 
‘Somehing the dame would fay _ the ready knight 
Prevents her {peech—Here’s that thall fet you 
‘ right, 


EM Ss. 1 
Madam, faid he—with that the door's made clofes 
He gives delicioufly the healing dofe.* 

Alas! fhe cries: ah me' O cruel cure.t 

Did ever woman yet like me endure? 

The work perform’d, up rifing gay and lighty. 

Old Cornus is cali'd in to fee che fight; 

A fprightly red vermilion’s all her face, 

And her eyes languith with unufua! grace : 

With tears of joy freth guthing from his eyes, 

O wond'rcus power of art! old Cornus cries; 
Amazing change! aftonifhing fuccefs: _ 

Thrice happy [! what a brave doctor’s this! 
Maids, wives, and widows, with fuch whims gps . 


preft, 
May thus find certain eale—Probgtum oP. , 


ON AN ILL-FAVOURED LORD, 


“Twat Macro’s looks ace good, fet no man doubt, * 
Which I, his friend and fervant—thus make out, 
In every line of his perfidious face, ° 
The fecret malice of his heart we traces 

So fair the warning, and fo plainly writ, 

Let none condemn the light that thows a pit. 
Cocles, whofe face finds credit for his heart, _ - 
Who can efcape fo fmooth a yillain’s act?“ 
Adorn’d with every grace that can pérfnade, 
Seeing we truft, though {ure to be-betray’d; 

His looks are fnares: but Macro’s, cry beware, 
Believe not, though ten thoufand oaths ha” 

fwear; ; 

If thon’rt deceiv’d, obferving well this rule, 

Not Macro is the knave, but thou the fool. 

In this one point, he and his looks agree; 

As they betray their maiter—fo did he. 


CLOE. 


Croe’s the wonder of her fex, 
*Tis well her heart is tender, 
How might fuch killing eyes perplex, 
With virtue to defend her? ©” 
But nature gracioufly inclin’d 
With liberal hand to pleafe us, 
Has to her boundlofs beauty join’é 
A boundiefs bent to cafe us. 


. 


ON THE SAME. 





; Of injur’d fame, and mighty wrongs receiv'd, 
\ Cloe complains and wondronfly’s aggriev'd : 
| That free and lavish of a beauteous face, 
! The faire and fouieft her races 
j She's mine, or thine, and frrotling up and dowa,e 
| Sncks in more filth than aoy fink intown, = 
‘Tnot deny this | have faid, ’tis true; 

What wrong | to give fo bright a nymph het 

ue, 








mg 
CORINNA. 


So well Corinns likes the joy, 
She vows the'li never more be coy, 
She drinks eseenal draughts of pleafure ; 

Eternal deanghts do not fuffice, 
OQ! give me, give me more, the cries, 

” “Tis all too little, little meafure. 
‘Thus wifely he makes up for time 
Mifpent, while youth was in its prime: 
So travellers whe wafte the day, 
Careful and cautious of their way, 
Noting at length the fetting fun, 
‘They mend their pace as hight comes on, 
Dauble their {peed to reach their inn, 
And whip and fpur through thick and thin. 





CLOE PERFUMING HERSELF. 


Bexweve me; ‘Cloe, thofe perfumes that cok 
Such fam to. Caieetehs thea, is txeafare lod ; 
. Not all Arabia yould {nfficient he, 
‘Thou fmell'ft nat of thy fweets, they ftink of thee 





BELINDA, 


Briinna’s pride’s an arrane cheat 
A foolith artifice to blind ; 

@ome honeft glance that feorns deceit 
Does Rill reveal her native mind. 


With look demure, and forc’d difdain, 
She idly aéts the faint; 5 
‘We fee through this difguife as plain 
As we diftinguifh paint. 
So have J {een grave fools defign, 
‘With formal looks to pafs for wile; + 
But nature is a light will thine, 
And break through all difguife. 





IMPROMPTU. 


Written under a Piflure of the Countefs of Sandwich, 
Drawn in Man's Habit, 





‘Wren Sandwich in her fex’s garb we fee, 

‘The queen of beauty then fhe feems to be: 
Now fair Adonis in this male difguife, 

Or little Cupid with his mother’s eyes. 

No ftyle of empire chang’d by this remove, 
Who feem’d the goddefs, feems the god of love. 


TO MY FRIEND 
MR, JOHN DRYDEN, 
@N HIS SEVERAL, EXCELLENT TRANSLATIONS OF 
THE ANCIENT POE1S. 


As flowers tranfplanted from a fouthern iky, 
But hardly bear, or in the raifing die, 


THE WORKS OF GRANVILLE 


Miffing their native fan, at beft retain 

But a faine odour, and furvive with pain: .* 

Thus ancient wit, in modern numberstaught, *, 

Wanting the warmth with which its author § 
wrote, 

Is a dead image, and a fenfelefs dranght. 

While we transfule the nimble fpirit flies, 

Efcapes unfsen, evaporates, and dies. 

Who then to copy Roman wit defire, 

Mutt imitate with Roman force and fire, 

In elegance of flyle, and phrafe the fame, 

And in the fparkling genius, and the flame; 

Whence we conclude from thy tranftated fong, 

So jutt, fo fmooth, fo foft, and yet fo ftrong ; 

Celeftial poet! foul of harmony ! 

That every genius was reviv'd in thee. . 

‘Thy trumpet foufds, the dead are rais’d to light, 

Never to die, and take to heaven their flight; 

Deck'd in thy vérfe, a8 clad with-rays they shid 

All glorify’d, immortal, and divine. 

As Britain in rich foil, abounding wide, 
Fernifh’d for ufe, for luxury, and pride, 
Yet fpreads her wanton fails on evety fhore 
For foreign wealth, infatiate ftill of more ; 

To her own wool the filks of Afia joins ; 

And to her pleriteous harvefts, Indian mines : 
So Dryden, not contented with the fame 

Of his own works, though an immortal name, é 
Te lands remote, fends forth Bis Foarned mute, 
The nobdleft feeds of foreign wit to choofe ; 
Feafting our fenfe fo many various waye, 

Say, is’t chy bounty, or thy chirft of praife ? 
That by comparing others, all might fee, 

Who moft excell'd, are yet excell’d by thee, 


fm 





A MORNING HYMN, 


TO THE DUCHESS OF HAMILTON. 


Awake, bright Hamilton, arife, 
Goddefs of love, and of the day ; 
Awake, difclofe thy radiant eyes, 
And fhow the fun a brighter ray. i 
Phoebus in vain calis forth the blufhing morn, 
He but creates the day which you adora. 
The lark, thar wont with warbling throat 
Early to falute the tkies, 
Or fleeps, or eHe fufpends his note, 
Difclaiming day till you arifé, 


Goddefs awake, thy beams difplay, 
Reftore the univerfe to light, 
When Hamilton appears, then dawns the day 3 
And when the difappears, beginathe night. 


Lovers, who watchful vigils keep, 

(For lovers never, never fleep) 

Wait for the rifing of the fair, . 

To offer fongs and hymns of prayer ; 
Like Perfians to the fun, 

Even life, and death, and fate are there: 


For in the rolls of ancient deftiny, =. 
Th’ inevitable book, twas noted down,’ 


POEM 4% 


The dying thould revive, the living die, 
Ag Hamilton fhall finile, as Hamileon thall 
frown: 


CHORUS 


Awake bright Hamilton, arife, 
Gaddefs of love, and of the day, 
Awake, difelofe thy radiant eyes, 
And fhow the fur a brighter ray. 
Phoebus in vain calls forth the blufhing morn, 
‘He but creates the day, which you adorn. 


PRINKING SONG TO SLEEP. 


«Great god of ficep, fince it mutt be, 
That we mutt give fome hours to thee, 
invade me not while the free bow 
BG! yws in my checks, and warms my foul; 
phar be my only time to fnore, 
AWhen I can laugh, and drink oo more; 
Short, very fhort be then thy reign, 
For I'm in hafte to laugh apd drisk again. 
“, But Of if melting in my arms, 
An forne foft dream, with all her charms, 
“The nymph belov'd thould then furprife , 
“And grant what waking the denies ; 
?Then, gentle Number, pr’ythee flay, 
Slowly, ah! flowly bring the day, 
e Let ne rede noife my bitfs deftroy, 
“Buch {weet delusion ’s real joy. 





Lritten under Mrs, Hare's Name, ujon a Drinking- 
j Ghifi. 


Tue gods of wins, and wit, and love prepare, 
With cheerful bowls to celebrate the fair : 

Love is enjoin’d to name his favourite toaft, 
And Hare’s the goddefs that delights him mof 5 
Phoebus approver, and bids the trumpet found, 
‘And Bacchus i pumper fends it round. 





Under the Duchefs of Bolton's. 


‘Love's keeneft darts yre radiant Bolton’s care, 
iWhich the bright gocet: pefons with defpair : 
?The god of wine cb. ware cf.ct forefees, 

Sand fends the juice that gives the lover eafc. 








Unelir the Lady Harper's Name. 


To Warper. fprightly, young, and gay, 
2 Sweet as the rufy morn in May, 

Fill to the brim, li drink it up 
PTo the lat drop, were poiion in the cap. 


Under the Lady Mary Villiers’ Name. 


“Ye Pnot live you, Villiers, more 
Than ever mortal lov'd before, 


‘gag. 
With fuch a paffion fix'd and fure, 

As even poffeffion coukd not cure, 

Never t:: ceafe but wich my breaths 

May then this bumper be my death. 


— 


CUPID DISARMED. 


TO THE PRINCESS D’AUVERGR 
a. 
Curtin, delighting to be near her, 
= Charm’d to behold her, charm’d to hear her, 
As he ftood gazing on her face, 
Enchanted with each matchlefs grace, 
Loft in the trance, he drops the dart, 
Which never fails to reach the heart ; 
She feizes it, and arms her hand, 
« °Tis thus I love himfelf command; . » 
“ Now tremble, cruel boy, fhe faid, 
“ For all the mifchief you have made.” 


The God, recovering his furprife, 
Trutts to his wings, away he flies. 
Swift as an arrow cuts the wind, 

And leaves his whole artillery behind, 


Princefs, reftore the boy his ufelefs darts, 
With furer charms you captivate our hearts} 
Love's captives oft their liberty regain, 
Death only can releafe'us froma your chain. 
4 
EXPLICATION IN FRENCH» 


CUPIDON DESARME. 
Fable pour Madame la Princefe D’ Auvergnt. . 


Coron prenant plafir de fe trouver tofjours 
aupres delle; charmé de Ja voir, charmé de V'en~ 
tendre: Comme il admirojt un jour fes graces 
inimitables, dans cette diftraétion de fon ame et de 
fes fens, if] laiffa tomber ce dard fatal qui ne man- 
que jamis de percer les cours, Elle Je ramaifle 
foudain, et s’armant la belle main. 7 


« C'eft ainfi, dit elle, que je me rend maitreffe 
« de Pamour, tremblez, enfaat malin, je veux 
 vanger tous les maux que tu as fair.” 


Le Dieu etonné, revenant de fa furprize, fe fiant 
a fesailes, s’echappe, ¢t s’envole vite comme une 
fleche qui fend lair, et lui laiffe la poffeffion de 
toute fon artillerie. 


Princefle readez {vi fea armes.-qui vous font 
inutiles: [fants< 

‘La nature vous a donnee des charmes plys puif- 

Les captives de l'amour fouvent recouvrent 12 

liberté ; [les votres. 

M1 n’y @ que la mort feule qui puiffe affranchir 








BACCHUS DISARMED. 


TO MRS, LAURA DILLON, NOW LADY FALKLAND: 


Baccuus to arms, the enemy ’s at hand, 
| Laura appears; ftand to your giallts ftand;> 


70 
‘The god of love, the god of wine defies, 
Behold him io full march, in Laura's eyes 
Bacchus to arms, and to refift the dart, 

Each with a faithful brimmer guard his heart. 
Fly, Bacchus, fly, there’s treafon in the cup, 
Fer jove comes pouring in with every drop ; 

I feel him in my heart, my blood, my brain, 
Fly, Bacchus, fly, refiftance is in vain, 

+Or craving quarter, crown a friendly bow! 
To Laura’s health, and give up all thy foul. 





THYRSIS AND DELIA. 


SONG IN DIALOGUE. 


THYRSIS. 
Bea, how long muft I defpair, 
And tax you with difdain ; 
Séil to my tender love fevere, 
Untouch'd when I complain ? 


- DELIA. 
When men of equal merit love us, 
And do with equal ardor fue, 
‘Thyrfis, you know but one muft move us, 
"Can E be your's and Strephon’s too? 


My eyes view both with mighty pleafure, 
Impartial to your high defert, 
To both alike, efteem { meafure, 
To one alone-can give my. heart. 
THYRSIS. 
Myfterious guide of inclination, 
‘Tell me, tyrant, why am [ 
Withequal merit, equal paflion, 
Thus the viétim chofen to dic? 
Why am 1 r 
‘The victim chofen to'dic ? 
DELTA. 
On fate alone depends fuccefs, 
And fancy, reafon over-rulss, 
Or why fhontd virtue ever mifs 
Reward, fo often given to fools? , 
Tis not the valiant, nor the witty, 
But. who aloue is born to pleafe 5 
Love does predeftinate our pity, 
We choofe but whom he firlt decrees, 





A LATIN INSCRIPTION 


@N A MEDAL FOR LEWIS XiV. OF @RANCE. 


Paroximus et fimilis regnas, Ludovice, tananti, 
Vim {ummam, fumma cum pietate. geris, 
Magnus ¢8 expanfis alis, fed maximus armis, 
Protegis hinc Anglos, ‘Teutones inde feris. 
Quin cdgant tote Titania foedera 10, 
Hla acquilam tantim, Gallia fulmen habet, 





ENGLISHED, 
AND APPLIED TO QUEEN ANNE, 
Next to the thunderer let Anna flan.t 
In piety fupreme, as in command : 


7 








THE WORKS OF GRANVILLE. 


Fam'd for vidtorions arms and generous aid, 
Youn t Auftria’s refuge,and fierce Bourbon’s dreads 
Titanian leagues in vain fhall brave the Rhine, 
When to the eagle, you the thunder join. 


URGANDA'S PROPHECY. 


Spoken by way of Epilogue at the firft reprefentation of 
the Britife Enchanters. 


Propuettc fury rolls within my breaft, 

Aad as at Delphos, when the foaming prieft 

Full of his God, proclaims the diftant doom 

Of kings unborn, and nations yet to come; 

My Ishauring mind fo ftruggles to unfold 

On Britifh ground a future age of gold; a 
But left incredulous you hear—behold : 


Here a Scene reptefenting the Queen, and the feveral 
Triumphs of Her Majefy's Reign. 


High on a throne appears the martial queen, 

With grace fublime, and with imperial mien; 

Surveying round her, with impartial eyes, 

Whom to prote@, or whom the hall chattife. 

Next to her fide, vidtorious Maribro’ ftands, 

Waiting, obfervant af her dread commands; 

The queca ordains, and like Alcides, he 

Obcys, and executes her high decree, 

In every line of her aufpicious face 

Scfe mercy fmiles, adorn’d with every grace; 

So angels look, and {9 when hcaven decrees, 

They fcourge the world to piety and peace. 
Emprefs and conqu’ror, hail! the fates ordain 

O’er all the willing world fole arbitrefs to reign; 

To no one people are thy laws confin’d, 

Great Britain’s queen, but guardian of mankind; 

Sure hope of all who dire oppreflion bear, 

For all th’ opprefs'd become thy inftant care. 

Nations of conqueft proud, thou tam’ft to free, 

D.nouncing war. prefencing liberty; : 

Whe vittor to the vanquith'd yields a prize, 

Vor in thy triamph their redemption lies; 

Freedom and peace, for ravifh’d fame you give, 

Invade to blefs. and conquer to relieve. 

So the fun feorches, and revives by turns, 

Requi.ing with nich metals where he burns. 
‘Vaught by this great example to be juft, 

Succeeding kings fhall well fulfil their tru; } 

Diftord, and war, and tyranny thall ceafe, : 
nd jurring nations be compell’d to peace ; 

sand ftates, like fubjects fhall agree 

‘To truft her power, fafe in her piety. 








PROLOGUE 


TO THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 


Ports by obfervation find it true, 

’ Tis harder much ¢e p'eafe themfelves than you; 
To weave a plot, t: work and to refine 

& Isbour'd fcene; to polith every line 


POEM & 


Jolement mutt fweat, and feeia mother’s pains: 

Vaiu tools! thus to difturb and rack their bras, 

When. more indulgent to the writer's eaic, 

You are too good to be fe hard to pleate ; 

No fuch convalfive pangs it will require 

‘To write the pretty things which you adimire. 
Qur author then, to pleafe you, in your way, 

Prefents you now a bauble of a play ; 

In jingling rhyme, well fortify'd and (trong, 

He fights entrench’d o'er head and ears in Jong, 

Tf here and therefome evil-fated line, 

Should chance through inadverteacy co shine, 

Forgive him, beaux, he means you no offence, 

But begs you for the love of fong and dance, 

‘Yo pardon all the poetty and fenie. 


j 


ANOTHER EPILOGUE, 
DESIGNED FOR THE SAME, 


Wr once, like beauty, without art or drefs, 

Naked, and unadorn’d, could find fuccela, 

‘Vill by fruition, novelty deftroy‘d, 

‘The nymph mutt fing new charms to be enjoy’d. | 

Asby his equipage the man you priz2, 

And ladies muft have gems befide their eyes: 

So fares it too with plays; in vain we write, 

Unlefs the mutie and the dance invite, i 

Scarce Hamlet clears the charges of the night 

Would you bur fix forne flandard how to move, 

We would transform to any thing you love; 

Judge our defire by ott coat ind paina, 

Sure the expence, uncertain are the gains. 

Bat though we fetch from Italy and France 

Our fopperies of tune, and mode of dance, 

Our fturdy Britons feorn to borrow fente + 

Yor never was that arrant changeling known, i 

Who for another's fenfe would quit his own. 
Our author would excofe thefe youthful fcenes, 

Begotten at his entrance in his teens; 

some childifh fancies may approve the toy, 

Some like the mufe the more for being a boy ¢ 

And ladies fhould be pleas'd, if not content, 

‘Vo find fo young a thing, not wholly impotent. 

Our ftage-reformers too he would difarm, 

Ja charity fo cold, in zeal fo warm; 

And therefore to atone for flaze abufes, 


Mowe'er to foreign fathions we fubmit, 
And gain the church-indulgence fur the ming 





Jn only wie this conftancy is fhown, 


Still every fop prefers his mother wit. 
He gives his thirds—to charitable ufes. 





PROLOGUE 
Ge Mr. Bevil Higgen’s excellent Tragedy, called, 


The Generous Conqueror. 


Your comic writet is a common foe, 
None can intrigue in peace, or be a beau, 
Nor wanton wife, nor widow cau be ipedy 
Not even * Ruile] can inter the dead, 

* Ruffel, a famous w 


to a comedy written by 
Futecal. 









You. Vil, 


: a 
But ftraight this cenfor, in his whim of witf 
Strips, and prefents you naked to the pit. 

‘Thus critics fhould, jike thefe, be branded foes, 
Who for the poifon only, fuck the rofe; = 
Snarling and ¢arping, without wit or fenfe; 
impeach niiftakes, o’er!ooking excellence, 


; Asif to every fop it might belong, 


Like fetators to cenfure, right of wrong. 

But generous minds have more heroic views, 
And love and honour are the themes they choofe. 
4 From yon bright heaven our author fetch'd his 

fire, 
And paints the paflions that your eyes infpire : 
Full of that flame, his tender fcenes he warms, 
And frames his goddefa by your matchlefs charsiia’ 





EPILOGUE 
to TUE JEW OF VENIOR, 


Eaca in his tur, the poet |], and the prieft $; 


j Have view’d the ftage, but like falfe prophets 


guets'd, 
The man of zea), in his teligious rage, 


| Would filence poets, and reduce the ttage j 
ia 
The poet, rafhly to get clear, retorts 


On kings the feandal, and befpatters coutts; 
Both efr: for without mincing, to be plain, 
The guilt’s your own of every odious feene: 
The prefenc time ftill gives the ftage its modé, 
The vices that you pradiife, we explode; 
We hold the glafs, and but reflect your thame; 
Like Spartans, by expofing, to reclaint, 
The fables, pinch’d with honger, writes to 
ine, * 
And to your genius muft conform his line ; 
Nor lewd by choice, but merely to fubmit ¢ : 
Would you enccuraye fenfe, fenfe would be 
wrt. 

Good plays we try; which after the firft day, 
Unfeen we act, and to bare benches play ; 
Plain fenfe, which pleas'd your fires an age 
: apos . 
Is loft, without the garniture of thowY 
At vaft expeuce we labour to our ruin, 
And court your favour with our own undoing 
A war of profit mitigates the evil, 
But to be tax’d and beaten—~is the devil. 
How was the ftene forlorn, and how defpid'd} 
When Timon, without mufic, moraliz’d ? 
Shak{peare’s fublime iti vaiui entie’d the thtong, 
Without the aid of Purcel’s fyren feng. 

In the fame antique loom thele feenes were 

wrought, 

Embellifh'd with good morals, and jut though ; 
True nature in her noblett light you fee, 
Ere yet debauch'd by modern gallanery, 
To trifling jeits, and fulfome ribaldry. 
What ruft temains upon the fhining mats; 
Antiquity muft privilege co pats. 





‘ be the Ladies, 
tvden's Hologue to the Pilgrims 
4 Cutser's View of the Seige. ‘: 
24% 


“79% THE WORKS OF GRANVILLE, 


PTs ‘Shakfpeare’s play, and if thefe fcenes mifearry, 


_Aeet Gormon || take the ftage—or Lady Mary +. 





PROLOGUE TO. THE SHE-GALLANTS; 


oR, 


ONCE 4 LOFER AND ALWAYS A LOVER. 


Ass Quiet monarchs that on peaceful thrones, 


Jo fports and revels long had reign’d like drones, 
Roufing at length, reflect with guilt and fhame, 
‘That not one ftroke had yet been given for famc; 


‘Wars, they denounce, and to redeem the pat, 

“To. bald attempts, and tugged labours hafte : 

‘Our poct fo, with like concern reviews 

‘The youthful follies of a love-fick mute; 

‘To amorous toils, and to the filent grove, 

‘To beauty's nares, and to deceitful love. 

He bids farewell ; his thield and lance prepares, 
mounts the flage, to bid immortal wars. 


Vice, like {ome monfter, faff’ring none ¢’ 


ofeane, ; 

"Has feiz'd the town, and varies {till her fhape: 
Here, like fome general, the ftruts in ftate, 
While crowds in red and blue her orders wait R 


‘There, like fome penfive ftatefman treads demure, 


‘And fimiles and hugs, to make deftruction fure : 
Now under high commodes, with looks crea, 
Barefac’d devours, in gaudy colours deck’d; 
‘Then in a vizard, to avoid grimace, 

Allows all freedom, but to fee the face. 

In pulpite and at bar the wears a gown, 

In camps a {word, in palaces a crown, 
Refelv'd to combat with this motley beatt 
Gur poet comes to firike one Rrok. at leatt, 
° His glafs he means not for this jilt or beau, 
Bqme features of you all he means te. thow, 
Oa chutyn heads, nor lets the thunder fall, 
But f{catters his artitlery-—at all. 

‘Yee to the fair he fain would quarter fhow, 
His tender heart reccils at every blow; 
Af-udiawares he gives too {mart a flroke, 

He means but to corredt, aud not provokes 





ODE 


ON THE PRESENT CORRUPTION OF MANKIND. 


Inferibed to the Lord Falkland. 


OFarxcaxn  offepring of a generous race, 
Renown’d for arms and arts, in war und peace, 


My kiniinan, and my friend. from whence this 


curfe 


Entaii’d on man, fill to grow worfe and worfe ? 


Each age induftrious to invent new crimes, 
Strives to outdo in guilt preceding tim 
But new we're fo improv’d in all that’s bad, 
We thal leave nothing for our fons to add, 





I Afarrous prize: fighter. 
t Atamovs fops-daitcer, fo called, 





That idol, gold, poffeffes every heart, 
To cheat, defraud, and undermine, is art . 
Virtue is folly; confcience is a jett ; . 
Religion gain, or prieftcraft at the beft. 


Friendthip’s a cloak to hide fome treacherous 
end, 
Your greateft foe, is your profelfing friend ;” 
The foul refign’d, unguarded, and fecure, 
The wound is deepeft, and the ftroke-moft fure. 


Joftice is bought and fold; the bench, the bar 
Plead and decide ; but gold’s th’ interpreter. 
Pernicious metal! thrice accurs'd be he 
Who found thee firft ; all evils {pring from thee. 


Sires fell their fons, and fons their fires betray: 
And fenates vote, as armies. fight, for pay ; 
The wife no longer is reftrain'd by fhame, 
But has the hufband’s leave to play the game. 


Difeas’d, decrepit, from the mix’d embrace 
Succeeds, of fpurious mold, a puny race; 
From fuch defenders what can Britain hope? 
And where, O liberty ! is now thy prop? 


Not {uch the men who bent the ftubborn bow, 
And learn’d in rugged iports to dare a foe : 
Not fuch the men who fill’d with heaps of flain 
Fam'd, Agincourt and Crefly’s bloody plain, 


Haughty Britannia then, inur’d to toil, 
Spread far and near the terrors of her ifle; 
‘True to herfelf, and to the public weal, 

No Gallic gold could blunt the Britith fteel. 


Not much unlike, when thou in adns wer't 
feen 

Eager for glory on th’ embattled green, 
When Stanhope led thee through the heats of Spain 
To die in purple Almanara’s plain. 

The refeu’d empire, and the Gaul fubdu’d, 
In Anna's reign, our ancient fame renew’d : 
What Britons could, when juftly rous’d to war, 
Let Blenheim fpeak, and witnefs Gibraltar. 


. 





FORTUNE, 


EPIGRAM, 
Wuen fortune feems to fmile, "tis then 1 fear 
Some lurking ill, and hidden mifchief near : 
Us'd to her frowns, [ ftand upon my guard, 
And armi’d in virtue, keep my foul prepar'de 
Fickie and falfe to others fhe may be, 
[can complain, but of her conftancy. 


Vivtutemt & me, 
Fortunam ex aliis 








CHARACTER OF MR. WYCHERLEY }. 


Oc cllcur modern wits, none feems to me 
Once to have touch’d upon trac comedy, 
But hafty Shadwell, aud flow Wycherley. 






+ ‘This charaéer, hawer F particulars, yet 
is irjurious in one 5 Mr, Wyclictiey being reprefenied as @ 


1 
POEM 8. 


Shadweli’s unfinith’d works do yet impart 

‘Great proofs of nature’s force, though none of art; 

But Wycherley earns hard whate'er he gains, 

He wants no judgment, and he {pares no pains, &c, 
Lord Rochefter’s Poems. 





VERSES 


Written in a leaf of the Auther's Poems, prefented to 
the Queen. 


THE MUSE’S LAST DYING SONG. 


A Muse expiring, who, with earlieft voice, 

Made kings and queens, and beauty’s charms her 
choice 5 

Now on her death-bed, this lait homage pays, 

© queen! to thee ; accept her dying lays. 


laborious writer, which every man who has the leaft per- 
fonal knowledge of him can contradi&. 

Thote indeed who form their judgment only from his 
writlngs, may be apt to imagine fo many admirable re- 
fiedions, fuck diverlity of images and chara@ers, fach (trig 
ingulrics into nature, fuch clofe obfervations on the feve- 
ral humors, manere, anid affections of all ranks and de- 
grees of men, and, ae it were, fo true and to periedt a 
diflection of humankind, delivered with fo much pointed 
wit and force of expreffion, could be no ether than the 
work of extraordinary diligence and applic : whereas 
others, who have the happiness to be acquainted with the 
Gutlor,as well as his writings, are able to atitm thee happy 
performances were duc to bis infinite genius and natural 

enctration, We owe the pleafure and advantage of 

avin been fo well entertained and infraded by him, to 
his tacility of doing it ; for, if I mittake him not extremely, 
had it been a trouble to him to write, he would have 
fpared himfelf that trouble, What he has performed would 
indeed have been difficult fer another ; but the club which 
aman of ordinary fize could not lift, was but a walking- 
fick for Hercules, 

_ Mr. Wycherly, 
tirit of his time; 








In his writings, has been the fharpett fa. 
ut, in his nature, he has all the fottnets of 
the tendereit dilpofitions ; in his writings he is fevere, boid, 
undertaking : in his nature, gentle, modett, inoffentive 5 
he makes ufe of his fatirc as a man truly brave of bis cou- 
Taye, only upon public occafiens, and for public good. He 
compaffionates the wounds he feunder a necefiity to probe, 
cor, like a good-natured conqueror, grieves at the accations 
that provoke him to make {uch a.havock. , 

‘There are who obje@ to his verfitication; but a diamond 
ie not le(s a diamond for not being golithed. Verlification 
isin poetry what colouring i in painting, & beautiful or- 
mament; but if the proportions are jutt, the pofture truc, 
the figure bold, and the refemblance according to nature, 
though the colours (hould happen to be rough, or caselefsly 
laid on, yet may the picce be of inettimabie value ; where- 
so the fined and the niceR colouring art can invent, ie but 


i 
| So, at th’ approach of death, the cygnet tries 
| To warble one note more—and finging dies. 
Hail, mighty queen! whofe powerful fie atoms 
Commaznds fubjection, and fecures the throne 
Contending parties, and Plebeian rage, 
Had puzzled loyalty for half an age : 
Conquering oxr hearts, you end the lon, 
All, who have eyes, confe-you abfolut 
To Tory doétrines, even Whigs refign, 
And in your perfon own a right divine. 
Thus fang the mofe, in her laft moments fir’d 
With Carolina’s praife—and then expir'd, 


g difpute, 








Written in a Leaf of the fame Pons, profinted 2 Wi 
Princefs Royal. 


Waen we'd exalt fome heavenly fair, 

To fome bright goddefs we compare + 
Minerva, wifdom ; Juno, grace; 

And Venus furnifhes-the face : 

In royal Anne’s bright form is feen, 
What comprehends them all—The queen, 





Written on @ Window in the Tower, where Sir Robert, 
Walpole bad been confined. 


Goon unexpected, evil unforefeen;. 

Appear by turns, as fortune fhiits the feene + 
Some rais'd aloft, come tumbling down amaia, 
And fall fo hard, they bound andrife again, 


labour in vain, where the reft is wantiig. Our prefent 
writers indeed, for the molt part, feem ro lay the whulg. 
ftre(s of their endeavours upon the harmony of biti 4 
but then, like cunuchs, they factifice their mianhood : ( 

| a voice, and reduce our poetry to be like echo, nothing. 
but found. " 

In Mr. Wycherley, every thing is mafcutine ; his Mute 
not led forth as to a review, but as to a battle ; not adorm 
tor parade, but execution ; he would be tried by the fharp- 
nefs of bis blade, and not by the finery ; like your heroce 
of antiquity, he charges in Iron, and feems to detptfe all 
Ornament but intrinfic merit; and like thofe heroes’ haa. 
therefore added another name to hisown, and vy fe ute 
/ animous content of his contemporaries, ts ditincuithed b& 
{ the juit appellation of Maaly Wycheriey. 


LANSDOWNE, 
Zz ij 





ES papememmetons 
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PELEUS AND THE TIS, 


vA MASQUE SET TO MUSIC. 














The Argument, 


Peleus, in love with Thetis, by the affiftance of Proteus obtains her favour; but Jupiter interpofing, 


Peleus in defpair confults Prometheus, 


famous for his skili in aftrology ; upon whofe prophecy, thac: 


“, the fon boen of Thetis thould prove greater than his father, Jupiter defifts The prophecy was af- 
terwards verified in the birth of Achilles, the fon of Peleus. 


PERSONS IN THE MASQUE, 


Jeriver. 
Pecgus, 


PRoMeruzus, 
‘Tarris. 


The Scone ieprefeats Mount Cancafus ; Prometheus appears chain'd to a rock, a euliure gnawing bis brea 
: Peleus eaters, addrefing bimfelf to Prometheus. 


Peleus, 
Connran'd on Caucatus to lie, 
Still to be dying, not to dic, 
Win certain pain, uncertain of relief, 
Troe cintiem. of a wretched lover's gricf! 
To whofe in{pecting eye ‘tis given 
To view the planetary way, 
. To penetrate eternal day, 
‘And to revolve the ftarry heaven, 
“ *To thee, Prometheus, T complain, 
‘And bring a heart as full of pain. 
rs Prometheus. 
- From Jnpiter {pring all our woes, 


Thetis is Jove’s, who once was thine : 


Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppofe 
” Thy torturer, and mine, 
Contented with defpair, 
Refign the fair, 
Refign, refign, 
Or wretched man, prepare 
For change of torments, great as mine, 
; Peleus. 
In change of torment would be eafe ; 
Could you divine what lovers bear, 
Even you, Prometheus, would confets 
There is no vulture like defpaic. 
Prometheus. 
Ceafe, cruel vulture, to devour, 
Peleis. 
Ceafe, cruel Thetis, to difdain, 


Thetis entering, they repeat together. 


€eafe, cruel vulture, to devour, 

Ceafe, crucl Thetis, to difvain, 

Thetis. 

Peleus, unjuftly you complain. 
Prometheus and Peleus: 

Ceafe, cruel vulture, to devour, 

Ceale, cruel Thetie, to difdain, 





Thetis. 
Peleus, unjuftly you complain. 
The gods, alas! no refuge find 
From ills refiftlefs fates ordain : 
J fill am truc—and would be kind, 
Peleus. 
To love and to languith 
To figh and complain, 
How cruel's the anguith { 
How tormenting the pain 
Suing, 
Purtuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 
O the curfe of dudain, 
How tormenting’s the pain! 
Yo love, &e. 
Thetis. 
Accurfed jealoufy ! 
Thou jaundice in the lover's eye, 
Through which all objects falfe we fce, 
Accurfed jealoufy ! 
Thy rival, Peleus, roles the fky, 
Yet Ifo prize thy love, 
‘With Peleus 1 would choofe to die, 
Rather than rcign with Jove. 


A Clap of Thunder ; Jupiter appears, defending up~ 
on bis Eagle. 
But fee, the mighty thunderer’s here; 
Tremble Peleus, tremble, fly ; 
The thunderer! che mighty thunderer ! 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fy. 


A fall Chorus of Voices and Infiruments ar Fupiter is 
defeending. 
CHORUS. 
But fee, the mighty thunderer’s here ; 
Tremble Peleus, trensble, fy ; 


POE 


The thanderer! the mighty thunderer! 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fy. 

(Jupiter being defcended.] 
Jupiter. 

Prefumptuous flave, rival to Jove, 

How dae’ft thou, mortal, thus defy 

A goddefs with audacious love, 

And irritate a god with jeatoufy ? 
Prefamptuous mortal—hence— 
Tremble at omnipotence. 

Peleus. 

Arm’d with love, and Thetis by, 
I fear no odda 
Of men or gods, 

But Jove himfel€ defy, 

Jove, lay thy thunder down ; 

Arm’d with love, and Thetis by. 

"There is more terror in her frown, 

‘And fiercer light’ning in her eye: 

1 fear no odds 
Of men or gode, 
But Jove himfclf defy. 
YFupiter. 

Bring me light’ning, give me thunder, 
Hatte, ye Cyclops, with your forked rods, 
‘This rebel love braves all the gods. 

Bring me lightning, give me thunder. 

[ Peleus und Thetis holding fafi by one another. 

Jove may kal, but ne’er fhalliunder, 

SJupiter. 
Bring me light’ning, give me thunder. 
Pelens.and Thetis. 
Jove may kill, but ne’er fhall funder, 
Thetis to Jupiter, 

Thy love fill arm’d with fate, 

Ts dreadful as thy hate : 

Q might it prove to me, 

So gentle Peleus were but free; 

O might it prove to me 

‘As fatal as to loft confuming Semele! 
‘Thy love ftill arm’d with fate, 
4s dreadful as thy hate. 

Prometheus to Yupiter. 

Son of Saturn, take advice 
From one whom thy fevere decree 

Has furnith’d leifure to grow wile: 

‘Thou rul’tt the gods, but fate rules thee. 

[ The Prophecy.] 

Whoe'er th’ immortal maid comprefing, 

Shall tafte joy, and reap the blefling, 

Thus th’ unerring flars advife : 

From thet avfpicious night an heir fhall rife, 

Paternal glories to efface 

The mott illuftrious of his race, 

Tho! {prang from him who rules the fkies, 

upiter. [Apart] 

Shall then the fon of Saturn be undone, 

Like Saturn, by an impious fon ? 

Juftly th’ impartial fares confpire, 

‘Doaming that fon to be the fire 
Of fuch another fon 

Confcious of ills that T have done, 

My fears to prudence shall advil 

And guilt that made me great, fhall make me wife. | 

‘The fatal bleffing I refign; 

Peleus, tale the maid divine: ¢ 








fa Paiew. 





M 8S. 


‘ave confenting fhe is thine ; 
The fatal blefling | refign. 
"eleus. 
Heav'n had been loft, had I been Jove. eS 
"Lhere is no heav’n, there is 20 heav’n but love. 
Peleus and Thetis together. 
There is no heav'n but love, 
No, no, no, 
There is no heav’n but love. 
‘Jupiter ta Prometheus. 


7 


[fetns their bandre 


‘| And thou, the itars interpreter, 


* Fis jult 1 fet thee free, 
Who giv’ft me liberty = 
Arife,.and be thy felf a ftar. 
°Tis juft [ fet thee free, 
Who giv'ft me liberty. 
[Tbe Pulture drops dead at -tBe fest of Prometheus, bie 
shains fall off, and be is borne up to beaven with Fu~ 
iter toa loud flourifo of all the infiruments, 


[Pelnus and Thetis run into each others arms, 


Pelwus. 
Fly, fly to my arms, to my arms, 
Goddefs of immortal charms ! 
To my arms, to my arms, fly, By. 
Goddefs of tranfporting joy ! 
But to gaze 
On thy face, 
Thy gentle hand thus preffing, 
Is heavenly, heavenly blefling. 
O my foul! 
Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
Loft in fweet tumultuous dying, 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 
O my foul! 
Thetis. 
You tremble, Peleus-~So do I— 
Ah ftay! and we'll together die. 
Immortal, and of race divine, 
My foul thal take its flight with thine 
Life diffolving in delighe, 
Heaving breaft, and fwimming fight, 
Falt’ring fpeech, and gafping breath, 
Symptoms of delicious death, 
Life diffolving in delighr, 
My foul is ready for the flight. 
O my foul, . 
Whither, whither art thou fying? 
Loft in {weet tumultuous dying, 
Whither, whither art thou fying, 
O my foul? 
Peleus and Thetis, botb togetber repeat, 
© any foul! 
Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
Loft in fweet tumultuous dying, 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 
O my foul! 
Chorus of all the wsices and inflruments finging and 
dancing. 
‘When the ftorm is blown over, 
How bleft is the fwain, - 
‘Who begins to difcover 
An end of his pain ! 
When the ftorm, &c, 
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Be ij 7 





EE 
THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS: 


oO 


R, 


NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE. 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 


‘With Scenes, Machines, Mufic, and Decorations. 





THE PREFACE, 


Or all public fpectacles, that which thould pro- 
ely be called an Orera, is calculated to give 
the highest delight. ‘Chere is hardly any art but 
‘webat is required to furnith towards the eotertain- 
ent ; and chere is fomcething or other to be pro- 
‘wwided that may touch every fenfe, and pleale every 
palate, 

The poet has a two-fold talk upon his hands in 
tie dramatic, and the lyric: the architeét, the 
painter, the compofr, the actor, the finger, the 
ancer, &c, have each of then: their (everal ema 
ployments in the preparation, and in the execu- 
tion. 

‘The fame materials indeed, in different hands, 
will have different fuccefs; all depends upon a 
Hkilful mixture of the various ingredients: a bad 
artift will make but a mere hadge podge with the 








Same materials that one cf a good tafte fhall pre- | 


pare an excellent olio, 4 

The feafoning muft be fenfe; unlefs there is 
wherewithal to pleale the underftanding, the eye 
and the ear will {oon grow tired. 

‘The French Opera is perfect in the decorations, 
the dancing, and magnificence; the Italian excels 
in the mufic and voices; but the drama falls thort 
in both. 

An Englith flomach requires fomething folid 
and febftantial, and will rife hungry from a regale 
of nothing but fweet-mcats, 

An Opera is a kind of ambigu: the table is 
inely illuminated, adorned with flowers and fruits, 
end every thing that the feafon affords fragrant 
or delightful to the eye or the odour; but untefs 
there is fomething too for the appetite, "tis odds 
but the guefts break up diffatieficd. 


Ic is incumbent upon the poet alone to provide 
for that, in the choice of his fable, the condn@ of 
his plot, the harmony of his numbers, the eleva~ 
tion of his fentiments, and the juitnefs of his cha- 
racters, In this confits the folid and the fub- 
ftantial. 

The nature of this entertainment requires the 
plot to be formed upun fome ftory in which en. 
chanters and magicians have a principal part: in 
our modern hereic poems, they fupply the place 
of the gods with the ancients, and make a much 
more natural appearance by being mortals, with 
the difference only of being endowed with fuptr- 
natural power. 

‘The characters fhould be great and iuftrions ; 
the figure the a@tor makes upon the ftage, is one 
part of the ornament; by confequence the fenti- 
ments mult be fuitable to the chara@ers in which 
love and honour will have the principal share. 

‘The dialogue, which ia the French and Italian 
is fet to notes, and fung, I would have pronounce. 
ed; if the numbers are of themfelves harmenious, 
there will be no need of mufic to fet them off; a 
| goed verfe, well pronounced, is in itfelf mufical ; 
and {peech is certainly more natural for difcourfe, 
than finging. 

Can any thing be more prepofterous than to be- 
hold Cato, Julius Caefar, and Alexander the Great, 
firutting upon the fage in the figure of fonglters, 
perfonated by Eunuchs ? 

The finging, therefore, thould be wholly applied 
to the lyrica! part of the entertainment, which by 
being freed from a tirefome, unnatural recitative, 
' ma certainly adminiier more reafonable pleas 
| fares 





YHE PREFACE 


The feveral parts of the entertainment fhould 
‘be fo fuited to relieve one another, as to be tedi- 
ous in none; and the connection fhould be fuch, 
that not one fhould be able to fubfift without the 
others like embroidery, fo fixt and wrought into 
the fubftance, that no part of the ornament couid 
be removed, without tearing the tuff. 

To introduce finging and dancing, by head and 
Shoulders, no way relative to the action, does not 
turn a play imto an opera; though that title is 
now promifcuoufly given to every farce fprinkled 
here and there with a fong and a dance. 

"The richett Jace, ridiculoufly fet on, will make 
but a fool’s coat. 

Twill not take upon me-to criticife what has 
appeared of this kind on the Englih ftage: we 
have feveral poems under the name of Dramatic 
Operas by the beft hands; but, in my opinion, the 
fabje&s for the moft part have been improperly 
chofen; Mr. Addifon's Rofamond, and Mr. Con- 
greve’s Semele, though excellent in their kind, are 
rather mafques than operas. 

As Icannot help being concerned for the ho- 
nour of my country, even in the miouteft things, 
Tam for endeavouring to out-do our neighbours 
in performances of all kinds. 

Thus, if the {plendour of the French Opera, and 
the harmony of the Italian, were fo dkilfully in- 
terwoven with the charms of poetry, upon a ree 
gular dramatic bottom, as to inftrudt, as well as 
delight, to improve the mind, as well as ravith 
the fenfe, there can be no doubt but fuch an ad- 
dition would entitle our Engtith opera to the pre- 
ference of all others. The third part of the en. 


couragement, of which we have been fo liberal to j 


forcigners for a confort of mufie only, mifcali’d 
an opera, would more than effect it. 

In the conftruétion of the following poem, the 
author has endeavoured to fet an example to his 
rules; precepts are beft explained by examples; 
an abler hand might have executed it better. 
However, it may ferve for a model to be im- 
proved upon, when we grow weary of fcenes of 
low life, and return to a tafte of more generous 
pleafures, 

‘We are reproached by foreigners with fuch un- 
natural irregularities in our dramatic pieces, as 
are fhocking to all other nations; even a Swifs has 
played the critic upon us, without confidering 
they are as little approved by the judicious in our 
own. A ftranger who is ignorant of the language, 
and incapable of judging of the fentiments, con- 
demns by the eye, and concludes what he hears 
to be as extravagant as what he fees: When 
Cidipus breaks his neck out of a balcony, and Jo- 
cafta appears in her bed, murdering herfelf and 
her children, inftead of moving terror, or com- 
paflion, fuch fpeétacles only fill the {pectator with 
horror: No wonder if ftrangers are fhocked at 
fuch fights, and conclude us a nation hardly yet 
civilized, that can feem to delight in them. To 
remove this reproach, it is much to be withed our 
feencs were lefs bloody, and the {word and dagger 
more out of fafhion, To make fome amends for 
this exclufion, 1 would be lefs fevere as to the 
igour of fume other laws cnacted by the mafteis, 





: 79. 
though it is always advifeable to keep as clofe to 
them as poflible; but reformaticns are not to be 
brought about all at once. : 

It may happen that the nature of certain fab- 
je@s proper for moving the paffions, may requite 
a little more latitude, and then, withour offerce- 
to the critics, fure there may be room for a faving . 
in equity from the feverity of the common law of 
Parnaflus, as well as of the King's Bench. To 
facrifice a principal beauty, upon which the fuccefs 
of the whole may depend, is being too ftriéty 
tied down; in fuch a cafe, fummum jus inay be 

famma injuria. 

Corneille himfelf complains of finding his ge- 
nius often cramped by his own rules: “* There is 
* infinite difference ‘ fays he) between fpecolatién 
and practice: Let the fevereft critic make the~ 
trial, he will be convinced by his own expe- 
rience, that upon certain occaftons too ftriG@ an 

adherence to the letter of the law, thall Mtlude . 
a bright opportunity of shining, or touching the 
paffions, Where the breach is of little mos 
ment, or can be contrived to be as it were im- 
perceptible in the reprefentation, a gentle dif 
penfation might be allowed.” ‘To thofe little 
freedoms, he attributes the fuccefs of his Cid: 
But the rigid legiflators of the academy handled 
him fo roughly for it, that he never durft make 
the venture again, nor none who have folkowed. 
him, Thus pipioned, the French mufe mutt @ 
ways flutter, Jike a bird with the wings cut; inca 
peble of a lofty flight. : 

‘The dialogue of their tragedies is under tHe 
fame conftraint as the conftruction ; not a dif- 
courfe, but an oration; not fpeaking, butdeclaitn> 
ing; not free, patural, and eafy, as converfation 
fhould be, but precife, fet, formal argumenring, 

proand con, like difputants in a ichook, In writ 
ing, like drefs, is it not poffible to be too exat, 
too ftarched, and too fornts!?. Pleafing negli.” 
geece [have feen: Who ever faw pleating fors 
mality? 

In a word, all extremes are to be avoided. To 
be a French puritan in the drama, or an Englifl® 
Jatitudinarian, is taking different paths to be both 
out of the road. If the Britith mufe is too unruly, 
the French is too tame ; one wants a curb, the | 
other a {pur. : 

By pleading for fome little relaxation from the 
utmoft feverity of the rules, whete the fubjeét may” 
feem to require it, 1 am not befpeaking any fuch 
indulgence for the prefent performance: Though 
the ancients have left us no pattern to follow of 
this {pecies of tragedy, I perceive, upon examina- 
tion, that I have been attentive to their fri@ef 
leffons. 

The unities are religioufly obferved : The place 
is the fame, varied only into difference profpedts by 

the power of enchantment: All the incidents fall. 
naturally within the very time ef reprefentation 
‘The plot is one principal action, and-of that kiri 
which introduces variety of turns and chaiges, all’ 
tending to the fame point: The ornaments and. 
decorations are of a picce with it, fo thar ona’ 
could not well fubfift without the other : Everje 
a@ concludes with fome unexpected revolution : 
Zz iij 
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And in the end, vice is punithed, virtue rewarded, 
end the moral is inftrudive. 

Rhyme, which { would by no means admit into 
the dialogue of graver tragedy, feems to me the 
ook proper ftyle for reprefenrations of this heroic 
yomantic kind, and beft adapted to accompany 
mufic. The folemn language of a haughty tyrant 
will by no means become a paflionate lover, and’ 
tender fentiments require the fofteft colouring. 

‘The theme mutt govern the ftyle; every thought, 
every character, every fabje& of a different na- | 
gore, muft fpeak 2 different language.. An humble 
Tover's gentle addre{s to his miltrefs would rumble 
Rtrangely in the Miltonic diale@ ; and the foft 
harmony of Mr. Waller's niimbers would as ill 
become the mouths of Lucifer and Beelzehuh, 
The terrible, and the tender, muft be fee to differ. 
ent notes of mufic, 


' 
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To conclude, This dramatic attempt wag the 
firft eflay of a very infant’ mule, rather asa tage 
at fuch hours as were free from fuch other exer- 


| cifes, than any way meant for public entertain- 


ment: But Me. Betterton having had a cafual 
fighe of it many years after it was written, begged 
it for the flage, where it found fo favourable a 
reception, as to have an uninterrupted run of at 
Jealt forty days. ‘The feparation of the principal 
actors which foon followed; and the intruduction 
of the Italian Opera, put a ftop to its farther ap- 
pearance 

Had it been compofed at a riper time of life, 
the faules might have been fewer: However, up- 
on revifing it now, at fo great a diftance of time, 
with a cooler judgment than the firit conceptions 
of youth will allow, 1 cannot abfolutely fay, feri- 


Sie pudes 





‘PERSONS 


» MEN. 
Cems, @ Britifo King, Futber to OWiANA, 
Fonsvanrivs, a Roman Emperor, depgned for Mar. 
riage with OWIANA. ‘ 
* Aimanrs of Gaut, a funous Knight Adventurer, in 
Love with OXIANA. 
Faorestan, bis Companion, in Love with CORISANDA. 
ARCALAUS, & wicked Enchanter, Egemy to AMADIS. 
Lucius, a Roman of the Emperor's Train, 


| leoops of Magicians attending the fevcrel Bnchanterts Knights and Ladies, Captives 
Romans attending Conitantius, Singers, 


tending the Brisifp Qeurt. “Prigfis, er Druidss 


Scene the King’s Pulace, and Parts adjacent, inbabited by the different Enchanters, 


NAMES. 


WOMEN. 


Oxsana, in Love with Amapis, 
riage to CUMSTANTIUS. 

Cornisanna, betrothed to Froxesran, 

Uncanpa, a good Enchontrefi, Friend to AMADIS, 

Ancason, Sifer to ARCALAUS. ” 

Dewis, ae Attendant to Unacanya, 


but given in Mate 


Captives. Men and Women ate 


Dancers, &e. 





Sena 


ACT lL SCENE }, 

The Curtain rifes toa fymphony of al! forts of in- 
fruments of Mufic. “Phe Scene reprefents an 
eochanted Grove, adorned and beautified with 
Rountains, Statues, Ke, 

Proanna and Dexia performing fume folemn cere- 

ee mony of Enchantment, 

ft full Stage of Singers and Darcrt. 





DRGANDA AND DELIA. 
Urganda, 
wp, found, Ve winds, the rended clouds divide, 
tight back ‘the prieft, and fave a trembling 
bride, 
AGM an injer'd lowers faithful love 
As injur’d lover's caufe is worthy Juve, 











Delia. 
Succefsful is our charm: the temple fakes, 
The altar nods, th’ aftonifh’d prictt turiakes 
The hallow’d fhrine, ftarts trom the bridegroom'g 
fide, 
Breaks off the rites, and leayes the knoe unty'd. 
Urganias 
Ye fweet muficians of the tky, 
Hither, hither, hither, fly, fly, 
And with enchanting notes all magic elfe fupply. 
Urganiz and Delia retire down the Scene, waving 
their envtanted Rods, as continuing the Ceremgny, ~ 
Full Chorus of Infiruments and Poicer. 
Sound the trumpet, touch the lute, 
Strike the lyre, inipire the flute; 
Jn harmony, : 
Caeitial harmory, 
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All magic charms are found ; 
. Sound the trumpet, found. 


[Here the Statues leap from their Pedeftals, and form 
variety of dances.] 
Chorus of Singers after the Dance. 
Mufic £6 charms, and does {o fweetly wound, 
‘Vhat ev'ry fenfe is ravith’d with the found, 


A fingle Voice. 

“When nymphs are coy, 
And fly from joy, 

‘The thepherd takes his reed; - 
He plays a tune, 
She ftops as foon, 

And fraight they are agreed. 
The battle near, 
When cowards fear, 

The drum and trumpet founds; 
‘Their conrage warms, 
"They ruth ro arms, 

And brave a choufand wounds, 


cuoRYSs 
By harmony our fouJs are {way'd ; 
By harmony the world was nade. 


A fecond Dance, 
Singers again advance, 
A fingle Voive. 

When with adoring looks we gaze 
©n bright Oriana’s heavenly face, 
din cv'ty glance, and ev'ry grace, 

What is it that we fee. 

But harmony, 

Celeftial harmony ! 
Our ravifh’d hearts leap gp to mest 

‘The mufic of her eyes, 

"The mutic of her eyes, 

And dance around her fuet, 


Full Chorus of voices and inflruments, as at firf. 
Sound the trumpet, touch the jute, 
Strike the lyre, infpire the flute ; 

Ja harmony, 

Celeftial harmony, 

All magic charms are found ; 
Sound che trumpet, found. 


A third Dance, 
Urganda und Delia come forward. 
Urganda. 

‘This care for Amadis, ye gods, approve, 
For what's a foldier’s recompence but love ? 
‘When forc’d from Britain, call’d to diftant war, 
His vanquifh'd heart remain’d a captive here ; 
Griana’s cyes that glorious conquelt made, 
Nor was his love ungratefully repaid. 

Delia. 

By Arcabon, like hoftile Juno, croft, 

And like Aineas driv’n from coaft to coaft, 
"The wand’ring hero wou'd return too late, 
Charg'd’by Oriana with the crimes of fate; 


‘Who anxious of neglect, fafpecting change, \ 


Confults her pride, and meditates revenge. 
Urganda. 
Juk in the moment, when refentment fires, 
A charming rival tempts, rugged king requires: 





OR, NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE. 


Love yields at laft, thus combated-by pride, 
Aud the fubmits to be the Roman's bride. 
Delia. 

Did not your art with timely charms 

Oriana were his wife, and not his bride. 
Urganda, 

In ancient times, ere chivalry was known 
The infant world with monfters overgrown, 
Centaurs and giants, surf with human blood, 

And dire magicians, an infernal brood, 
‘Vex'd nren and gods: but moft the fair complaid 
Of violated loves, and lovers flain. 
To thelter innocence, and injur’d right, 
The nations all ele& fome patron knight, 
Sworn to be true to love, and flaves to fame, 
And many a valiant chief enrolls his name; 
By fhining marks diftinguifh’d they appear, 
And various orders various enfigns wear. 
Bound by ftri& oaths, to ferve the brighteft eyes, 
Not more they ftrive for glory, than the prize 
While to invite the toil, the faireft dame 
Of Brirain is the boldeit champion’s claim, 

Delia. 

Of all who in this race ef fame delight, 
Brave Amadis is own’d the hardy’ft knight. 
Nor Chefcus, nor Alcides, veatur’d more, 
Nor he fo fam'd, whe, bath’d in monfter’s gore, 
Upon his crefted helm the trampled dragon Fare. 

ur 

Ardan, that black enchanter, whofe dire arts 
Enflav’d our knights, and broke our virgins heartay 
Met (pear to fpear, his great delivering hand 

Slew the deftroyer, and redecm’d the land; 
ar from thy breadt all care and grief remoye, 
Oriana’s thine, by conquelt as by Jove. 
Delia. 

But haughty Arcabon, of Ardan’s blood. 

And Arcalaus, foes alike to good, 

Gluctona in murder, wanton to deftroy, 

Their fatal arts as impioufly employ : 

Heirs to their brother’s miichiefs, and fworn fogs 
To Amadis, their magic they oppofe 
“Againft his love and Jife. 

Urganda. 

With equal care, 
Their vengeance to prevent, we thus prepare, 
Behold the time, when tender love fhall be 
Nor vex'd with doubt, ner preft with tyranny, 
‘The love-fick hero {hail from camps remove, 
To reap reward : the hero's pay is love, 
The tafks of glory painful are, and hard, 


BEd 





| But ah! how bleft, how {weet is the reward! 


As foc retives, Chorus of all the voices and inftrumenty 
repeat. 
Sound the trumpet, touch the lute, 
Strike the lyre, infpire the flute; 
In harmony, 
Celeftial harmony, 
All magic charms are found; 
Sound the trumpet, found. 


SCENE it. 


ane changes tn the infide of a magnificent Temple 
ne Celine, “and the Brit ip Court. Men and Woe 





Ae 
maphificchtly dreffed in Bainted Habits, after the ancient 
Manner. The Pritfts and Druids in their Solemnitics, 
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King. 
How dar’ft thou difobey, when I command F 


feeming in Confifon, replating their Idols, and fetting | Mind, mind her not, nor be difturb’d at tears, 


i Altre in Grider. Thunder andl Lightening. In 
the mean time Gonflavtins, Oriana, and Cor ifanda come 
forward, 


Conflantius, 

Lovers confult not ftars, nor {earch the tkies, 
Bot feek ‘their feotence in their charmer’s eyes. 
Carelefs of thunder from the clouds that break, 

ly only omens from your looks I take; 

‘When my Oriana fmiles, from whence I date 
‘My future hope; and when the frowns, my fate. 
< Oriana. 

Céafe, prince, the anger of the gods to move, 
*Tis now become a crime to mention love. 

Our holy men interpreting the voice 
Of.heaven in wrath, forwarn th’ ill-omen’d choice. 
j Conftantius, 
“Btrange rules for conftancy your priefts devife, 
¥f love and hate muft vary with your tkies, 
From fuch vile, fervitude fet reafon free ; 
"The Gods in every circumfance agree 
‘Yo fuit our union, pointing out to me; 
Jn this right hand the {ceptre that they plate, 
For me to guide, was meant for you to grace. 
Thou heit and fairett of the beauteous kind, 
Accept that empire which the gods defign’d, : 
And be the charming miftrefs of mankind. 
Corifanda. 
‘Nuptials of form, of intereft, or of ftate, 
‘Thofe (eeds of pride, are fruitful in debate ; 
Let happy men for generous love declare, 
And choofe the gentle virgin, chafte, and fair : 
Let women to fuperior fortune born, 
For naked virtue, all temptations feorn ; 
‘The charm’s immortal to’a gallant mind, 
If gratitude cement whom love has join’d. 
And Providence, not niggardly, but wife, 
Here lavithly beftows, and there denies, 
‘That by each other’s virtue we may rife, 
‘Weak the bare tie of man and wife we find, 
But friend and benefactor always bind. 

The King advances, fallowed by Priefts and Train. 

King. 
Our priefts recover :- "I'was a holy cheat ; 
Lead back the bride, the ceremonies wait. 
Oriana. 
What heaven forbids——-——_ 
King. 
: ‘Twas ignorance of my will, 
Our priefts are better taugh:: What now is ill, 
Shall, when I pleafe, be good; and none fhail dare 
Preach or expound, but what their king would 
hear, 


, 





[Prigfis bow profoundly low. 
Ere they interpret, let em mark my nod, 
My voice their thunder, this right arm their 
‘od. 
[Looking fernly at em, they bow again as before. 
Prince take your bride, 
Oriana. 
Tere impious now to fuffer him my hand. 
[ Refufing ber band. 
3 


A counterfeited qualm of bridal fears: 
You'd fee, could you her inward motions watch, 
Feigniing delay, fhe withes for difparch; 
Into a woman’s meaning would you look, 
Then read her backward, like a wizard’s book. 
Prie‘'s, to your charge—back to your office go 

[ Spoken with a fern. imperious air. Priefis retire 

bfequioufly bowing, ax before. 
Oriana 

Th’ obedience that is due, and which I owe, 
Dread Sir, thail ever be obferv’d by me; 
It is not to difpute your high decree 


] That thus ! kneel, but humbly to implore 


One moment’s thort fufpence; 1 own your power 

And I fubmit. Grane but this fmall delay, 

And as the prince decides, Oriana fhall obey. * 
Conflantius. 

T have no will but what your eyes ordain, 
Detiin’d to love, as they are doom’d to reign. 

King. [ Afide.] 

Into what hands, ye gods: have ye refign’d 
Your world? Are thefe the mafters of mankind? 
Thefe fupple Romans teach our women fcorn 7 
I thank ye, gods, that I’m a Briton born. 

[To them.] Agree thefe trifles in a fhort debate ; 
No more deiays, | am not us'd to wait, 
[King Celies retires back into the Temple, 
Oriana, Gonflantive, and Corifinda, after 0 faort Pau 
Oriana. 

Your ftars and mine have chofen you, to prove 
The nobleft way how generous men fhould love 5 
All boaft their flames, at yet no woman found 
A paflion, where felf-love was not the ground, 
Slaves we are made, by falfe pretences caught, 
The Briton in my fou) difdains the thought, 

Conftantius. 

So much, fo tenderly your flave adores, 

He has no thought of happinefs, but yours, 

Oriana. 
Vows may be feign’d, nor shalt more words 
prevail, 

I muft have proofs, but proofs that cannot fail, 
By arms, by honour, and by all that’s dear 

To heroes, or expecting lovers, fwear. 

Conflantius. 

Needs there an oath? and can Oriana fay, 

Thus | command, and doubt if I'll obey ? 
Oriana. 

Prepare then, prince, to hear a fecret told 
Which shame would thun, and blefhing I unfold, 
But dangers prefling, cowards will grow bald : 
Know—then—I love. 

Conflantins. (Eagerly. 

Can you command defpair, yet love confefs : 

And curfe with the fame breath with which you 
blefs? 
Oriana. [Difdainfully putting bim off} 

Miftake me not—that I do love, is true, 

But flatter not yourielf; it is not you. 
Conflantivs, [Starting] 

Forbid it, gods: recall the fatal breath 

Whieh {poke that word, the found is inflant deaths 
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g 


ee Fyne oto. . Oriana, 
"Tog Tate to be recali’d, or to deny, 
1} own the Tatal eruth—-if one muft die, 
‘You are the judge; fay, is it you—or 1? 
: A Meffenger from the Temple, 
- ‘Meffenger. 
king is much dilpleas'’d at this delay. 
Gonflantins walking about in a Paffiom 
Gonfantius. 
while ‘tis my will to ftay. 
Oriana. 
Bear back a gentler anfwer: we'll obey. 
; : [Exit Meffenger. 


.. The 


‘And let him wait, 





: Conftantiue, 
+ Hence every found that’s cither foft, or kind ; 
O for a war like that within my mind! . 
Say, flatterér, fay, ah! fair deluder, fpeak, 
Aniwer me this, ere yet my heart fhall break ; 
‘Since this engag’d, you never could intend 
Your love, why was I flatter’d with your hand ? 
: Oriana. 
{ ‘To what a father and a king thinks fit, 
A daughter and a fubject muft fubmic, 
‘Think not from tyranny that love-can grow 3 
Jam a flave, and you have made me fo. 
Thofe chains which duty hath put on, remove ; 
Slaves may obey, but they can never love. 
Conflantius. nay, ie 
Cruel Oriana, much you wrong my fame, 
To think that [ could lay fo harfh a clatnis 
Love is a fubjedt to himfelf alone, 
And knows no other empire but his own ; 
No ties can bind, which from conftraint arife, 
Where. cither’s forc’d, all obligation flies, 
© fatal law! requiring to refign 
‘The objedt lov’d; or hated, keep her mine. 
: Oriana. [Socthingly.} 
Accufe me not of hate; with equal eyes 
A judge your merit, and your virtue prize: 
Friendfhip, efteem, be yours; bereft before 
Of all my love, what can J offer more? 
Your rival’s image in your worth 1 view, . 
“And what f lov'd in him, efteem in you; 
Had your complaint been firl, it might have mov’d; 
He then had been efteem’d, and you belov’d: 
‘Then blame me not, fince what decides your fate, 
Js that you pleaded laft, and came too late. 
Gorifanda, P 
Hard fate of merit! Fortune holds the fale, 
And ftill throws in the weight that muft prevail ! 
+ Your rival is not of more charms poileft, 
A grain of better luck has made him bleft, 
Conflantiue. [Afide.} 
‘To love, and have the power to poffefa, 
And yet refign, can nature yield to this: 
Shall nature, erring from her firft command, 
Self-prefervation, fall by her own hand ? 
By her own act, the {prings of life deftroy, 
‘The principles, and being of her joy? 
‘Tormenting thought ! Can nature then approve 
Bleffings obtain’d, by curfing thofe we love. 
Poffefling, the is loft—renouncing—i— [die. 
‘Where's then the doubt ?—Die, dic, Conftantius, 
Honour, and love, ye tyrants, I obey, 
‘Whererg’er your cruel sal) discchy my way 3° 


 Wee-abfence is 2 cure that feldom fails. 





OR, NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE, 


To fhame, to chains, er tv a certain prave, 
Lead on, unpitying gaides---behold your lave. 
Oriana. 
‘Though love be wanting to relieve your care, . 
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j| Glory may make amends, with fame in war ; 


Hondur’s the nobleft chafe, purfue that game, 


| And recompente the lofs of love with fame; 


H fill againtt fach aids your tove prevails, 


Conflantius. ; 
Tyrannic honour! what amends canf thot 
E’er make my heart, by flattering my brow ?. 
Vain race of fame, unlefs the conqueft prove 
In fearch of beauty, to conclude in love. 
Frail hape of aids! for time or chance to give, 
That love, which, fpite of craclty, can live! 
From your difdain, fince no relief 1 find, _ 
T muft love abfent, whom I love unkind ; 
Though feas divide us, and though mountains 
That fatal form will ever haunt my heart, 
O dirc reverfe of hope, which I endure, 
From fure poffeffion, to defpair as fure t 
Farewell, Oriana—yet, ere | remove, 
Can you refufe one tear to bleeding love? 
Ah! no, take heed—turn, turn thofe eyes away, 
‘The charm’s fo flrong, £ fhalt for ever ftay, 
Princefs, rejoice—for your next news fhall be, 
Conftantius dies—to fet Oriana free. 
. . Excunt feverally. 


part, 
* 


erect eC TE TAREE 


ACT Il. SCENE tf. 


The Scene, a thick wooded Foreff, the Trees leaded with 
military Enfigns and Trophies. A rich Pavilian makes 
the Point of View at the further End, 

Arcalaus ard Arcabon. 


aArcalans. 
Encnanrarss, fay—whenee foch replics as 
thefe ? " 
‘Thou anfwer'ft love, 1 {peak of Antadis. 
Arcabon, 
Swiftly he pafs'd, and, as in fport purfa’d 
The favage herd, and feower'd through the woed ; 
Tigers and wolves in vain his ftroke withftand, 
Cut down, like poppies, by the reaper’s hand ; 
Like Mars he look’d, as terrible and ftrong: 
Like Jove, majeftic; like Apollo, young; 
With all their attributes divinely grac'd, 
And fure their thunder in his arm was plac’ds 
. Arcalaus. 
‘Who pafs’d? Who look’d ? 
Arcabon. 
<-—-Ah ! there's the fatal wound, 
Which tears my heart-ftrings—but he hall be 
found; 
Yes, ye infernal, if there’s power in art, 
Thefe arms hall held him, as he grafps my heart. 
Shall i who can draw down the moon, and 
<a 4 
The ftars confn’d, enchant the boiftrons deep 7 


Bid Boreas halt, make hills and foreits move, 
shall ! ——- . 


° 
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Arealans, 
Re made a whining fool to love? 
Sufpend thefe follies, and let rage furmount, 
A brother’s death requires a rial atcouut; 
‘To-day, to-day, perhaps this very hozr, 
‘This moment, now, the murth’rer’s in onr pow'r. 
Leave love in cottages and cells to reign, 
Wich nymphs obfeure, and with the lowly fwain ; 
Who wafte their days and flrength in fuch hort 
jeys, 
Are fools, who barter life and fame for toys. 
Arcaton, 
They're fools who preach we wafte our days and 
ftrength, 
What is a life, whofe only charm is length; 
Give me a life that’s thort and wing'd with joy, 
A life of love, whole minutes never cloy : 
‘What is an age in dull renown drudg'd o'er? 
One little fiugle hour of love is more. 


An Attendant enters bafiy, and whidpers Arcalaus, 


Arcalaus, 
See it perform’d—and thou thak be, 
Black minifter of hell—a god to me. 
[Attendant fies away through the Air, 

Me comes, he comes, juft ready to be caught, 
Here Ardan fell, here, on this faral {pot 
Our brother dy’d; here flow'd that precious gare, 
‘The purple flood, which cries aloud for more : 
‘Think on that image, fee him on the ground, 
His life and fame both bury'd in one wound 2 
“Think on the murtherer, with infulting pride 
“Tearing the weapon from his bleeding fide : 
Oh think —— 

Arcabon, 

What need thefe bloody images ta move? 
Revenge { will; and would fecure my love: 
‘Why thould L of a frailty thameful be, 

From which no mortal yet was ever free? 
Not fierce Medea, miftrefs af our art, 
Nor Circe, nor Calypfo "feap'd the dmare. 
‘IE hell has power, both paflions f will pleafe, 
My veugeance and my love fhall both have eafe. 
Lead on, magician, make revenye fecure, 
My hand’s as ready, and hall frike as fure. 
[They go of 
Oriana and Corifanda entering from the lower part of 
the Scene. 
Oriana, 

Thrice happy they, who thus in filent groves, 
From courts retir’d, poffefs their peaceful loves. 
Of royal maids, how wretched is the fate, 

Born only to be victims of the ftate; 

Oue hopes, our withes all our pafhons ty'd 

For publimate; the flaves of others pride. 

Here let us wait th’ event, on which alone 

Depends my peace,1 tremble till "cis known. 
Corifunda. 

So generous this emperor’s love dors feem, 

’Twould juftify a change, to change for him, 
Oriana. 
4las' thou know’ft not men, their oaths, and 
arts 
Of feigning truth, with treafon in their hearts. 
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Who now’s ador’d, may the next hour difpleafe, « 
At Grit their cure, and after, their difeafe. ~ 
[Flourifp of Mugfic as in the Forep. 
Corifanda, 
Oft we have heard fuch airy founds as thefe 
Salute us as we pafs, - 


Enter foveral of Areslaus' Magicians finging and dan. 
sing, veprefenting Shepherds, Shepherdeffes, and Pain’ 
fan. ’ 

A Shepherd. finging. 
Follow ye nymphs and thepherds all, 
Come celebrate the feftival, 
And merrily fing, and {port and play, 
For ‘tis Oriana’s nuptial day. 


{A Dance of Shepherds ant Shepherduffcs 
Sheplerdefs addreffing to Oriana; Sings. } 
Queen of Britain, and of love, 
Be happy. as the blett shove ; 
‘races nuniberiefs attend thee, 
‘The gods as many bleflings feud thee # 
Be happy as the blett ahove, 
Queen of Britain, and of love. 


A rural Dance of Paifane. 


(Bxeunt dancing, 


Then a 








Oriana, 

PrepoRerous naptials! thet fill every breaft 

With joy, but only hers who thould be blett. 
Corifanda. 

Sure fome magician keeps his revels heres 

Frincefs retire, there may be danger near, 
[Vourifp of fift Mufic at a Diftance. 
riana, 

What danger in fuch gentle notes can be ? 
Thon friend to Jove, thrice powerful harmony, 
Vil follow thee, play on—— 

Mufic’s the baim of love, ic charms defpair, 
Sulpends the facart, and foftens every care, 
[ Exeus ne, following the Miyfic 
Arcalaus enters, with on Attendant, obfervieg them az 
they walk down ints the Foreft. 


1 the Sco 








Arcalaus. 
Finith the reft, and then be free as air: 
My eyes ne'er yet beheld a form fo fair, 
Happy beyond my with, I 0 to prove 
Ac one, the joys of fweee revenge and Iave, 
[Walks down the Scone after them, 


Enter Amadis and Florsflan, 


Amadis. 
Miftake me not—no—Amadis fhall die, 
If fhe is pleas’d bue not difturb her joy ; 
Nice honour ftill engages to requite 
Fale mittrefies, and friends, with flight for fight: 
But it, like mine, the ftubborn heart retain 
A wilful tendernefs, she brave muft feign, 
in private grief, but with a carelefa {earn 
In public, feem to triumph, not to moury. 
Florefian. 
Hard is the tafk, in love or grief to feign; 
When paffion is fincere, iz will complain ; 
Doubts which frons rumour rife, you fhould fufpend “ 
From evil tongues whet virtue can defend? 
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In love, who injures by a rath diftrutt, 
Ws the aggreflor, and the firft unjutt. 
- Amadis. 

If the is true, why all this nuptial noife, 
Brill echoing as we pafs her guilty joys? 
‘Who to a woman trufts his peace of mind, 
Mrutts a frail bark, with a tempeftuons wind, 
Thus to Ulyffes, on the Stygian coaft 
His face inquiring, fpake Atrides’ ghoft ; 

Of all the plagues with which the warld is curft, 
Of every ill, a woman.is the wortt ; 
et nota woman.—-Well might he advife, 
Mary perith’d by his wife’s adulteries, 
Florefton. 

+ Thus in defpair, what moft we love, we wrong, 
Not Heaven efcapes the impious athieft’s tongue. 
Amadis. 

" Enticing crocodiles, whofe tears are death, 

Syreus, who murder with enchanting breach: 

Cike Egypt's temples, dazzling to the fight, 

Zompoully deck'd, all gaudy, gay, and bright ; 

With glirtcring gold, and {parkling gems they 
thine, 

But apes avd monkies are the Gods within, 

, Florefam. 

é My love attends with pain, while you purfie 

This angry thenic ;—1 have a miltrefs too : 

He favitlefs form no fecret ftains dityrace, 





beauteous mind unblemifh’d as her face ; 
fot painted and adorn’d to varnifh fin, 
Without all angel, all divine within ; 
By truth maintaining what by love the gat ; 
@ heaven without a clond, a fun without a fpot. 
Amadis. [Embracing bim ] 
* Forgive the vifions of my frantic brain, 
Far from the man I love be all fuch pain : 
By the immortal gods I {wear, my friend, 
The fates to me no greater joy could fend, 
Phan that your labours meet a projperous end. 
After fo many glorious coils, that you 
Have found a miftrefs beautiful and true. 
Griana and Corifanda. {Witheut.] 
1 Help, hep, oh! Heavens, help-————— 
r Am vair. 
——What cries are thefe? 
: Blorsfian. 
i Ae feeny’a the call of beauty in diflrefs, 
Df favage beafts and men, a monftrons broad 
Poffefs this land——. 
Oriana and Corifiendas 
Help, help 
Amadis. 
Again the cry’s renew’d. 


i 























Draw both our fwords, and fly with {peed to faves | 


Th’ cpprefy’d have a fure refuge in the brave. 

; {Exeunt, drawing their fewords, 
Driana and Corifands evofs tbe Stage, purfucd by a Pare 
: ty of Arcalaur Map‘tians, 

Oriana and Cort amht. 


Help, help 





Party. 





: Purfue, purfue: 


Floreflan crofes the Stage, fllowing the Purfuit. At 
gathaus fuhting and rstrcating before Amadis] 
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} Arcalaus, 
Thos run’ft upon thy fate : Mortal forbear, 
A more than mortal rules the regions here. 
Amadis. 
Think not my fword fhall give the lcaft reprieve, 
*Twere cruelty to let fach montfters live. 


[Hlereflan re-enters retreating before aaotter Parts, 
is foized, difurmed, and carried off | 
Arcalaus. 

Yet paufe, and be advis’d; avoid thy fates 
Without thy life, my vengeance is complete : 
| Behold thy friend borne to eternal chains, 
Remember Ardan now, and count thy gaiass 

simadis. 

Like Ardan’s be thy fate, unpitied fall 
‘Thus (31 at once revenge, and free them all, 


[Fight, Arcalaus fill retreating. A fudien Sound of 
Anftruments exprefing Terror and Horror, with 
Thunder at the fare Time. Monflers and Demons 
rife from under the Stage, twhile others fly down from 
above, croffing to and fro in Confusion, during which 
the Stage is darkencd. On a fudden a Flourife of conm 
trary Mufic fucceets ; the Shy clears, and the whole 
Serne changes to a delightful Vale, Amadis appearing 
leaning on bis Scuord, furrounded by Shepherds and 
Skepberde es, who with Songr, Mujia and Danses, 
perform the following Enckantment, 


To be fung in full Chorus. 
Love, creator love, appear, 
Attend and hear; 
Appear, appear, appear. 
A fingle Voiee. 
Love, creator, love, 
Parent of heaven and earth, 
Delight of gods above ; 
To thee all nature owes her birth; 
Love, creator love. 
Another fingle Voice. 
All that in ambient air does move, 
Or teems on fertile fields below, 
Or fparkles in the fkies above, 
Or does in rolling waters flow, 
Spring from the feeds which thou doft for, 
Love, creator love. 
CHORUS. 
Better in love a flave to be, 
Than with the wideft empire free. 


Dance. 
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ODE TO DISCORD. 


A Jingle Voice. 
N Jove’s away then Difcord reigns, 
‘The furies he unchains, 
Bids Eolus unbind 
The northern wind, 
‘That fetter’d lay in caves, 
And root up trees, and plough the plains : 
Old Ocean frets and raves ; 








From their deep rvots the rocks he 
Whole detuges lets fy, 
‘What dafh-ageinit wie ky, 





Bi] 
And feem to drawn the ftars; 
Th’ affauited clouds return the thock, 
Blue light'nings fnge the waves, 
And thunder rende the rock. 
"Fhen fove ufurps his father’s crown, 
Inftru@ting mortals to afpire ; 
‘The father would deftroy the fon, 
The fon dethrones the fire. 
‘The Titans, to regain their tight, 
Prepare to try a fecond fight, 
Briareus arms his hundred hands, 
‘And marches forth the bold gigantic bands, 
Pelian upon Offa thrown, 
Steep Olympus they invade, 
Gods and giants tumble down, 
And Mars is foil’d by Encelade. 
Horror, confufion, dréadful ire, 
Daggers, poifon, fword and fire, ; 
Ta.execute the deftin'd wrath confpire, 
‘The furies loofe their faaky rods, 
” And lath both mea. and gods, 


Ghorus repeat the laf Stanza, 
Then Sympbony for Loves 


A feat Price, 

Rat when Inve bids difcard ceafe, 
‘The jarring feeds unite in peace; 
Othe pleafures paft exprefling ! 
© the rapture of poffeffing ! 
Melting, dying, heavenly bleffing, 
Q the rapture of poffeffing ! 

Hail to love, and welcome joy ! 

" Hail to the delicious boy ! 


In Cyprus firft the God was known, 
Then wandering, wandering o’er the neaip,. 
He in Britannia fix'd bie reign, 

And in Oriana’s eyes his throng, 

A fall Chorus. 
Hail to love, and welcome joy! 
Hiail to the delicious boy ! 
See the fun from Jove returning, 
Love's the flame.in which he’s burning, 
Hail to love, the foftett pleafure ; 
Lowe and beauty reign for ever. 


Dance. 


[Then to be fung by a Sbepberdefs addrefing berfelf to 
adis,} 
Now mortal prepare, , 
For thy fate is at hand; 
Now mortal prepare, 
And furrender, 
For love thall arife, 
Whom no power can withftand, 
Who rules from the fkies 
To the centre, 


Now mortal prepare, 
For thy fate is at hand; 
Now mortal prepare, 
And farrender, 
Chorus repeat, 
Now mortal prepare, &c. 
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(During the Chorus, Oriana appears rifing from unde: 
the Stage, repofad upon.a Ddachine reprofenting a Bei* 
of Flowers, The Chorus ended, foc rifes, ana comes 
forward.) 

Oriana, 


In what enchanted regions am I loft ? 
Am I alive? Or wander here a ghoft? 
Art thou too dead ?— 
(Starting at the fight of Amatiry 
Amadis, 
‘Where’er you are, the rcalms of blifs mult beg 3 
Tfee my goddefs, and ‘tis heaven to fee. =< 
% 





[Throwing away bis frvord, is feined amd botiha 
Stand off, and give me way. 
Oriana, 
No, keep him there, 
Th’ ungrateful traitor, let him not come near 
Convey the wretch where Sifyphus atones 
For crimes enormoue, and where ‘Tityus groans 5 
With robbers, and with murd’rers let him prove: 
Immortal pains—for he has murder’d love. 
Amadis. 





Have I done this ?. 





Oriana. 
—~—-——~Bafe and perfidious man! 

Let me be heard, and anfwer if you can. 
‘Was it your love, when trembling by your fide 
I wept, and ! implor'd, and almoit dy’d, 
Urging your ftay: was it your love that bore. 
Your faithlefs veffel from the Britith fore? 
What faid 1 not, upon the fatal nighe, 
When you avow'd your meditated flight? 
Was it your love that Prompted you to part, 
To leave me dying, and to break my hearc? 
See whom you ed, inhuman and ingrate, 
Repent your folly—but repent too: late, 

Amadis. 


Mittaken princefs ; by the ftars above, 
The powers below, and by immortal Jove 
Unwilling and compell'd——— 
Oriana. 
Unwilling and compell’d! vain, vain pretence 
For bafe negledt, and cold indifference. 
Was it your love, when by thofe ftars above, 
Thefe powers below, and that immortal Jove, 
You vew'd, before the firft revolving moon, 
You would return ?—Did you return ?— The fun 
Thrice round the circled globe was feen to move, 
You neither came, nor fent—was this your love? 
Amadis. 
Thrice has that fun beheld me on your coatt, 
By tempelts beaten, and ia thipwrecks loft. 
Criana, 
And yet you chofe thofe perils of the fea, 
Of cocks, and ftorms—or any thing—but me, 
The raging ocean, and the winter wind, 
Youch’d at my paflion, with my withes join’d, 
No image, but of cain fate, appear’a, 
Leis I your abfence, than your danger, fear’d; 
In vain they threaten’d, and I {ued in vain, 
More deaf than ftorms, more cruel than the main 
No prayer, nor gentle meffage could prevail 
To waita calmer fky, or fofter gal: 
You brav'd the danger, and de(pis'd the love, 
Nor death could terrify, nor paffion move. 
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Amadis. 7 

Of our paft lives, the pleafure, and the pain, 
§x’Lin my foul, for ever shall remain ; 
tecall more gently my unhappy ftate, 
ind charge my crime, not on my chaice, but fate : 
na mortal breaft, fure, honour never wag’d 
o dire a war, nor love more fiercely rag’d : 

Zou faw my torment, and you knew my heart, 
Twas infamy to ftay, ‘twas death to part. 
Oriana. 

In vain you'd cover, with the thirft of fame, 
And honour’s call, an odious traitor’s name: 
"auld honour fuch vile perfidy approve ? 
fs it no honour to be true to love ? 

2 Venus! parent of the Trojan race, 

if Britain too, fome remnants found a place ; 
From Brute defcending in a line direét, 

Within thefe veins thy favourite blond refpect ; 
Mother of love, by men and gods rever’d, 
Confirm thefe vows, and let this prayer be heard. 
The Briton to the Gaul henceforth fhall bear 
immortal hatred, and eternal war; 

Nor league, nor commerce, let the nations know, 
But feeds of everlafting difcord. grow ; 

‘With fire and {word the faithlefs race purfue, 
This vengeance to my injur’d love is duc: 


7 
Arcalaus. 
Hence to his fate the valiant boafker bear. 
(Sinks under the Stage with bine 
For him, let our infernal pricits prepare ~ 
Their knives, their cords, and altars—hut fos. Ker: 
Soft beds, and flowery banks, and fragrant bowweney. 
Mufic, and fongs, aud ai thofe melting powers 
With which love fteala on hearts, and tunce the 
mind 
To tendernefs and yieldiag——= 
Superior charms, enchant usto be kind. 
EExe, 
The AG concludes with dancing. 
———————————— 


ACT II, SCENE f. 2 


Arcataus, and Areal, wetinge, 


Arcalaxs. 
Wercome as after darknels cheerful light, 

Or to the weary wanderer downy nights: 
Smile, fmile my Arcabon, for ever {mile, 

And with thy gayeft looks reward my. toil, 
That fullen air but ill becomes thee now, 

Seeft thou not glorious conqueft on my, brow.<, 
Amadis, Amadis—— E 





Rife from our athes fome avenging hand, 
‘To curb their tyrants, and invade their land; 
“Waves fight with Waves, and theres with fhores 
engage, 
And Jet our fons inherit the fame rage. 
Aaadis. 
Might 1 be heard a word in my defence-—— 
x Oriana, 
No, not a word. What fpecious fore’d pretence 
‘Would you invent, to gild a weak defence? 
'T’o falfe AEncas, when ‘twas given by fate 
“To tread the paths of death, and view the Stygian 
ftate, 
‘Forfaken Dido was the firft that ftood 
To firike his eye, her bofom bath’d in blood 
Frefh from her wound : pale horror and affright 
Seiz’d the falle map, confounded at the fight, 
Trembling he gaz’d, and fome faint words he 
fpoke, 
Some tears he fhed, which, with difdainful look, 
Unmov'd fhe heard, and faw, nor heeded more 
‘Than the firm rock, when faithlefs tempefts roar, 
With one laft look, his falfenefs the upbraids, 
‘Then fullenly retires, and fecks eternal fhades. 
Lead me, © Jead me where the bleeding qucen, 
With juft reproaches loads perfidious men, 
Banith’d from joy, from empire, and from light, 
In death involve me, and in endlefs nighr, ‘ 
But keep—that odious objeét——trom say fight. 
2 (Bai, 
Enter Arcalausy*~ 
Arcalausé 
‘With her laft words, fhe Kyn’d his dying breath, 
Convey him ftraight to corcures, and to death. 
madi, 
4 Let me not perifh with a traitor’s name, 
Naked, unarm'd, avd firgle as 1 am; 
Loofs this right hand —- 


Arcaben. % 
Dead, or in chains? Be quick in thy,.rephe. 
Arcalens. 
He lives, my Arcabon, but lives to die. 
The gnawing vulture, and the reftlefs wheel, 
Shall be delight, to what the wretch thall feel, 
Arcakon, 
Goddefs of dire revenge, Erinny’s, rife, 
With pleafure grace thy lips, wich joy thy eyess 
Smile like the queen of love, and ftrip the rocke 
Of pearls and gems, to deck thy jetty locks; 
With cheerful tunes difguife thy hollow throat, 
And emulate the lark, and linnet’s note; 
Let envy’s felf rejoice, defpair be gay, 
For rage and murder shall triumph to-day. 
Arcalaus. 
Arife, O Ardan, from the hollow womb 
Of earth, arife, burft from thy brazen tomb, 
Bear witnefs to the vengeance we prepare, 
Rejoice, and reft for ever void of cae. 
Arcabon, 
Pluto, arife, infernal king, releafe 
Thy tortur’d flaves, and let the damp’d have ¢ 
peace, 
But double all their pains on Amadis, 
Arcalaus. 
Mourn all ye heavens, above yon azure plain 
Let grief abound, and lamentation reign, 
The thunderer with tears bedew his fky, 
For Amadis, his champion’s doom’d to die. 
Arcabon, 
Death be my care; for to complete his woe, 
The flave thall perifh by a woman's blow; 
Fhus cach by turns fhall his dire vow fa'fil, 
> fwas thine to vanquifh, and "tis mine to kill, 
_realaus, 


So look’d Medea, when her rival bride, 





i Upon her nuptial day, confuming dy’d: 


* Our guards to arma, though few, they're Romans 


ae 
O never mare let love difguife a face 
By rage adorn’d with fuch triumphant grace. 
Arcabon. 

In fweet revenge inferior joys are loft, 
And love lies thipwreck'd on the ftormy coaft; 
Rage rules all other paffions in my breatt, 
And fwelling like a torrent, drowns the reft. 
Should this curs’d wretch, whom moft roy fou! 

abhors, 
Prove the dear man, whom moft my foul adores, 
Love fhould in vain defend him with his dart, 
Through all his charms 1’d ftab him to the heart. 
[Bxeunt 





SCENE Il. 


Enter Celiuz, Conftantivs, Lucivs a Reman, and a 


mumerous Attendance of Britons. 


King. 
.. From contraéts fign’d, and articles agreed, 
With Britith faith it luits not to recede 
How may the world interpret fuch neglect, 
And on her beauty, or her fame, reflea ? 
Romph, confider well what courfe you run, 
Refolve to be my prifoner, or my fon. 
If this founds rude, then know, we Britons flight 
"Chofe fupple arts which foreigners delighe, i 





Happy extremity! now, prince he bi-ft, 
Ofall Fou Jove, and all you with poffert ; 
No cenfure you incur, conftrain’d to choote, 
Poffefs’d at once of pleafure, and excule, 

Conflaniius. 

If for mylelf alone ( would poffe fs, 
*Twere fenfual joy, and brutal happinefs. 
‘When moft we tove, embracing and embrac’d, 
‘The particle fublime of blifs, is plac’d fate} 
In raptures that we feel the ravith'd charmer 
Oriana, no—though certain death it he, 
Y'll keep my word—t'll die, or fet thee free. 
Hafte, Lucius, hafte, found Joud our trunipets, call 





all. 
Now tremble, favage king, a Roman hand 
Shall ne’er be bound, that can a (word command. 


As they g0 off, re-enter King Celine, aitenced os befere, | 


King. 
Not to be found! fhe muft, fhe Shall be found ; 
Dilperfe our parties, fearch our kingdoms round ; 
Follow Conftantius, feize him, torture, kill; 
‘Traitor! what vengeance I can have, } will, 
‘Well have thy gods, O Rome ! fecur'd thy peace, 
Planted behind fo many lands and fras, 
Or thou thouldtt feel me, city, in thy fall, 
‘More dreadful than the Samnite, or the Gaul. 
But to fupply and recompenfe this want, 
Hear, O ye guardians of our ifle, ard prant 
‘That wrath may rife, and fife immorral come 
HSetwist the gods of Britain, and of Rome. 
{ Excunt. 
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SCENE Wf. 


The Scene changes to a Scene of Tomis and Dungeonss 
Men and Women chained in Rows, oppofite to one 
another, tn the Front of the Captioes, Flurcflan and 
Corifande. A magnificent DIonument erebted to the 
Memory of Ardan, with this Infeription ia large 
Letters of Gold: : 


Revenge is vow'd, reft quiet, gcntle thade, 
The living thall be reftlefs tj tis had. 


A Guard of Demons. Plaintive Mufic. 





To be finz by a capti Kiug. 
Loox down, ye powers, look down, 
And caft a pitying eye 
Upon a monarch’s mifery. 
Look down, look down, 
Avenge, avenge, avenge 
Affronted majeiiy, 


T who but now on thrones of gold, 
Cave laws to kingdoms uncontroul’d, 
To empire bura, 
From empire torn, 
A wretched flave, 
A wretched flave, 
Am now of flaves the fcorti, 
Alas! the fmiles of fortune prove 
as variable as womens love, 
By a captive Louw. 
The happiel mortals once were we, 
} lov'd Myra, Myra me ; 
Each defirous of the bleffing, 
Nothing wanting but poffefling ; 
1 Jov’d Myra, Myra me, 
‘The happieft mortals once were we, 
But fince cruel fates diffever, 
‘Yorn from love, and torn for ever, 
‘Fortures end me, 
Death befriend me: 
Of all pains, the greateft pain, 
Is to love, and love in vain. 
By a coptive Libertine, 
Plague us not with idle flories, 
Whining loves, and fenfclefs gloriess 
What are lovers, what are kings ? 
What at belt but flavith things. 


Free ! liv’d, as Nature made me, 
No proud beauty durft invade me, 
No rebellious flaves betray'd me, 


; Free J liv’d, as Nature made me. 


Each by turne, as fenfe infpir'd me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir'd me ; 
Valone have lo, true pleafure ; 
Freedom is the oid” treafure. 
Chor. + of Damens, 
Ceafe, ye flaves, your 2. uitleis grieving, 
No, no, 
‘The powers below 
No pity know; 
Ccale, ye flaves, your fruitie’s erjeving. 
A Damce of Damons infuiting the Prifeners. 


THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS: OR, NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE. 


Floreflan to Corifanda. 
To tate of pain, and yet to gaze on thee, 
"T> meet, and yet to mourn, hut ill agree. ’ 
‘Well may the, brave contend, the wife contrive, 
In vain againft their ftars the deftin’d ftrive, 
Corifanda. 
So to th’ appointed grove the feather’d pair 


ily chirping on, unmiudful of the foare, 


Purfuing love, and wing’d with amorous thought, 
‘The wanton couple in one toil are caught, | 
In the fame cage i mournful notes complain 
Of the fame fate, and curfe perfidious man. 
A Captive, 
O heavens, take pity of our pains, 
Death is a milder fate than chains, 


[4 Flourifo of Teftruments of Horror. Arcabon. de 
funds ina Chariot drawn through the Air by Dra- 
‘gons, guarded by infernal Spirits. She alights and 
comes forward, armed with a Dagger in ber Hand.\ 


ulreabon, 
Your vows have reach’d the gods, your chains 
and breath © > 


Have the fame dates— * 

Prepare for freedom, for 1 bring you death. 

He who fo oft has 'fcap’d th’ affaults of he!l, 

"Whom yet no charms coald bind, no force could 
well, 

By whom fo many bold enchanters fell, 

Amadis, Amadis, this joyful day, 

Your guardian Deity’s himfelf our prey. 

From all their dungeons let our captives come, 

Hdte {pectators of theic hero’s doom. 


[Fleirifts of loud Inftruments of divers Sorts. Other 
Dungeons open, und difcover more Captives. slma- 
dis chained to an dltur, infernal Priefs on each Side 
of him with Knives up-lifted ready Jor the Sacrifce. 
‘Arcaton advancing baflily to flab him, flarts and 


fips) 
Arcabon. 


- Thou dy’t—What ftrange and what refiftlels 
* charm, 
With fecret force, arrefts my lifted arm ? 
‘What art thou, who wich more than magic art, 
Doft make my hand unfaithful to my heart? 
Amadis. 
One, who difdaining mercy, fues to die; 
¥ afk not life, for life were cruelty. 
Of all the wretched, fearch the world around, 
A more unhappy never can he found; 
Let loofe thy rage, like an avenging God, 
Fain would my foul encumber'd cait her load, 
Arcabon. | Afide.] 
In every line and feature of that 
The dear enchanter of my foul $ 
My brother! had my fatk been flain, 
‘The blood of my whole rg fhould plead in vain. 
‘The cies of nature do butZveakly move, 
The flrongett tie of aaifee, is in love. 
Mbnadis. 
O Floreftan ! I fee /hofe chains with fhame, 
Which L could notrevent—O ftain to fame ! 
© honour fpf tor ever! Thefeus fell, 
But Heredies remain'’d unconquer'd {tilt, 


Yen Vil, 





face, 








Ey] 
And freed his friend —What man eould do—I didj: 
Nor was I overpower’d but betray’d. .. 
O my lov'd friend: with better grace we flood 
In arms repelling death, wading in blood. - 
To victories; the manly limb that. trod ~- : 
Firm and ereé, beneath a treble load 7 
OF ponderous mail, thefe fhameful bonds difdatiy,. 
And finks beneath th’ inglorious weight of chains; 
., Florefan, ‘ 

Where hall the brave and good. for.refuge Tun} 

When to be virtuous,.is to be undone? 
Arcaban, Ph 

He f{ppke—and every accent to my heart 
Gave a frefh wound, and was another dart : 
He weeps! but reddening at.the tears that fall; 
Is it for thefe ? Be quick, and free them ajl, 
Let every captive be réleas’d from chains: 
How is it that I love, if he complaigs? | n 
Hence every grief, and every. anxious carg, . 
Mix with the feas and winds, breed tempefts theres 
Strike all. your firings, to joyful meafures move; 
And every voice found liberty and love, es 


[ Flowrife of alt the Majic; the Chains at once fall yf 
from all the Captives. Arcabon frees Amadis berg, 
ff) ’ : 

Chorus of all the Captives. 
Liberty! liberty 
ne A fle 





Arm, arm, the generouis:Britons c 
Let us live free, or let tis die; ai 
‘Trumpets founding, bansers flying, 
Braving tyrants, chains defying, 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or Iet us die; 
Liberty! liberty ! 
Chorus repeat, 
Liberty! liberty! 
Anctber fingle Voice. 
Happy ifle, all joys poflefling, . 
Clime refembling heaven above, 
Freedom "tis that crowns thy blefing, — - 
Land of liberty and love ! 
When thy nymphs, to cure complaining; 
Set themfeives and lovers free, 
In the blefling of obtaining, ‘ 
Ah! how fweet is liberty ! = 
Dance of Captives, expreffing Foy For Liberty, 
[-4rcabon baving freed Amadis, they come forward tea 
gether ; the reff landing in Rows on each Side of tha 
Theatre, bowing as they advance. 
Arcabon. . 
When rage, like minc, miakes fich a fudden 
paufe, * 
Methinks "twere eafy to divine the caufes 
‘The dullet wartior, ina lady's face, - 
The fecret meaning cf.a biuth may trace, 
When fhort-breath’d fighs, and catching glaficedy 
From dying eyes, reveal the kind intent. -~{fetig 
Let glory fhare, but not foffei’s you whele, 
Love is the darling tranfport of the foul, 
Amadis, 
The lords of fate, who all our lots dectge, 
Have dettin’d fame, no other chance ig me; 
*. 3A 





73 5 
My fallen” flars in that cough cirele movey 
The happy only are referv’d for love.” 
Areabon. one 
"The flars which you reproach, my art can foree, 
I can direct them to a kindtr courfe: 
‘Traft to my charms, the’ prefent time improve,’ 
Seleét and precious are the hours of love. 
Unguarded fee the virgin treafure fiend, 
Glad of the theft, to court the robber’s hand 5 
Honour, his wonted watch no Jonger keeps, * 
Seize quickly, foldier, while the dragon Beeps. 
_ Amadis. 
Enchantinip'ate your looks, lefs mite Tiés 
In your myfterious are, than in your eyes; ~” 
Suehrmelting language claims a foft return, 
Pity the hopelefs flames in which I burn;* 
Fait bound already, and notfrce ta choofe, 
I wh the bleffing fated to refufe. i 
1. Arcabon. (vsfide.J wo 
“‘Thofe format lovers be for ever curft, é 
“Whorfetter" 'd free-bore love with honour firft, 
Who through fantaftic laws are virtue's fools; 
And againft nature will be flaves to rules. 
Lo him.) Your captive friends have freedom from 
this hour, 
Rejoice for them, but for thyfelf much more? 
Sublimer blellings are referv'd for thee, ..- = 
Whom love invites to be peffefs'd of me. 
"the thipwreck’d Greeks caft on Kaas fhore, 
With trembling fteps the dubious coatt explore, 
Who firf arrive, in vain for pity plead, . 
, Transfortn’d to beatts, a vile and monftrous breed; 
"But when Ulyffes, with fuperior mien [queen, 
Approach’d the throne where, fat th’ enchantrels 
Pleas'd with a prefénce that invades her charms, 
She takes the bold‘advent'rer in her arms, 
‘Up to her bed the Jeads the conqu’ror on, . 
Where he enjoys the daughtérpf the fun. 


[S80 leads Amadis out Floreftan aad Corifanila, anid 
the releafed Captives only remain. Florgftan and Co- 
' gifatide vine into each other's Arms) 





og» Blareflan. 
Th this’ ‘thchanting, circle let me be, 
For,cver and for ever bound with thee. 
~ Gorifanda, ., 
Soul of my foul, and charmer of my heart, 
From thefe embraces let us never part. : 
Florgfian. 
‘Never, O never—in fume fafe retreat, 
Far from the noife and turnults of the great) * 
Secure and happy on each other's brea, =~ 
‘Within each other's arms we'll ever res i$ eed 
‘Thofe eyes thall make my days ferene and bright, 
‘Thefe arms, thus archos roynd me, blefsthe night: 
; [Bxeunt Flor, and Cor, 


[Zhe remaining Captives exprefe their Foy Yor Liberty 
+ by pinging and dancing.) 
|. Chorus of all the Captives together. 

‘To fortune give immortal praife, 

Fortune depofes, and can raife ; 

Fortune the captives chains does break. 

And bripes defpairing exiles back; 

xs we Ses 


THE wWoORKs OF GRANVILLE: 











i} However low this hour we fail, 
Y One lucky moment may mend ali 


+ Tbe AG concludes with Varicty of Dantes. — 





eo ACT Ty, SCENEL 
Spice. Areaban and Arcalaus, 


H "Os Aveataus, 
Or women tyrants ’tis the common, doom, : 
Each haughtily fets out in beauty’s bloom, 
‘Till late repenting, to redeem the patt, _ 
Yout turn abandon’d proftitutes at‘laft.: -: 
ircaben. ‘ 
Who hate declares, is fure-of hate againg- 
Rage begets rage, difdain provokes difdain': 
Why, why, alas: fhould love Jef mutual prove ? 
Why. is ot. love geturn’d with equal loyef:, 
, ‘ Arealaus. 
Bleffings when cheap, or certain, we defpife s $ 
rom fure poff-ffion what defire can rife? 
Love, like anbition, dies as ’tis enjoy’d, - 
By doubt provok'd, by certainty deftroy’ ‘dy,; 
Arcabon. 
_. To govern love, alas! what woman'cafil 
Yet ’tis an eafy province for a man. 
Why am § then of hope abandon’d quite?” 


ae 





' There is acure—tI'd afk it—if I might 


Forgive me, brother, if I pry too far, 
U've learnt my rival is your pris’ner here 5” 
Ifthiat be true 





Arcalave:. 

} What thence would you infer? [Surtily 
t Arcabon. ; 
“What but -her death—When Amadis is:free 
From hopes of her—there may be hope for me, 

i Arcalaus, . 
Thow cloud to his bright Jano==Foot—thall he 
Who has lov'd her; ever deicend tu thee? , * 
wéircabone oes ut op 
Much vainer fool art thou -where are ‘ote 
* charms s 
Whatre to tempt a-princefs to thy arms? 
‘Thou valcan to Oriana’s Mars-———= « 
' Arcalaus. 
et center But yee 
This Vulcan has that Mars within bie nets. > 
Your counfel comes too late, for “tis decreed; 
To make the woman fure, the. man fhall bleed. 
_ (Exit. Siri 





[ Arcabon. 
* Fire perith tho\ earth, air, and feas, vand fy, 5), 

Confounded in one «:-4p of chaos lie, 

And every othe? living sreature die. 

1 burn, I burn; the ftorn\that’s in my mind | 
Kindles my heart, like fire:\provok’d by wind:t-— 
Love and refentment, wifhe and difdain, “ 
Blow all at once, like winds dat plough the main. 
Furies! Alco! aid my juft 





mv ‘he pious talk, aft me, Powers divine’; F) 


> Z atin pit ay 5 
THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS: OR, NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE: 


. Jutt gods, and thau their king, imperial Jove, 
Serike whom you pleafe, but fave the man I love. 
. ; eae { Exit. 


SCENE I. 


[The Sefne changes to the Reprefentation of a fine Gar- 
w den; Oriana fitting penfrvely in a pleafant Bower 
towards the lower End of the Scene. Soft Mjic 
playing. Arcalaus enters, addreffing bimfeif refsett- 
fully to ber. She eifes ; they advance flowly towards 
‘the Front of the Stage, faeming in'mute Difeuurfe, till 
Nps Mufic ceafes} : 
Arcalaus-and Oriana, 
* bo Arcklaus: 
Of freedom loft, unjuftly you complain, 
Born ‘to command, where-e’er yon come you reign; 
No fetters here you wear, but others bind, 
And not a’prifon, but an empire find. 
; Oriana. é 
Detith Tekpedt, and I defire it tony Oo or ose 
’Tis ‘all the mercy to be wilh’d from you. : 
To die, is to be free; Oh let me find ‘ 
A fpeedy death—that freedom would be kind, 
Arcalaus, 
Too cruel to fufpedt fuch ufage meant, 
ere is no death, but what your ey¢s prefent: 
O may they reign, thofe arbiters of fate, . 
Immortal, as the loves which they create, 
‘We know the caufe of this prepoftcrous grief. 
And we fhould pity, were there no relief 
‘One lover loft, have you not millions more* 
Can you complain of want, whom all adore? 
An hearts are yours; cvea mine, that fierce and 
ree 
Ranging at large, difdain'd captivity; 3 
Caught by your charms, the favage trembling lies, 
wAnd proftrate in-his chain, for mercy dics. , 
Orianay 
Refpect is limited to power alone, 
Beauty diftrefe'd, like kings from empire thrown, 
“Fach infolent invades——~ [now, ! 
‘How art thou chang’d! ah, wretched princes! 
‘When every flave that loves, dares tell thee fo? 
x realise . 
| If 1 do Jove, the fault isin your eyes, [des = | 
Blame them who wound, and not your flave who 
Af we may love, then fure we may declare 5 
If we may not, ah! why are you fo fair? 
, Who can unmov’d behold that heavenly face, 
Thofe radiant eyes, and that refiftlefs grace ? 
2 7 Oriana. 
” Pluck ont thefe eyes, revenge th 
‘Tear off my cheeks, and root up 
Disfigure, kill me, kill me infta ‘ 
‘Thus may’ ft thou free thyfelatc once, and me. 
. Arcayfis. 
Such flrange commang, ‘cwere intpious to obty, 
I would revenge myfelf a gentler way. : 
[Offering to take‘ser hand, foc fuatches it away 
 difdain’ ully. 
; Oriana, D 
Some wind bear me from this odious place, 
Earth_ofn wide, and bury my difgrace; <4 


on my face, 
‘ery grace, 











739° 
Bave me, ye powers, from viclence arid fhame, 
AGifl my virtue, and proted my fa 
. ‘Arcalaus. |dfide]> <- * 
Love, with fubmiffion, firfl begins in courfe, 
Bot when that fails, a fure referve is force: 
The niceft dames who our embraces thun, 
Wait_only a prerénce—and force is one: : 
She who through feailry yields, dithonour gains, 
But fhe that’s fore’d, her innocence retains = 
Debtors and flaves for favours they beftow, 
Invading, we are free, and nothing owe. 





-No ties of love or gratitude conftrain, - 


But as we like, we leave—or come again. E 
It fhall be fo. . [vain, 
{To ber.] Since ffter arguments have prov'd fo 
Korce is the laf, refift it it you can. . 
: [Ie feizes ber , foe breaks from Lim, 
Oriana. : 

Help—help—ye gods! 
ori, . Arcalaus. ee 

Who with fuch courage can refift defire, 
With what rage fhe’llJove when raptores fire | 
Behold in chains your vanquifh’d miaion lies, 
And if for nothing but this fcorn, he dies. . 
[Amadis difeovered in Chaing. -Arcalaus advancing t0 


fab bine, aircabon enters in the Inflant and ofrs.te 
“fab Oriana. 





ig )  Areabon, : 
Strike boldy, mura’ rer, trike him to the ground, 
“While thus my dagger anfwers every wound. 

By what new magic is thy vengeance charm’d? 


| Trembles.thy hand before a man unarm’d? x 


Oriana. 
Berike, my deliverer, ’tis a friendly ftroke, 
I fhun thee not, but rather would provoke : 


| Death to the wretched is an end of care, 


But yet, methinks, ye might chat victim fpare.~ 
ba {Pointing to z.madis. 


: Amadis. ue 
Burt, te thef&:chains, juft gods can you look 
- own, ‘ - 

On fuch diftrefs, like idle lookerscon ? 

My foul, till now, no dangers could affright, 

But trembles like a cowara’s, at this fight. 
Arcabon. 

but 1°! revenge it heré—— |. - 
Arcalaus. 


5 Hold, fury—or I ftrike as home—farbear———= 


‘. So paffionate ! 


| [Arcabon offering to flab Oriana, Arcaleus does.the fume 


to madis ; both with-bold their blew.] 


(Trumpets, Kettle-drums, and warlike Inflryments of 
all kinds, refound from all Parts of the Theatre. 
‘Organda enters baflily «with a nimerous Train. Ars 
-calaus ani Arcabon furprifed, retire to the oppafite 
Side of the Stage.) “*  -” : 

a *  Urgandae 2 - | . 
‘To arms, to arms, ye {pigs oF the air, 
Ye guardians of the brave, and of the fair;— 
Leave your bright manfions, and in armg ap- 


[Warlike Mufic founds a Charge ; Spirits defeend in 
Clouds ; forme continue in the Air playing upon Ina 


gai 


W400 
2 fruments of War, others remain ranged in Order of 
Baitle ; others defeend upon the Stage, ranging them- 
files by Amandis, whom Urganda fvees, giving bins 
@ Sword. Oriana likewife is freed. | 

a E  Arcabon. 
Fly quick, ye daemons, from your black abodes, 
And try another combat with the gods; *, 
Blue fires, and pettilential fumes arife, 
.And flaming fountains Spout againg the thies; 
From their broad roots thefe oaks and cedars tear, 
Burn like my Jove, and rage like my defpair. 


[Trumpets found on Arcabon's Side, which are anfwered 
on Urganda’s, The Grove appears in an Infant all 
ina flame; Fountains from below caft up Fire at 
G4 Spouts; a Rain of Fire from above ; the Shy 
darkened Demons range themfelves on the Stage by 

* realaus and Arcabon 5 o:ber Densons face Urganda ; 
Spirits in the Airs martial Infiruments founding 
Srom all parts of the Theatre; “rcalaus ‘advances 
before bis Party, with bir Swor drawn, te dma- 
dios ite 


* ‘e. 





Arcalaus. 
Let heaven and hell ttand neuter, while we try, 
On equal terms, which of us two thall die. | 


LArealaus and Amadis engage at the Head of their 
Parties ; @ Fight at the fame Time in the dir, and 
upon the Stage; all Sorts of loud Inflruments Sound. 
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. ings Arcataus falls; the Damons, fone fly acy 
through the stir, otbers fink under Ground, with 
Borrible Cries.) 


. : “Unganida. i j 
Bound tunes of triumph, all ye winds, and bear 
Your noted aloft, that heaven, and earth may 

ear 5 3 
And thou, O fuf! thine out ference and gay, 
And bright, as when the giants loft the day. 
[Tanes of Triumph ; the Sly. tleare; the Grove re- 
turns to ite firft Profpedt.” “A large Ball of Fire re. 
prefenting the Figure of the Sun deftends gradually 
to the Stages 'madis approaching Oriana vefpeci- 
Sully; rcabon flands fallen and obferwing.) 
‘ Amadis. (To Oriana] 
While: Amadis Oriana’s love poffel, 
Secure of empire is thar beauteous breaft, 
Not Jove, the king of gods, like Amadis was 
‘ bleft. 
. Oriana. 
While to Oriana Amadis was true, Es 
Nor wandering flames to diftant climates drew, 
No heaven, but ony love, the pleas'd Oriana 
knew, 





i Amadis, - 

That heaven cf Jove, alas! ismine na more, 
Braving thofe powers by whom fhe ialfely fwore; 
She to Conftantius would thofe charms refign, 

If oaths could bind, that thould be only mine, 

+ Oriana, 
+ With dleign’d falfehood you'd evade 
Of guile, and tax a tender faithfyl heart: Re 
Whild by fuch ways you'd hide a confcious flame, 


your part 





The only virtue you have left, is thame, 
cp ad [Tanning siflainfully from bin.) 


GRANVILLE. : 

Amadis. [Approacbing tenderly] _ 
But fhould-this injur’d vaffa: you fufped& = * 
Prove true—Ah! what a turn might he expe ? 


Oriana, -[Returning to bim with an cir of tenders 
nef) - 


Though brave Confantins charms with every 
2 art, 
That can entice a tender virgin’s heart, 
Whether he fhines for glory, or delight, 
To tempt ambition, or enchant the fight, 


~ Were Amadis reftor’d to my efteem, ~ 


I would reject a deity—for tim. -- 
Amadis, 
Though falfe as watery bubbles. 
wind, 
Fix'd in my foul, and rooted in my mind, 
Llove Oriana, faithlefs and unkind. 
O were fhe kind, and faithful, as the’s fair! 
For her alone I'd live—and die for her. 7 
Urganda. : 
Adjourn thefe murmurs of returning love, 
And from this fcene of rage and fate remove. 
(To Arcaben.} 
Thy empire, Arcabon, concludes this hour, 
Short is the date of all flagitious power : 
Spar’d be thy life, that thou may’ft living beag.- 
The torments of the damn’d in thy defpair. 
* [Yo Oriana and Aniadis.] 
Where zephyrs only breathe in myrtle groves, 
‘There will { lead you to debate your loves, © 


[Tbe Machine veprefenting the Figure of the fun opens 
and appears to be a Chariot refulgent with. Rays, 
magnificently gilt and adorned, with convenient Seats, 
40 which Urganda condués Oriana ; Amadis fala 
Sowing, Arcabon flops bim by the Robe.’ 

Arcabon, ee 
‘What, not one look ? not one diffembling {mile, 

To thank me for your life? or to deguile 

Detpair? cold and ungrateful as thou art, 

Hence from my fight for ever, and my heart. 

: [Letting go ber bold with an air of cdutempt,} 

Back, foldier, to the camp, thy proper fphere, 

Stick to thy trade, dul hero, follow war; o 

Ufelefs to women—thou mere image, meant 

Tuttaife defire—and then to difappoint. 


r 
blown by 


Amadis takes bit Place in Urganda’s Chariot, which 
gai i 
rifer gradually in the sir, mol quite difappearing tile 
the clofe of c:rcabon's Speech.) ah TS 


So ready to be gone-—Barbarian, fray. . - 
He’s gone, and love returns, and pride gives way, 
O ftay, come dack-——Hosror and hell! I burn! 
Traget ¥ “x I die}——-Return, return! 7 
Eternal racks nix tortur’d bofom tear , qi 
Vultures with enas% pangs are gnawing there ; 
Fury: dis raction——\ am all defpair. 
Burning, with love, nyy'ft thou ne’er aim at 
blifs, 


But thunder thake thy links, and lightening blaft 
thy kif; : 


While pale, aghagt, a ty 
Pleas’d at the terrors that diftradt UNoy 
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"Pingue of my life {thy impotence fhail be 
~Avcurle to her, worfe chan thy {corn to me. 
f Exit. 
CHORUS. 
Firft Peice, 
The battle’s done, 
Qur wars are over, 
The battle’s done, 
Let laurels crown - 
Whom rugged feel did cover, . 
Second Foice. 
Let myrtles too 
Bring peace for ever, - 
Let myrtles too 
Adorn the brow, 
That bent beneath the warlike beaver. 
‘A full Chorus of all the Voices and Inflrumente. . 
Let trumpets and tymbals, 
Let atabals and cymbals, 
Let drums and hautboys give overs’, 
But let flutes, 4 
And let lutes 
. Our paflions excite 
To gentler delight; 
And every Mars be a lover. 
© Dances, with which the AB concluders. 


te / 
jy oACT.V. SCENE L 
Scene, Urganda’s enchanted Palace, 


_ The Scenes are adorned and diverfified, with the foveral 
Reprefentations of the .idventures and Exploits of 
Heroes and Hersines: A large Piece facing the 
Front, reprefenting their Apotheofis, or Reception 
among the Gade. 


Amadis and Oriana. 

: Oriana, . 

In my efteer he well deferves a part, e 

He fhares my praife, but you have all my heart : 

‘When cqual virtues in the fcales are try’d, ry 

And juitice againft neither can decide; ° 

‘When judgment, thus perplex'd, fufpends the 

choice, 

Fancy mutt fpeak, and give the cafting voice ¢ 

Much to his love, much to his merit’s due, 

But powerful inclination was for yous > 

Amadis. 

* Thou haft no equal, a fuperior ray, 
Unrival’d as the light chat rules the/ Jay. 
Should fame folicit me with all h charms, 
Not blooming laurels nor victp“ious arms 
Should purchafe but a grain/r the delight, 


A moment from the ve of this night, 








Orif sa. 

i ‘Wrong not my virtuc/ to fuppofe that T 
Can grant to love, wh/. duty muft deny 5 
A father’s will jo 

ary, though by love poffeft : 

an be another's, I would die; 








* 


Amadis. 
Hard rales, which thus the nobleft loves engages 
To waifthe peevith humours of old age! 
Think not the lawfulnels of love confifts = 


| In parents wills, or in the forms of priefts; 


Such are but licens’d rapes, which vengeance drawe 
From heav’n, howe’er approv’d by human law. 
Marriage the hay:pieft hond of love might’be, 

If hands were only join’d, when hearts agree. 


Enter - Urgande, Gorifande, Florsfan, and Attendants - 
” to Urganda. 


Urganda. 
Here faithful lovers to fure joys remove, 


4 The foft retreat of glory and of love, 


By fate prepar’d, ta crown the happy hours 

Of mighty kings, and famous conquerors: 

Here, gallant prince, let all your labours end ; 

Before, I gave a miftrefs; now, a friend; 

The greateft bleffings which the gods can ‘fend. 

[Prefeating Florepiaite 

Amadis. 

O Floreftan! there was but thus to meet, 

Thus to embrace, to make my joys complete ; 

The fight of thee does fuch vaft tranfports breed, 


| As (carce the ccftafies of love exceed. 


> Ploreflan." 

If beyond love or‘glory is a tafte’ 
Of pleafure, it is fure in friendthip plac’d. 

Orianas 

“My Corifanda too! [Baibracing ber, 
Not EFloreftan could fly with greater hatte 
To take thec in his arme—O welcome to my 

breatt, 

As to thy lover’s—— 

Corifanda. 
O joy complete! 





Bleft day: 
Whercin fo many friends and lovers meet. 
Hlorefian, 
‘The ftorm blown over, fo the wanton doves 
Shake from their plumes the rain, and feek the 
groves, 
Pair their glad mates, and coo eternal deree, 
Amadis. 
© Floreftan ! bleft as thon doft deferve,* 
To thee the fates are kind, without referve. 
My joys are not fo full; though love would yield, 
Fierce honour ftands his ground, and keeps the 
> field ; 
Nature within feduc’d, in vain befriends, . 
While honour, with his guard of pride, defends: 
O nature! frail, and faulty in thy frame, 
Fomenting withes, honour muft condemn ; 
Qr Q: too rigid honour, thus to bind, 
When nature prompts, and when defire i: is kind. 


Enter Arcabon conduéting Conflantius, ber Garments 
loot, and Hair diftevelled, feeming frantic, Come 


fiantius in deep Mourning. 


Arcabon. 
This, Ronran, is the place : "tis magic ground, 
Hid by enchantment, by enchantment found, 
3A i 


at 


a 

Behold them at ont view diffolve in fear, 

‘Two armies, are cwo lovers in defpair ; ' 

Proceed, be bold, and fcorning to entreat, @& 

‘Think alt her flrugylings feign’d, her cries deceit ! 

Kil! him, and ravith her—for fo would I, 

Were | a man—ar rather let. both die. 

The rape may pleafe—— : 

Each was difdain'd ; to equal rage refign 

“i hy heart, and let it burn and blaze like mine. 

*Tis fweet to love, but when with feorn we meet, 

Revenge {applies the lofs with joys as great. 

(4 Chariot. defiends feviftly, into which foe enters at 
the following Lines.) 

Up to th’ ethcrial heavens, where gods refide, 

Lo! thus I fly, to thunder on thy fide. ©” 


[4 Glap of Thunder, The Chariot mounts in the Air, 
x te and wanifoes with ber.j 


' Conflantius, 

Fly where thou wilt, but not to bleft ahodes, 
For fure, where’er thou art, there are no'gods, . 

[cddrefiing bimfelf to Oriana.| 

T come not here an object to affright, 
Or to moleit, but add to your delight. , 
Behold a prince expiring in your view, 
Whole Jife’s a burden to himfelf, and you. 
Fate and the king all other meansdeny. ~ 
To fet you free, but that Conftantius die. 
A Roman arm had play'd a Roman part, 
Bat 'tis prevented by my breaking heart; 
J thank ye, gods, nor think my doom fevere, 
Refigniny, life, on any terms, for her, 

* 5 Urgonda, 

What cruel déftiny on beauty waits, 
‘When on one face depends fo many fates! 

— Coxflantins. 
Make room, ye Decii, whofe devoted breath 
Secur'd your country’s happinefs by death; 
T come a facrifice no lefs renown'd, 
‘The cavie as glorious, and as fure the wound. 
‘O love! with all thy fweets let her be bleft, - 
Thy reign be gentle in that beauteous breaft. 
‘Though thy malignant beams, with deadly force, 
Have f{corch’d my joys, and in their banefu} 
courte 

Wither'd each plant, and dry’d up every fource; 
Ah?! to Oriana thine lefs fatal bright. ¥ 
Chezith her heart, and nourifh her delight, 
Refrain cach cruel influence that deftroys, 
Blefs all her days, and ripen ail her joys, 


and forws concer’; Amadis addreffing 
bimfelf to Confantias.) ai 
“Amadis. ° 

‘Were fortnne us’d to {mile upon defert, 
Love had been yours, to die had been my part : 
Thus, fate divides the prize; though beauty’s 
: mine, : : 
Yet fatne,.our other miftrefs, is more thine.’ - 

” [Conflantius locking flernly upon bim. 
Difdain not, gallant price, a rival’s praife, 
‘Whom your high worth thus humbles to con- 
e fefs 

In every thing but love, he merits lefs.. 
‘ 6.77" 


[Criana weeps, 
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. Conplantive. 
Art thou that rival then? O killing fhame !* 

And has he view’d me thus, fo weak, fo tame? 

Like a fcorn’d captive proftrate at his fide, 

‘Yo grace his triumph, and delight his pride? . 

O "tis teo much! and nature indifdain *__ 

‘Turns back from death, and firing every vein, 

Reddens with rage, and-kindles life aga. 

Be firm, my foul, quick from this feene remove, 

Or madnefs elfe may be too ftrong for love. 

Spent as [-am, and wearied with the weight 

Ofburdening life—t could reyerfe my fate. 

Thus planted—ftand thy everlafting bar 








‘[Seizcs bim, bolding a dagger at bis breafls Amat 
dis dees the fame,: each holding a dagger ready te 
frile. * ier 

But for Oriana’s fake "tis better kere. Bae 


[Stabs bimfelf'; Amadis throws away bis dagger, and. 


Supports him 5 they all belp.] 


Oriana. 7 

Live, generous prince, fuch virtue ne’er fhould 

die. ig oa es 
Couffantius. 


I've liv’d enough, of all 1 with, poffed, 
If dying—t may leave’ Oriana blett, 
Yhe Jaft warm drop forfakes my bleeding heart ; 
Ob tove! how fure a murderer thou art. 
; - * [Dies.] 
Oriana, [Weeping] 

There breaks the nobleit heart that evcr burn’d 

In flames of love, for ever to. be mourn’d. 
Amadis. 

Lavifts to him, you wrong’ av equal Hames 

Had he been lov’d, my heart had-done the fare. 
“Florfan. * : 

Oh emperor! all ages muft agree, 

Such, but more happy, fhould aliloversbe; | 
: Urganda, (To Oriana.) 

No lover now throughout the world remains, 
But Amadis, deferving of your chains. sop 
Remove that mournful object from the fight. 

(Carry off the body, 
Ere yon bright beams are thadow’d o'er with 
night, 
The ftubborn king fua}l licenfe your delight ; 
The torch, already bright with nuptial fire, 
Shall bring you to the bridegroom you defire 5. « 
And honour, which fo long has kept in doubt, 
Be better pleas‘d to yield, chan to hold out. 


[Flurifé of 
Singers andancers, in th. 


Heroines] 


Urganda condubis ae: Oriana, We. 
. during the fu, 





ij ce 


Habits of Heroes and, 


ving Entertainment. 


; Firf Voice. Pt Se 
i | Make room for the c\mbat, make rooftr ;* 
: + Sound the trumpet ad drum : 


A fairer than Venus prepara 
To encounter a greater than Mass 
The gods cf defire take part in the fray 
And love fits like Jove to decide the great dayy 








x 
¥ 


fo a Sab" 


the Mufic. The Stage fills with, ; 


| 
| 
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Make room for the combat, make room 
Sound the trumpet and drum. 
" Second Voice. 
Give the word to begin, 
‘Let the combatants in, : 
The challenger enters all gloriouss ~ 
But love has decreed amit 
;° Though beauty may bleed,- 
Yet beauty thall {till be victorious. 
CHORUS, 
Make room for the combat, make room 5 
. Sound the trumpet and drum, 

Liere two Parties enter from the oppofite Sides of the 
Lbeatre, armed at all Points, marching: in warlike 
Order ; and then dance feveral Pyrric or Martial 
Dances, with Srvords and Bucklers. Which ended, 
the Singers again advance.) a 







i OFS 
NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE... #43 
: Love inviting, ~ 
Gouls aniting ; 
Defiring, 
<2 Expitings 
Enjoy the bleffing 
Of fweet poffefling 5 
: Free from care, 
; Happy pair. 
Another Dance of Heroes and Hercines. 


Then a full Chorus of all the Voices and Infiruments. 


Be true, all ye lovers, whate’er you endere; 
"Though cruel the pain is, how fweet is the 


cure! 
In the hour of poffeffing, 
So divine is the blefling, 4 
‘That one moment's obtaining, , 
Pays an age of complaining. 


Tobe fang. 


Help | help! th’ unpradtis’d ‘conqu’ror cries 5 
He faints, he falls; help! help! Ah me! he dies. 


Cently fhe tries to raife his head, 

And weeps, alas! to think him dead. 

Sound, found a charge—'tis war again 

Again he fights, again is flain ; : 
Again, again, help! help! fhe cries, * 


He faints, he falls! help ! help! Ah me! he digs, 


Dance of Heroes and Heroines. 
. Then Singers ogain come forward,” 
‘ ree 
To be fangs 
Happy pair, 
_ Free from carey 
Enjoy the blefling 
Of fweet pofleflings 
Free from care, 


- Happy pair. 











Be true, all ye lovers, whate’er you endure; 
Though cruel the pain is, how fweet is the 
cure! 


(Bere follows Variety of Dances, with which the En- 


tertainment conclaling, Amadis, Oriana, Oe. rife 
and come forward. | . 
. Amadis. rar 
So Phoebus mounts triumphant in the ficies, 
The clouds difperfe, and gloomy horror flies 5 
Darknefs gives place to the victorious light, 
‘And all around is gay, and all around is bright. 
Oriana, ; 
Onur prefent joys are fweeter for paft pain; 
To love and heaven, by fuffering we attain. 
+ Urganda. ‘ 
Whate'er the virtuous and the juft endare, 
Slow the reward may be, but always fure. 
[4 priumphpit fourife of all the Inflruments, with, 
which the Play concludes. 
wy, ZA iny ”- 
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Downward, my mule, direct thy fteepy flight, 
Where {miling {hades and beautcous realms invite, 
L fief of Britifo Bards, invoke thee down, 
And firft with wealth thy graceful temples crown; 
Through dark retreats purfue the winding ore, 
Search nature’s depths, and view her boundlefs ftores 
The fecret caufe in tuneful numbers fing, 
How metals fir are fram'd, and whence they fpring. 
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"Tue defcent and birth place of Thomas Yalden, have been varioufly affigned by his biographera,. 
According to Jacub, on whofe authority Dr. Johnfon’s “ Life of Yalden” fcems to have been in- 
fome meafure founded, he was born in the city of Exon, and the youngeft of fix fons of Mr. John: 
Yalden ef Suffex. ‘Vhe variations of Wood are of little confequence; but as he is more pars: 
ticular than Jacob, his account may perhaps be confidered as a curiofity. yee 

Thomas Youlding, a younger fon of Joh. Tould. fometimes a Page of the Prefence and Groom of, 
the Chamber to Prince Charles, afterwards a fafferer for his caufe, and an excifeman in Oxon after 
the Reftoration of King Charles Il,, was born in the parith of St. John Baptift in Oxon, on the Tow 
cond day of January £669, (in which parifh l muyfelf reccived alfo my firft breath) educated it 
Magd. Coll. School, while he was a Chorifter of that houfe, was eledled Demy, an. 16---, and im 
the year 16---, Probationer Fellow.” 3 : 

‘As he was educated at the Grammar School belonging to Magdalen College, Oxford, it is: pro< 
bable he was born in that city. The year of his birth, according to the beft accounts, was 167%, 
two yearsatter the date affigned by Wood, = 

Tn 1699, at the age of nineteen, he was admitted a Commoncr of Magdalen Hall, under the 
care of Mr, Jofiah Pullen, “ an excellent tutor and a great mafter of logic.” . 4 

The year following, he became one of the Scholars of Magdalen College, where he was difthy= 
guifhed by a lucky. accident. 

It was his tafk, one day, to pronounce a declamation ; and Dr. Heugh, the Prefident, happening’ 
to attend, thought the compofition too good to be the fpeaker’s. Some time after, the Prefident 
finding him a little irregularly bufy in the library, fet him an exercife for punifhment;. and that he. 
might not be deceived by any artifice, locked the door, Yalden, as it happened, had lately beent 

in the fubject given, and produced with little difficulty, a compefition which fo pleafed: 
ent, that he told him his former fufpicions, and promifed to favour him. . 











the Pr 

Among bis contemporaries in the College, were Addifon and Sacheverell, who were then friendeg 
for Sachevercll at that tin:e profeffed Revolution principles, and who both adopted Yalden inta’ 
their intimacy. 4 


‘The trite obfervation that perfons of fimilar chara@ters generally affociate, is far from Being uni-. 
verfally true. Intimacy does not neceffarily imply either fimilarity of talents, of difpofitions, or of 
habits. Samenefs of fituation, likenefs of circumftances, accidental coincidence of intereft and “of 
profpects, will, on accurate cyamination, be found to produce more intimacies than either fimilarity 
of head or of heart. 3 

Few charaéters could4/e more different than thofe of Addifon and Sacheverell. ‘Their accademie 
ca} intimacy, theref¢re, was not fucceeded by a friendthip of long duration. “But Yalden, whofe, 
intelleQual and m¢ral qualities were truly eftimable and amiable, did not lofe the friendfhip of Ad. 
difon, even whef he efpoufed a very oppcfite intereft to that of his friend, and became a Haghic 
churchman ang/ Tory. aie 
i: wits at that time held the Tory wits in great contempt, and thefe retaliated in their 

A; but Addifon, with the liberality becoming a fcholar, difclaimed not his private friends for hap= 
ing to be of a diferent party in politics, He continued thronghont his life his early friendfhip 
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for Yalden, and lived in the fame habits of familiar intercourfe with him, when he held the high, 
office of Secretary of State, as when their fortunes were more on a level. 
Yalden, at that time, appears to have had no difinctination to the Whig party ; for, in 1693, he 
addreffed dx Spifelary Ode to Mr. Congreve, who was then rifing fat into Teputation as a dramatic 
_ writer. s- ‘ 
In 1694, he was admitted to the degree of Matter of Arts. 
The year following, he fignalized his poetical talents in celebrating the taking of Namur by King 
‘William, in a Pindaric Qce Lumbly inferibed 10 bis mot Sacred ant Vittorious Majzfy, 1695. 

‘OF ts ode, mention is made in an humourous poem of that time, called ‘ The Oxford Laureat nal 
: th which, after many claims had been nvade and rejected, Yalden is reprefented as demanding the 
Taurel, and as being called to his trial for robbing Congreve, inftead of receiving a reward. 

His crime was for being a felon in verfe, 

And prefenting his theft to the King; 

The firft was a trick not uncommon or fearce, 

But the faft was an impudent thing. 

Yet what he had ftol’n was fo Httle worth ftealing, 
They forgave him the damage and coft; 

Had he ta’en the whole ode, as he took it piece-mealing, 
They had fin’d him but tenpence at moti. 

Tn 2700, he wrote The Temple of Fame, a Poem on the death of the Duke of Gloucefter, which 
Sas eladed the inquiries of Mr. Nichola, to whofe refearches the readers of Englith poetry are in- 
débted for the Ode on the Congueft of Numur ; Zfop at Court, or State Fables, 1702; Verfes to the Me~ 
sory of a Bair Young Lady; to Myra; Advice to a Lover, inferted in the edition of “ the Englith 
Poets,” 1790, ; 

The fame year, he became Fellow of the College; and next year ente ring into orders, was pres 
ented by the fociety with » living in Warwickhhire, confifient with the fellowfhip, and chofen 
‘ApGturer of Moral Philofopby, a very honourable office, with a handfome ftipend, and peculiar 
privileges. : 

+ At the acceffion of Queen Anne, he wrote a poem on the late Qucen's acceffion ; which, by the title 
of it, feems not to have been publithed till after her death. This poem has eluded the inquiries of 
Mr. Nichols, and the compiler of this colledion. 
‘~ In x706, he was received into the family of the Duke of Beaufort. In 1708, he became Doctor 
fia Divinity ; and foon after refigned his feliowfhip and leGture ; and as a token of his gratitude, gave 
tthe College a full length piure of their founder, to be placed in the public hail, . 

| “He was afterwards made Redtor of Chalton and Cleanville, two adjoining towns and benefices im 
 Mertfordthive, (Jacob fays in Hampthire) and had the prebends or finecures of Deans, Hains, and 
Pendles in Devonthire. 
i, In 1713, he was chofen preacher of Bridewell Hofpital, upon the refignation of Dr. Atterbury, 
(promoted to the Bithoprick of Rochefter. 

_ fo 1723, he fell under a fufpicion of being concerned with Bithop Atterbury, in a plot in favour 
‘pf the Pretender, and was taken into cuftody. 7 

" pon his examination he was charged with a dangerous correfpondence with Kelly the Bifhop’s 
fectetary. The correfpondence he acknowledged, but maintained that it had no treafonable 
tendency. 

. His papers were feized; and in his pocket-book were found a copy erfes refleCting on the 

feigning family, und two fufpicious words thorough-paced dotirine. The verfes he afferted were not 
of his compofition, or in his hand writing; and the words was a memorial hint of a remarkable 


fentence of Dr. Daniel Bargefs, whom he had gratified his curiofity by hearing i the pulpit, in the 





reign of Queen Anne, by which he warned his congregation to “ beware of tho! ugh-paced doc= 
trine; that dodtrine which coming in at ore ear, pafies through the head, and ¢) it at the 
pther,” 

‘ Having afferted his innocence in every circumfance relating to the plot, and no evidence ariftKy, 
again him, he was fet at liberty, 

" : 
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Te will not be fuppofed that 2 man who was connected with the determined enemies of the Houle? 
of Hanover, attained high dignities in the church; but he was ftill favoured with the patronage of | 
the Duke of Beaufort, and retained the friendthip and frequented the converfation of a very numes~ 
rous and fplendid fet of acquitintance, of every rank and party. . 
From this time, he feems to have led a quiet and inoffenfive life ; unambitious of any acceflion of 
- Poetkalfame, and unfulpected of any participation in the defperate machinations of Jacobitife. 
He died July 10. 1736, in the 67th year of his age. a 
Moft of his occafional poems and tranflations were firft printed in 3d, qth, and sth volumes of Ton-- 
fon's “ Mifcellanies” As many of them as could be met with were inferted by Mr. Nichols in the, 
collection of “ The Englith Poets” 1779, by the recommendation of Dr. Johnfon. . Farther-re~ 
fearches have difcovered what are here printed from the edition of * The Englith Poets” 17909 
but The Temple of Fame, and the poem on the late Quven’s accefion, which Jacob calls “ excelleai 
pieces,” have cluded every ingniry. . 
The Medicine, a Tale for the Ladics, printed in the fecond number of The Tatler,” and gene~” 
rally afcribed to Yalden, is given by Mr. Nichols (on the authority of Dr. Warton, who recejyed - 
the information from Young) to William Harrifon, Efq. a little pretty fellow (as Swift exprelfeg. 
it) with a great deal of wit, good nature, and good fenfe,’’ Secretary to the Congrefs at Usreght,” 
the profeffed editor (under the patronage of Bolingbroke and Swift) of the sth volume of « The, 
Tatler,” and author of “ Woodftack Park,” in Dodfley’s “ Collection,’ and fome fmaller pieces, 
preferved by Mr. Nichols in his “ Sele@ Collection of Poems,” 1781. He died in Holland, Feb. 
T4th, £713. Swift, in the “ Journal to Stella’” laments his tols with unaffected fincerity. “Tickelf ¢ 
, Mentions him with refpect in his “ Profpect of Peace,” and Young in the clofe of his “ Epifile te, 
Lord Lanfdowne.” a he os 
The private character of Yalden feems to have been very refpectable. His temper was cheerful, 
his convertation pleafing and inftruive, his learning extenfive, and his manners polite, How 
much his company was defired, appears from the extenfivenefs of his connections, and thé 
number of his friends; among whom he reckoned Congreve and Addifon, Hopkins and Attere 
bury, i ood 
Asa poet, he cannot be placed in a high clafs. He is entitled to rank with Sprat, Stepney, 
“Walth, and King, and perhaps a little higher, He imitates Cowley; but he is inferior to him in 
the grace of wit, and in the vigour of nature. His two hymns, however, to the Morning, and t 
Parkne/i, are equal to the belt lyric pieces of that poet. The laft is admirable, 

His State Fables, his longef work, cannot be approved without thinking well of his political opi« 
nions. His panegyrical Livy ox the Character of Sir Willoughby Afion has fome charadteriftical “pats. 
fages, but is liable to the faine objection. In his verfes on the reprinting Milton's Profe Works, the loyalty. 
and political bigotry are more confpicuous than the poetry or the liberality of fentiment. His Epifile; 
to Siv Humphry Mackworth on the Mines late of Sir Carbery Price, is a very commendable attempt te; 
unite poctry and fcience, which have been fince more fuccefsfully united in the “ Mine” of Mr. 
Sargeut, “ and the * Botanic Garden” of Dr. Darwin, His verfes Again Enjoyment, have forme: 
vigorous and fome happy lines. The thoughts are borrowed from Suckling’s verfes “ Againg 
Fruition.” His tranflatious are fometimes fpirited and claffical, and fometimes feeble and pata. 
phraftical, i ir 

“ OF bis poems,” fays Dr. Johnfon, “ many are of that irregular kind, which, when-he formed! 
his poetical chara@er, was fupoofed to be Pindaric, Having fixed his attention on Cowley as a 
model, he has attempted, in fome fort, to rival him, and has written a Hymn to Darkneft, evidently 
#5 a counter part to Cowley’s * Hymn to Light.” 

“ ‘This Hymn feems to be his beft performance, and is, for the moft part, imagined with great 
vigour, and exprefied with great Propriety, The feven firft fanzas are good; but the 3d, 4th, 
and 7th are the be; the 8th fcems te involve a contradidion ; the roth is exquifitely beautiful: 
the 15th, rgth, oad sth are p tly mythological, and partly reli ious. and therefore not fuita. 
hig pions he might betice have made the whole merely y 2 
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2 ‘There are two ftanzas in this poem, where Yalden may be fufpeéted, though hardly convicted, 
“of having confulted the Hymnus ad Umbram of Wowerus, in the 6th ftanza, which anfwers, ip 
ome fort, to thefe lines: ‘ . 
Hila {uo preeft nournis numine facris— 
Perque vias errare novis dat {petra figuris, 
Manefque excitos medios ululare per agros 
Sub no¢tem, et queftu notos complere penates 
And again, at the conclufion: 


{lla fuo fenium fecludit corpore toto, _ 

Haud numerans jugi fugientia fecula lapfa ; 
Ergo ubi poftremum mundi compage foluta, 
Hane rerum molem fuprema abfumpferit hora, 
Ipfa leves cineres nube ample@etir opaca, 

Et prifco imperio, rurfus dominabitur Uma. 


His Hye to Light is not equal to the other. He feems to think there is an Eaft abfolute and 
itive where the morning rifes. 
An the aft ftanza, having mentioned the fudden cruption of new created light, he fays; 
Awhile th’ Almighty wondering ftood. 


“Mo dogte: te have remembered, that Infinite Knowledge can never wonder. All wonder is the 
‘ebrer-os novelty spon ignorance. 
“1° Of his other poerhs, it is fufficient to fay, that they deférve perafal, though they are not al- 
‘ways cxadtly polifhed ; though the rhymes are fometimes very ill forted ; and though his faults {cem 
wather the omiflions of idlene(s, than the negligences of enthufiafm. 

















_ 
AGAINST IMMODERATE GRIEF. «= 
Yo a Young Lady Weeping. —An Ote in Imitation of 


Gafmire, + 
Counn' mournful fighs, or foods of tears, prevent 
+ The-ills uohappy men lament: 
Could all the anguifh of my mind . 
Remove my cares, or make but fortune kind ;: 
Soon I'd the grateful tribute pay, 
Aud weep my troubled thoughts away ¢ 
To wealth and pleafure every figh prefer, 
And more than gems efteem each falling tear. 


But, fince infulting cares are moft inclin’d’ _ 
To triumph o'er th’ affidted minds 


* Since fighs can yield us no relief, 


And tears, like fuitful fhowers, but nourifh grief; 


Then ceafe, fair mourner, to complain, 
© “Nor lavith fuch bright ftreams in vain : 
But fill with cheerful thoughts thy cares heguile, 
4ind tempt thy better fortunes with a {mile.’ 


‘The gencrous mind is by its fufferings known, 
Which no afflistion tramples down ; 
But when opprefs’d will upward move; 
_ Spurn down its clog of cares, and foar aboves! 
‘ Thre'the young: royal eagle tries’ 
Qn the fun-beams his tender eycs, 
4nd, ifhe fhrinks not at th’ offenfive light,’ 
He's then for empire fit, and takes his foating 
cy fight. ee ee ~~ 


Though cares affaule thy breaft on every fide, 

Yet bravely ftem th’impetuous tide s 
[No tributary tears to fortune pay, 

Nor add to any lofe a nobler day; i 
But with kind hopes fupport thy mind, 
And thiak thy better lot behind: 

Amidtt afflidtions let thy foul be great, 

And thow thou dar’fl deferve a better ftate. 


‘Then, lovely mourner, wipe thofe tears away, 
And cares that urge thee to decay ; 
Like ravenous age thy charms they wafte, - 


‘Wrinkle thy youthful brow, and blooming beau- |- 


ties blaft. ; 
But keep thy looks and mind ferene, 
All gay without, all calm within; « 
For face is aw’ds and adverfe fortunes fly : 
A cheerfal look, and ao unconquer’d eye, bs 





HYMN TO: THE MORNING, 


IN PRAISE OF LIGHT. © 
Panewr of day! whole’beaiiteous beams of light 
Spring from the darkfome womb of night, 
And ’midit their native horrors fhow, 
Like gems adorning of the Negro’s brow :- 
Not heav’n’s falr bow cau equal thee, 
In all its gaudy drapery; 
Thou ' firft effay. of Sight, and pledge of day ' 
That uther’it in the fun, and fill prepar’itits way. 


Rival of thade, eternal fpring of light! ~* 

Thou art the genuine fource of it ¢ 

From thy bright unexhaufted womb, 

The beauteous race of days and feafons come. 

Thy beauty ages cannot wrong, 

But, fpight of time, thou’rt ever young: . 
Thou art’ alone hraven’s modctt virgit light, 
Whofe face a veil: of bluthes hides from’ human 

fight. ~. : an 
Like fone fairbride thou rifelf from thy bed, 

And doft around thy loftre fpread; 

Around the univerfe difpenfe 
New life to all, and quickening influences 

With gloomy fimiles thy rival night 

Beholds thy glorious dawn of light; 

Not all the wealth fhe views in mines below _ 
Can match thy brighter beams, or equal luftre | 
fhow. . 





7 4 
Atthy approach, taturé ees hér head; 
The filing univerfe is glad; 
The drowfy earth and feas awake, 


.| And, from thy beams, new life and vigour tal 


When thy more cheerful rays appear, 

Ev's guilt and women ceafe to fear : 
Horror, defpair, and all the fons of night \ 
Retire before thy beams, and take their hafty fight, 


To thee, the grateful eaft their altars raife, 

And fing with early hymns thy praife; 

Thou doft their happy {vil heftow, = 
Enrich the heavens above, and earth below : 

Thou rifeft inthe fragrant eat, : 

Like the fair Phoenix from her balmy neft - 
No altar of the gods can equal thine,- [shrine # > 


The air's thy richeft incenfe, the whole land thy 


73% 
" But yet thy fading glories foon decay. 
‘Thine’s but a momentary flay ; 
‘foo foon thou’rt ravith’d from our fight, 
Borne down the ftream of day, -and overwhelm'd 
with light. 
Thy beams to their own ruin hatte, 
They're fram’d too exquifite to laft : 
‘Thine isa glorious, but a fhort-liv'd ftate. 
Pity fo fair a birth fhould yield fo foon to fate! 


Before th’ Almighty Artift fram’d the tky, 
Or gave the earth itsharmony, 
His first command was for thy light; 
He view'd the lovely birth, and bleffed it + 
in purple {waddling-hands it ftruggling lay, 
Not yet maturely bright for day: 
Old Chaos then a cheerful fmile put on, . 
And, from thy beauteous form, did firt prefage 
, its own, 


Let there be light !"* the great Creator faid, 
His word the active child obey’d: 
Night did her teeming womb difclofe; 
And then the blufhing-morn, its brighteft off- 
fpring rofe. ‘ 
A while the Almighty wondering view’d, 
And then himielf pronoune’d it gond : 
* With night,” faid he, “ divide th’ imperial 
* fway ; 
& Thon’my firt labour art, and thou halt blefs 
the day.” . 





HYMN TO DARKNESS, 


Paxeness, thou firft great parent of us all, 
Thou art our great original: - 

‘ Since from thy univerfal womb _ 

Does all thou fhad’@ helow,.thy. .pumerous off 

{pring come. : 

"Thy wondrous birth is ev’n to time unknown, 
Or, like eternity, thou’dft none ; 
Whilft light did its firft being owe 

Unto that awlul thade it dares to rival now, 


Say, in what diftant region doft thou dwell, 
‘To reafon inacceffible ? 
From form and duller matter free, 
+. "Phou foac’{t above the reach of man’s philofophy. 


Tnvolv’d in thee, we firft receive our breath, 
Thou art our refuge too in death : 
Great monarch of the grave and womb, 


Where'er our fouls fhall go, to thee our bodies 


come. 


‘The filene globe is firuck with awful fear, 
+ When thy majeftic thades appear : 
Thou dof compofe the sir and fea, 
» And earth a fabbath keeps, facred to reft and thee. 


\ Sh thy ferener thades our ghofts delight, 
: And court the umbrage of the night ; 
In vaults and gloomy caves they ftray, 
But fly the morning's beams, and ficken at the 
+ day, . ep hae . 
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Though folid bodies dare exclude the light; 
Nor will the brighte@ ray admit; 
: No fubftance can thy force repel, - \ 
Thou reign in depths below, doft in the centre 
well, 


The fparkling gems, and ore in mine below, 
To thee their beanteous luftre-swe 7 
_, “Though form’d within the womb of night, ~ 
Bright “ eee fire they thine with native rays of 
ight, 


When thou doft raife thy venerable head, 
And art in genuine night array’d, 
+ Thy Negro beauties then delight ; 4 
Beagties, like polith’d jet, with their own darkné Me 
bright. . 
Thon doft thy {miles impartially beftow, 
, And know’ft no difference here below ¢ 
All things appear the fame by thee, 
Though light diftin@ion makes, thou giv'ft” 
equality. ! 


\ 
Thou, darknefs, art the lover’s kind retreat; | 
And doft the nuptial joys complete; 
... ‘Thou doft infpire them with thy thade, - 
Giv'ft vigour to the youth, and warm’ft the yield’ 
ing maid. 
Calm as the blefs'd above the Anchorites dwell, | 
Within their peaceful gloomy cell. 
Their minds with heavenly joys are fill'd 5 
The pleafures light deny, thy thadesfor ever yield. 


In caves of night, the oracles of old 
Did all their myfteries unfold : 
., Darknefs did firft religion grace... | 2s 
Gave terrors toe the god, and reverence to tha 
place, aoe 
When the Almighty did on Horeb ftand, 
Thy fhades enclos’d the hallow’d jand; 
In clouds of night he was array’d, 
And venerable darknefs his pavilion made. 


‘When he appear'd arm’d in his power and might, 
He veil’d the beatific light ; 
When terrible with majefty, 
In tempefts he gave laws, and clad himfelf in 
thee, G 


Ere the fotindation of the earth was laid, 
Or brighter firmament was made; 
Ere matter, time, or place, was known, 
Thou, monarch darkuefs, fway’dit thefe ipacious 
realms alone. vis. 


But, now the moon (though gay with borrow’d 
light) r 
- Invades thy feanty lot of night: > ¥- 
By rebel fubjects thou’rt betray’d, ||. 
Phe anarchy of ftars depofe their monarch fhadé. 
Yet fading light its empire muft refign, 
And nature’s power fubmit to thine? _ 
An univerfal ruin fhail erect shy throne; 
And fate confirm thy kingdom ‘evermore thy 
* owm f 2 





GO 2MED Boa AS 
‘ -Isit not air, an empty forme; ~ 
A fire that does icfeit comtume 5 
“A warmth that in a heart is bred, 1 
A Jambent flame with heat and motion fed Bs. - 
Extinguith that the’ whole is gone, 
: This beafted feene of tife is done: 
Away the phantom takes its fight, 
Damn’d toa loathfome grave, and an eternal night: 
The foul th’ immortal part’we boaft, 
In one confuming minute’s lot; + 
To its firft fource it mult repair, fe 
Scatter with winds, and flow with cammon ain 
Whiift the fall’n body, by a fwift decay, 4. 
Refolves into its native cay + pape 
For duft and athes are iss fecond birth, es 
And that incorporates tag with its great parent 
eat =f 













HUMAN LIF os 
QurrosED TO BE SPOKEN BY AN Ericuat. . 
Ga Imitation of the Second Chapter of the Wiftom & 


Solomon, 
ro THE LORD HUNSDON, 


_ A PINDARIC ODE: 
» ‘Tusw wil penurions heaven no more allow 3. 
* No more on its own darling man beftow 2. 
Wait for this he lord of all appears, vag 
Ss" And his great Maker's image bears! 
~ To toil beneath a wretched fate, 
Opprefe'd with miferies and fares 
Beneath his painful burden groan, 
And in this beaten road of life dradge onk: 
Amidtt our Jabours, we poflef@ 
No kind allays of happinefs + 
No foftening joys can call our own, 
To make this biter drug go down; -- 
+ Whilft death an eafy conqueft gains, 
And the infatiate grave in endiefs triumph reigns. 
. “swith'throes and pangs into the world we come, 
‘The curft and burden of the womb : 
_. Nor wretched to ourfelves atone, 
Our mother’s labours introduce our own, 
Jp cries and tears our infancy we watte, 


Nor fhall our names our memories furvive, 
Alas, no part of man can.live ! . 
The empty blafls of fame thal! die,“ *% 

And even thofe nothings tafte mortalit 

In vain to future ages we tranimit 

Heroic a@s, and’ monuments of wit ¢ 
In vain we dear bought hononrs leave, « 

To make our afhes gay, and furnifh out a gravee 
Ah, treacherous immortality)... 0 

For thee our fteck of youth we waite, » * 
And urge on life, that ebbs too faft: 
To purchafe thee with blood, the valiant Aly; 
And, to forvive in fame, the great and glorivus 





Thofe fad prophetic tears, that flow die. 2 
5 By iuftin@ of our future wae >” A ith of . eo” 
Andev'n our dawn of life with forrowa oyercatt. Leer mpd fava ase this ehtate,-, ‘ : 
wom hae tal ont rele age, | pangs and mr amie her Eros 
Down from the caoharch tothe flave,: ' a soni wrens life with toils and woe, 4: 
2 3 
AG o'er this farce of life, then drop beneath the, " ee bese efs, fame, they koow, not where 


fhage. 1 
: 3 Ah, think, my, friends, how {wif the minutes. 
From our firft drawing vital breath, hafte! 4 . . 7 : 
From our firlt, ftarting from the womb, 
Until we reach the deftin’d tomb, : 
We all are pofting on to the dark goal of death, 
“Life, like-a cloud that fleets before the wind, — 
, No mark, no kind impreffton, leaves behind, Sa 
*Tis fcateer’d like the winds that blow, ‘ 
Boifterous as them, full as inconftant too, 
‘Phat know not whence they com¢, nor where. ‘ 
___ they go. 
Hire we're detain’d a while, and then, 
Become originals again + 
‘Time fhall a-man to his ficlt (elf reftore, 

And make him intire nothing, all he was before. 
No part of us, no remnant, {hall furvive ! : 
‘And yet we impudently fay, we live! 

No ! ‘we but ebb into ourfetves again, 
” And only come to'be,.as we had never been, 





The prefent day, entirely is our owns 
‘Then fcize the bleffing ere ‘tis gone: 
To-morrow, fatal found ! fice this may be our laft. 
Why do we boatt of yeara, ard fam up days: - : 
"Tis all imaginary {paces 
+ To-day, teeday, is our inheritance,’ +" 
*Tis.all pennrious fate will give .- 
Pofterity *H to-morrow live;, 
Qur’ fons crowd on behind, our, children deive, 
us hence. . : 
With garlands then your temples crown, 
‘And lic on beds of rofes downiy¢) 
Beds of rofes we’l} prepare, | 
Rofes that our emblems ares 2 
‘A while they flourith on the bough, 
_ And drink large draughts of heavenly dew ¢.. 
Like us they {mile are young ahd gay; 4 
| And, like us too, are tenants for a day, 
Since with night’s blafting, breath they. vide. 
Awift aways - _ "oa! 





__ Bay, learned fage, thou that art mighty wife!, 
Unriddle me thefe myfteries + ° 
What isthe foul, the vital heat, ~ : 
"That our mean frame does animate? ." + 
‘What ia.our breath, the breath of man, _| ?Tis more than frenzy now te {pare : 
<Fhat buoys his nature up, and does ev'a life fuf- |, Let “cares and bufinef wait a while; 
A tang "Oe Eee ; vos qd Qld age affords a thinking interval;., 
, | Mot, Wily 4 cel 


} Bring cheerful wine, and coftly fweets grepares 


oe 
Or, if they muf€a longer hearing have, 
Bid them attend below, adjourn into the grave. 
Then gay and fprightly wine produce, 
Wines that wit and mirth infufe : 
, ‘Yhat feed, like oil, th’ expiring flame, 


Revive our dreoping fouls, and prop this tottering | 


frame, , . 
* ‘What, when the grave our hodies has ingrofs’d, 
"When virtues fball forgotten lic, 
With all their boafted piety, 
Honours and titles, like ourfelves, be loft; 
‘Then our recorded vice fhali fourith on, 
And our immortal riots be for ever known, 
This, this, is what we ought to da, °° 
The great defign, the grand affair below! 
Bince bounteous'‘nature’s plac’d our fteward here, 
* Then man his grandeur fhould maintain, * 
And in excefs of pleafure reign, 
Keep up his charagter, apd lord of all appear. 





ig AGAINST ENJOYMENT, 


AV z love and hate, as reftlefs monarchs fight, 

‘Who boldly dare invade another's right: 

Yet, whet through'all the dangerous toils they've 

: fun, a 

Ignobly quit the conquefts they have won; 

‘Thofe charming hopes, that made them valiant 
grow, “ : . 

Pall'd with enjoyment, make them cowards now- 

"Our paffions only form our haypinets, i 

Hopes flill enlarge, as fears contract it lefe: | 

Hope with a gaudy profped feeds the eye, 

Booths every fenfe, dogs with each wilh com- 


ly 5 . 
Bat eat enjoyment the kind guide deftroys, 
‘We lofe the paffion in the treacherous joys. 
Like the gay filk-worm, when it pleafes moft, 
In that ungrateful'web it {pun, ’tis loft. 
Fruition only cloys the appetite ; 

, More does the conqueft, than the prize delight : 
One victory gain’d, another fills the mind, - 
Our reftlefs withes cannot be confin'd, 

Like boiferous wayes, no tettled bounds they 
* or know, OS 4 
Fix'd at no point, but always ebb or flow. 
> Who mott expects, enjoys the pleafure moft, 
Vis rais'd by wihhes, by fruition loft : 
We're charm’d with diftant views of happinefe, 
But near approaches make the profpea els. ~ 
Withes, like painted lapdicapes, belt delight, 
‘Whilit diftance recommends them to the fight: 
Plac’d afar off, they beautiful appear ; 
Bat how their courfe and nanfeous colours neat. 
‘Thus the. fam’d Midas, when he found bis 
“" ftore - , ser fais 
Tncreafing ftill, and‘would admit of more, 
‘With cager arms his {welling bags he'prefs'd s 
And expectation only mage bim blefe’d: 
“Bot, when a bouridlefs treafure ‘he enjoy'd, 
and every wilh was with fruition cloy’ 
‘Then; damn’d to heaps, and fusfeited with ore, 
He curs'd that gold he doated on before, Be 


§ é 
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THE CURSE OF BABYLON. 
Isatau, Chap. xiii, Paraphrafed 
4 PINDARIC ODE. : 


Now let the fatal banner be difplay’d ! 
"Upon fome lofty mountain’s top 
Go fet the dreadful ftandard up ! 
And all around the hills the bloody fignals fpread, - 
For, lo, the numerous hotts of heaven appear! * 
. Th’ embattled legions of the {ky, 
With ail their dread artillery, ~ 
Draw forth in bright array, and mufter in the air. 
‘Why do the mountains tremble with the noife, * 
+” And yallies echo back their voice? 
The hills tumultuous grow and Joud, 
The hills chat groan beneath the gathering mule 
*< titude, 
Wide as the poles of heayen's extent, 
So far’s the dreadful fummons fene : 
Kingdoms and nations at his call appeur, 
For ev'a the Lord of hofts commands in perfor, 
there, : 
‘ : 
Start from thy lethargy, thou drowfy land, 
Awake, and hear his dread command! 
Thy black tempeftuous day comes lowering on, 
O fatal light! © inaulpicious hour ? . 
Was ever fach a day before! 
So ftain’d with blood, by marks ‘of vengeance 
Gnown, ~*~ . 
Nature fhali from her fteady courfe remove, 
‘Lhe well-fix’d earth be from his bafis rent, 
Convulfions fhake the firmament ; 
Horror feize all below, confufion reign aboye, 
“The Naré of haven fhall ficken at the fight, 
Nor hall the planets yicld their light : 
. _ But from the wretched obje& fy, 
And, like extinguith’d tapers, quic the darken’d ky, 
The rifing fun, as he was confcious too, : 
As he the fatal bufinefs knew, bs 
A deep, a bloody red thall flain 
And at his early dawa thall fet in night again, 


To the deftroying fword I've faid, go forth, 
Go fully execute my wrath ! 
Command my hofts, my willing armies lead; 
For this rebellious Iand and all therein fhall blecd. 
They thall dot gri¢ve me more, no more tranfs 
refs; : 
1 wil confume the ftubborn race : 
Yet brutes and favages I jultly fpare ; 
Ufelefs is all my vengeance there; 
Ungrateful man’s the greater monfler far. 
On guiltlefs beads E will the land beftow, 
“To them th’ inheritance thall go; 
Thofe elder brothers now fhali lord it here below 3 
and, if fome poor remains efcape behind, * 
Some relics left of loft mankind ; 
‘Th’ aftonif’d herds thall-in theic cities ery, 
When they behold a man, lo, there’s a prodigy. 


“The Medes {call to my affiftance here, 
4 people tha: delight in wary 
‘ es rn: 


POR MR. os Sty 


& generous race of mei, # nation free 
“Brom vicious eafe and Perfian luxury. 
Stlver is defpicable in their eyes, 
Contemn’d the ufelefs metal lies : 
‘Their conguering iron they prefer before 
The finett ggid, cv’n Dphit's tempting ore. 
a By eth Land thall be fubdued, 
Abroad their bows fhall overcome, - 
Their fwords and flames deftroy at home; 
For neither fex nor age fhall he exempc from blood. 
The nobles and princes of thy ftate 
Shall on the viGor’s triumphs wait : _ 
And thofe that from the battle fled 
aful be, with chains opprefs'd, in cruel bondage 


led. 


I'll vifit their diftrefs with plagues and miferies, 
The throes that women’s labours wait, ~ 
Convulfive pangs, and bloody {weat, 

Their beauty thal confume, and vital fpirits feize, 
The ravith’d virgins fhall be borne away, 

And their difhonour’d wives be led 
To the infulting vidtor's bed, 

To brutal lufts expos’d, ‘to fury left a prey, 
Nor fhall the teeming womb afford 

, its forming births a refuge from the {word ; 
The {word, that fhall their pangs increafe, 

And all the throcs of travail curfe with barren- 
- nefs, 

The infants fhall expire with their firtt breath, 
And only live in pangs of death ; .. 
Live but with early cries to curfe the light, 

And, at thé'dawn.ef life, fet in eternal night. 
Ev'n Babylon, adorn’d with every grace, 

‘The beauty of the univerfe: 

Glory of nations !, the Chaldeans pride, 

. And joy of all th’ admiring world befide : 
Thou, Babylon ! before whofe throne 
‘The empites of the earth fall down; 

The proftrate nations homage pay, 

A‘od vaffal princes of the world obey: , 
Shalt in the dult be trampled low 

Abjec& and low upon the earth be laid, 

And deep in ruins hide thy ignominious head. 

Thy ftrong amazing walls, whofe impious height 
The clouds conceal from human fight ; 

‘That proudly now their polifh’d turrets rear, 
Which bright as neighbouring ftars appear, 

Diffofing glories round th’ enlighcen’d air, 

In flames thall downwards to their centre Ay, 

And deep within the earth, as their foundations, 

hie. . 


Thy beauteous palaces (though now thy pride!) 
Shall be in heaps of affses hid : 
. In vaft furprifing heaps hhall lie, 
And ev’n their ruins bear the pomp of majefty. 
No bold inhabitant fhall dare 
.. Thy raz'd foundations to repairs - 
No pitying hand exalt thy abje& ftate; 
No! to fucceeding times thou muft remain 
An horrid exemplary fcene, 
And lic from age to age ruin’d and defolate. 
‘Thy fall’s decreed. (amazing turn of fate!) 
“Low as Gomorrah’s wretched fats i ‘ 
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Thou, Babylon, thalt be like-Sodom curft, ~ 
Deltroy’d by dames from heaven, and thy more 

burning Jot. +. rtaes 
The day’s at hand, when in thy fevitful foil 
No labourer hall reap, no mower toil >. - 
His tent the wandering Arab fhail not fpread, 
Nor make thy curfed ground his bed; 
Though faint with travel, though opprefs'd with 
thir, 
He to his drooping herds fhall ery aloud, 
Tafte not of that embitter’d flood, 
Tafte not Buphrates’ ftreams they're poifonous all, 
and curfs'd, 
The fhepherd to his wandering flocks fhall fay, 
When o’er thy battlements they iteay, 
When in thy palaces they graze, “* ‘ 
Ah, fly, unhappy flocks! fy this infeious 


place. 
‘Whilft the fad traveller, that paffes on, ~~ 
Shall af, lo, where is Babylon ? “te 


* And when he has thy {mall remajnder found, 
Shall fay, TH fly from hence, ‘tis fure accurfed 
ground, ie : : 


Then fhall the favages and beafts of prey > « 
’ From their deferted mountains hafte aways * 
Every obfcene and vulgar beaft “ 
Shall be to Babylon a gueft : . 
Her marble roofs, and every cedar room, 
Shall dens and caves of ase to mwbler brutes- bo. 
“come. : : 
‘Thy courts of joftice, and tribunals too, 
* (0 irony to call them fo !). ees 
‘There, where the tyrant and, oppreffor bore... 
The fpoils of innocence and blood before ree 
‘There thail the wolf and favage tiger meat, 
And griping vulture fhall appear in fate, , 
There birds of prey thal} rule, and ravenous Beafts, 
be great. ae 
Thofe uncorrupted fhall remain, ,°" 
Thofe thal alone their genuine ufe retain,” 
There violence fhall thrive, rapine and fraud fhall 
reign, - i 


‘Then thail the melancholy fatyrs groan, 
. O'er their lamented Babylon; 
And ghotts that glide with horror by, 
To view where their unbury'd hodies lie, 
With dolefal cries hall fill the air, 
And with semen firike th’ affrighted trax 
veller, . 
There the obfcener birds of night, 
Birds that in gloomy thades delight, 
Shall folitude enjoy, live undiiurb’d by light. 
All the ill omens of the air 
Shall {cream their Joud prefages there. 
But let them all their dire predi@tions tell, 
Secure in ills, and fortify'd’ with woe, 
Heaven fhall in vain its future vengeance, 
fhow : S, _ 
For thou art happily infenfible, “i 
Beneath the reach of miferies fell, 
Thow need’t no defolation dread,: no greater 
curfes fear, ee 
: 3B iL 
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if | Adorn’d with graces then, and beauties bleft, j 





‘TO MR. CONGREVE, * She charms the ear With fame, with rapture fille | 
a Bane : 4, a the mind, 
iftolary Ode, 169 Ls = Occafioned by the“ Old \* Then trom: sit cares the happy youth is free, » 
Me Bacbslar.” Pe 


But th fe of love and poetry: be 

- : Cares, ftiil allay’d with pkafing ch' ems, 

¥Fam’p wits and beanties fhare thie common fate, | That crown the head with BX ue Oveouty fill 
£.Vo fland compos'd to public love and hate, - the armas as ae ace Si ee 
win every breaft they different paffions raife, But all-a woman’s frailties foow the thows, 

At once qur envy, and our praife, : “Too foon 2 fale comeftic creature grows $ - 
For when, like you, fome noble youth appears, Then, wedded to a nvuiy that’s naulcous grown 


For wit and humour famn’d above his yearys “|” Weloath whet we enjoy, drudge when the pleas! 
» Each emulons niufe, that views the laurel won, *  fure’s gone, : 


Malt vraife the worth fo much tranfcends their For, tempted with imaginary bays; 
. own, a Fed with immortal hope and empty praife, 
And, while -his fame they envyyadd to hisrenown. {He fame purfues, that {air and sreacherous bait, , 


. . But fure, like you, no youth cou'd ploafe;’ | Grows wife when he’s undone, repents when ‘tly 
Nor at his firtt attempt b aftfuch fice fs: “a too late. ¥ 


Re eee rae and, CRONE “eval ate! biphbew af hd boathed teh 
er : ‘ ‘ H : ‘The great man’s promife for his flattering toil, 
ln this, have all the bards of uld out-done. Fame in reve:fion, and the public timile, 


Then may’ft thod rule our ftage in triumph | All vainer than his hopes, uncertain as-his praife. 
long ! : pees +" Twas thus in mournftl numbers heretofore, 
May’ ft thou its injur’d fame revive, i - Neglected fer did his fate deplore : 





Aad matchlefs proofs of wit and humour give, * Long did his injur’d mufe complain, : 
Reforming with thy: feéness and charming with | Admir’d in midi of wants, and charming fill 
t thy fong! “" -. ‘ PP, invaing : 
* And though a curfe ill-fated wit purfues, Long did the gencrous Cowley mourn, 
“And waits the fatal dowry of a mufe;, And long oblig’d the'age without return. 
F Yetmay thy rifing forrunes be Deny'd what every wretch obtains of fate; 
. Secure from ull the blatts of poetry ; An himbte roof and an obfcure retreat, 


As thy own latirets flourifhing appear, Condemn’d to necdy fame, and to be milcrably, 
- Uniully’d {til with cares, nor slogg’d with hope | « great. 





and fear bo} ih Thus did the world thy great fore fathers ufe; 
-* “As from its wants. be from its vices free, Thus all th’ infpir’d bards before as 
From naufeous fervile flattery; + 


Did their heredicary-ills deplore; 

Nor to a patron proflitute thy mind, : From-tuneful Chaucer's down to thy own Dry. 

‘Though like Auguftus great,:as fam’d Maecenas | .% den’s mufe. >. - 2 

yoke Bind 2 nt eran : Yet, pleas’d with gaudy ruin, youth will on,” 
‘Though great in fame! believe me, generous As proud by public fame to be undone ; 
‘youth, aes : . i _ Pleas’d, though he docs the. worl of labou! 

‘Believe this oft-experienc’d truth, choofe, .° -- : * [mofeg 
‘From him that knows phy virtues, and admirce} To ferve 2 barbarous age, and an ungrateful 


their worth. : °-. « + Since Dryden's felf, to wit’s great empire bornj 


‘Though thou'rt above what vulgar poets fear, ' Whofe genius and exalted name 
* Truft not th’ ungrateful world too fars,-. Triumph with all the fpoils of wit and fame, 
Trufi not the fmiles of the inconitant town; Muft, ’midit the loud appiaufe, his barren laurela 
, Truft not the, plaudits of a theatre > ‘i mourn, as at [mirce, 
(Which Durfey fhall with .thee and Dryden Ev’n that fam’d man, whom ail the world ad 


ee. hare) 5 . te he Whom every:grace adorns, and mule infpires, 
Nor to a thage’s intereft facrifice thy own, + Like the great injur’d<Taffo, thows 


"Thy genius, that’s for nobler things defign'd, ‘Triumphant in the mid of woes; 
May at-loofe hours oblige mankind: ’, in all bis wants, majettic ftill appears, -! , 
‘ "Phen, great as ia.thy fame, thy fortunes raife. Charming the age to which he awes his cares, 


Join thriving intereft to thy barren bays, + And cherithing that mufe whofe fatal curfe hg 
And teach. the world to envy,.ag thou dof to bears, 
praife. - [brace, 


‘The world, that does like common whores em- 
Tnjurious fill to ee Ret eT : THE INSECT. 
~ lsjurious as the tainted breath of fume, Pata Corer é 
‘That blafts a poet's fortunate, while it founds this “ AGAINSE: SULES ae 
naine, | * Bit tae : Ineft fua gratia parvis, 
*-When firft a mufe inflames fome youthful breaft, | Wurre greatnefs is to nature’s works 
Like an uppraie’d virgin, Gill fhe’s kind: ; in worth and beauty it is weil fupply’d: 
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Ya a fmall face the mare perfedtion’s thown, 
Avid what is exquifire in little’s done. 
Thus beams, contracted in a narrow glafs, 
To flames eqriver" their larger ufelefs rays. 
* Tis nacnpe’s {mallet products pleafe tic eye, 
Willer bicis pals unregarded by ; 
Her monfters feem a violence to fight; 
They're form'd for terror, inledts to delight. 
Thus, whe. the nicely frames a piece of art, 
Fine are her ftrekes, and {mall in every parts 
Wo labour can dhe boat more wondertal 
Than co inform an atom with 2 foul; 
> animate her litle beauteous fly, 
snd clothe it in her-gaudieft drapery. 
Thus does the little epigram delight, . 
And charm us with its miniature of wit 
‘Whilft tedious authors give the reader pain, 
Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vain; 
When in lels volumes we more pleafure find, 
And what diverts, {till beft iaforms the mind, 
+ Lis the (mali infect looks corredt and fair, 
‘And feems the product of her niceit care, 
When, weary’d out. with@he Qupendous weight 
OF forming prodigies and brutes.of flate ; 
Then she the infect frames, her mafter-piece, 
Made for diverfion, and defign’d to pleale. 
Thus Archimedes, in his cryftal (phere, 
Seenr'd to correct the world’s <\ctificer : 
Whilit the large globe moves round with long 
delay, 
His beauteous orbs in nimbler circles play: 
"This feem’d the nobler labour of the two, 
Great.was'the fphere above, but fine below. 
‘Thus fnatieft chings have a peculiar grace, 
*The great w' admire, bur "tis che lite pleate 
Vher, fiuce the leaft fo beautifutiy thaw, 
B! advis'd in time, my mufe, and learn to know 
A poct’s lines fhould be correct and few. 















Te als FRIEND 
CAPTAIN CHAMBERLAIN, 


Tn Love with a Lady be bad token from an Algerine 
Prize at Sea, 


IN ALLUSION TO BQRACE BOOK‘. OD. iv, 


"Tis no difgrace, brave youth, to own 
By a fair lave you are uudone: 
‘Why dof thou blufh to hear that name, 
Aad [tifle thus a generous flame ? 
Did not the fair Britcis heretofore 
With powerful charms fubdue ? 
What though a caprive, ftil the bore, 
"Thofe eyes that freedom could reftore, 
And make her haughty lord, the proud Achilles, 
bow. 






Stern Ajax, rhouzh renown’d in arms, 
Did yichl tot ‘Teemefia’s charms t 
Aud ai ch hé had nm 









As trophies a: her feet were thrown. 
When, beautiful in tears, he view'd the mourn'ng 
far, 





in 
‘The hero felt her pawet: 
Though grea: in camps, and fiercé in war, 
Her fofter looks he could not bear,. 
Proud to become her flave, though late ber cope- 
querer. 


When beauty in diftrefs appears, 
An irrefittlets charm iz bears: 
In every bredft does pity move, 
- Pity, the tenderctt part of Inve, 
Amuidit his tciumphs great Atrides fued, 
Unto a weeping maid: 
Thouzh Froy was by his arms fubdued, - 
And Greece the bloady. traphics view'd, 
Yet ata captive’s feet th’ imploring wiGer laid, 








Think not thy charming maid can be 
Of a bafe ftock, and mean degree; 
Her thape, her air, her every grace, 
A more thay vulger birth confels- Ren 
Yes, yes, my friend, with royal blood the's geek, 
Sprung from fome nionarch’s bed ;. 
Now mourns her family’s hard fate 
Her mighty fall and abje@ ftate, 
And her illuftrious race conceals with noble pridgy. 


Ab, think not an ignoble hovfe 
Could fuch a heroine prodycts- * 
Nor think fuch gencrouk tpiightly blood 
Could flow from the cortuptkd €réiend 3. 
But view her courage; het undaunted: mind, 
And foul with virtues crown’d ; 
Where dazzling intereft canot ‘blind, 
Nor youth vor golt admittance find, 
But ftill her honour’s fix’d, and vigeye gs iy 
ground, 


View well her great majeftic air, 
And modett looks divinely fair 3 - 
‘Too bright for fancy to improve, 
And worthy of thy nobleft love. 

But yet fulpedt not thy officions friend, 

lous choughis remove 5 

IT with yourhfal hear commend, 

For thee I all my withes fend, 
And if the makes thee bieft, "tis all (atk of love 











TO MR. WATSON, 


On bis Epbeoneris of the Celelial Motions, profented tp 
Het Majefy. 


Ant, when in foll perfe@ion, is defign’d 

Jo pieafe the eye, or to inform the tnind: 

“this nobler piece performs the double party « 

With graceful beaury and inttrudtive art. , 

Since the great Archimedes’ {phere was loft, 

The neble:t labour finith'd it could boat; 

No generous hand durft that fam’d model trage,_ 

Which Greece admir’d, and Rome could only 
praife. 

This you, with greater infre, have reftor’d, 

And taught thofe arts we iguoraatly adar’dt 

Motion in full perfedt: ‘on here you've fhown, 

And what masking defpsir’d to seach, have dong 


35 iy 


Ls , 
> In artful frame’ yout heavenly bodies move, 
Scareé brighter in their beauteous orbs above; 
And flars, depriv’dof al malignant flames, 
Flete court the eye with more aufpicious beams: 
-4n graceful order the juft planets rife, 
find herg complete their circles in the fkies ; 
Here's the full concert of revolving ipheres, 
dnd heaven in bright epitome appears, 
- With charms the ancients did invade the moon, 
* And from her orb compell'd her ftruggling down; 
Bat here fhe’s taught a nobler change by you, 
And moves with pride in this bright fphere below: 
While your celcftial bodies thas I view, 
"They give me bright ideas of the true ; 
Infpir’d by them, my thoughts dare upward move, 
And vifie regions of the bleft above, {imall, 
'S.. Thus from your hand w’ admire the globe in 
‘A copy fair as its original : 
.. This labour’s to the whole creation juit, 
$etond to none, and rival to the firit. 
_The artful fpring, like the diffufive foul, 
‘¥oforms the machine, and diredts the whole : 
Like Natureta felf, it fills the fpacious throne, 
_ did. oncotsfin'd foways the fair orbs alone ; 
‘Th’ nadtive parte with awful} filence wait, 
And from its nod their birth of motion daté 
Like Chaos, they obey the powerful call, 
. Move to its found, and into meafures fall. 


es 
‘PHE RAPE OF THEUTILLA. 
Fnnitated from the Latin of Famianus Strada. 


THE INTRODUCTORY ARGUMENT. 


‘Thentilla, a fair young virgin, who, to avoid the 
addreffes of thofe many admirers her beauty drew 

_ about her, affumed the habit of a religious order, 
and wholly withdrew herfelf from the eye and 
converte of the world: but the conimon report 
of her beauty had fo inamed Amalis (a young 
perfon of quality) with love, that one night, in : 
‘a debauch of wine, he conimands his fetvanisto | 
force her dormitory, and bear off, though by | 

- violence, the lovely votarefs; which having Tuc 
cefsfully performed, they bring ‘Theutilla to their 
expeing lord’s apartment, the cene of the en- 
fring poem. 


Soow as the tyrant her bright form furvey'd, 
He grew inflam’d wirh the tai captive maid : 
A graceful furrow in her lovks the bears, 
Lovely with grief, and beauriinl in tears; 
Her mien and air refitlefs charms impart, 
Forcing afi eafy paffage to bis heart : 

Long he-devours her beauties with his cyes, 
‘While through his glowing veinsth’ infetion flies; | 
Swifter than lighming to his breait it ca! 
Like that, a fair, but a deftrudtive flame. 
Yet fhe, though in her young and blooming ftate, | 
Polfeht a foul, beyond a virgin’s, great ; 









No charms of youth hee colder bofom move, 
‘Chafte were her thoughts, and moft averic te love? 


THE WORKS OF YALDEN. 


And as fome timoraus hind in toils betray", 
Thus in his arms ftrove the refifting maid 5 
‘Thus did the combat with his firi@ embrace, 
And fpurn’d the guilty caufe of her ds grace. 
Revenge fhe courted, but deMgair’d to Gnd 
A ftrength and vigour equal to an 
While checks of fhame her willing hands retraif, 
Since all a virgin’s force is her difdain : 
Yet her refolves are nobly fix’d to die . 
Rather than violate her chaftity, 
‘Than break her vows to heaven, than blot her 
fame, 

Or foil her beauties with a Juftful flame. 

The night from its meridian did decline, 
An hour propitious to the black defign: 
When fleep and reit their peaceful laws maintain, 
And o’er the globe b’ infections filence reign ; 
While death-like ambers every bofom fcize, 
Unbend our minds, and weary’d bedies cafe = 
Now fond Amalis finds his drooping breaft 
Heavy with wine, with amorous cares oppreft; 
Not all the joys expecting lovers feel 
Can from his brea:! the growfy charm repel; 
In vain from wine his paffion feeks redrels, 
‘Whofe treacherous force the flame it rais’d betrays $- 
Weak and unnerv’d his ufelefs lim¥& became, 
Bending beneath their ill-fupported frame ; 
Vanquith'd by that repofe from which he flies, 
Now flumbers clofe his unconfenting eyes, 

But fad Theutilla's cares admit no reft, 
Repofe is banifh’d from her mournful breaft 5. 
A faithful guard does injur’d virtue keep, 
And from her weary limbs repulfes fleep. 
Oft fhe refle&s with horror on the rape, 
Oft tries each avenue for her efcape ; 
Though ftill repulfe upon repulfe the bears, 
And finds no paffage but for fighs and tears ¢ 
‘Lhen, with the wildnefs of her foul let loofe, 
And all the fury that her wrongs infufe~ 
She ‘weeps, the raves, fhe rends her flowing hair, 
Wild in her grief, and raging with defpair, 
At length her reftlefs thoughts an utterance find, 
And vent the anguith of her labouring mind; 
Whilft ail diffolv’d in calmer tears the faid, 
« Shall L again be to bis arms betray’d! 
Again the toil of loath’d embraces bear, 
And for fome blacker fcene af luft prepare! 
Firft may his bed my gailtlefs grave become, 
His marble roof my unpolluted tomb ; 
‘Lhen, juft to honour, and unftain’d in fame, 
The ura that hides my duft conceals my shame. 
Heaven gave me virtue, woman's frail defente, 
And beauty to moleft that innecence : ‘ 
In vain I call my virtue to my aid, 
When thus by treacherous beauty 1’m betray’d. 
Yet to this hour my. breaft no crime has 

« known, [thone, 

But, coldly chafte, with virgin brightnefs 
‘As now untuily’d by a winter’s fun. 
Not arts, ner ruder foree of men prevail’d, 
My tears found pity, when my language fuil’d, 
Ole have thefe violated locks been torn, 
“ And injur’d face their favage fury borne ; 
Oft have my bloody robes their crimes confefk, ; 
And pointed daggers glitter’d at my breat ; 








& 


Vet, free from guilt, [found fome happier charm 
‘To vanguifh loft; and wildeft rage difarm, 
But ah! tlie Breateft labour’s yet behind ; 
No teargcan fofcen this obdurate mind; 
No pray:rs inexorable pity move, 
Or guayl me fror. the worft of ruins, love: 
Thougir A-erand wine allow thiskind reprieve, 
Yet'to the youth they'll fttength and fury give, 
Then, wretched maid ! then think whaé attifice, 
What charm, fhall refcue from his nerv'd em- 
* brace! . 
‘When with fapplies of vigour next Ke Storms, 
of And every diétate of his lu performs. : 
“ But you, bleft power, that own a virgin’s 
“ name, 
Protect my virtue, and defend my fame, 
From powerful Iuft, and the reproach of 
“ fhame; 
Tf La ftrict religious life have led, 
Drunk the cold ftream, and thade the earth iny 
“bed! . 
If from the world a chalte reclufe | live, 
Redrefs my wrongs, and generous fuccour give ; 
Allay this raging tempeft of my mind, 
A virgin fhould be to a virgin kind: 
Proftrate with tears from you I beg d 
Or take my life, or guard my irnacer 
‘While thus the atilicted beaucy pray'd, {ne fey'd 
A fatal dagger by Amalis’ fide ? 
“ This weapon's mine!” the cries, * then grafp'd 
“ it fatt) : 
‘* And now the luftfal tyrant fleeps his,lait.’* 
With eager hand the pointed fteel fhe draws, 
Ev'n murder pleafes in fo juft a caufe ; 
Nor fears, nor dangers, now refitance make, 
Since honour, life, and dearer fame, ’s at ftake. 
. Yet in her breatt does kind compaflion plead, 
And fills her foul with. horror of the deed; 
Her fex’s tendernefs refumes its piace, 
And {pfeads in confcious bluthes o’cr her face. 
‘Now, iiung with. the remorfe of guilt, fhe cries, 
“ Ah, frantic girl, what wild attempt is this | 
“ Think, think, Theutilla, on the murderer's 
«© doom, : 
And tremble at a punifliment to come : 
Stain not thy virgin hands with guilty blood, 
And dread to be fo criminally good. 
Lay both thy courage and thy weapon down, 
Nor fly to aids @ maid muft bluth to own; 
“* Nor arms, nor valour, with thy fex agree, 
“* They wound thy fame, and taint thy modefty.”” 
Thus different paffions combat in her mind, 
Oft the’s to pity, oft to rage inclin’d : 
Now from her hand the hited weapon's caft, 
‘Then feiz'd again with more impetuous hafte : 
Unfix’d her withes, her refolves are vain, 
What the attempts, the ftraighe rejects again; 
Her looks, the emblems of ber thoughts, appeat 
Vary'd. with rage, with pity, and defpair : 
Alone her fears incline to no extreme, 
Equally pois’d betwixt revenge and Mame. 
At length, with more prévailing rage poifett, 
Her jealous honour feels her daring breatt: 
The thoughts of injur'd fame new courage gave, 
Aad nicer virtue now contirms her brave. 





a 





« 

“ 
« 
« 


PoEMs. 





. “ as$ 

Then the fam’d Jadith her whole mind employs;. 

Urges her hand, and fooths the fatal choice : 

‘This great example pleas'd, inflam’d by this; 

With wild diforder to the youth the Bies; - 

Onc hand fhe ths within his fowing hair, 

‘The other does the ready weapon‘bear: fdowny- 

“ Now guide me (cries). fair Hebrew, now look 

“ And pity labours thoa haft undergone. : 

“ Dire& theyhand that takes thy path tofame, > 

“* And be propitious to a virgin’s name, ee 

“ Whofe giory’s but a refuge from her ae 

‘Thus rais'd by hopes, and arm’d with courage now;.. 

She with undaunted looks direéts the blow : 

Deep in his breaft the {pacious wound fhe made, 

And tu bis heare difparch’d th’ unerying blade. 7 * 
When their expiring lord the fervants beard, 

Whofe dying groans the fatal act declar’d,.” 

Like a fierce torrent, with no bounds they're ftay’d, 

But vent their rage on the defencelefs niaid: 

Not virtue, youth, nor beauty int diftrefs, 

Can move their favage breafts to teitderhefs: 

But death with horrid torments they prepare, 

And to her fate th’ undaunted virgin bear, +, 

Tortures and death feem lovely in Her eyes, 

Since te to honour falls a facrifice : 

Amid& her fufterings, Rill her mind is great, 

Acd, tree from guilt, the tritimphs o’er her fate. 
But heaven, that’s fufferieg ‘Virtte's fure rewatd 








Exerts its power, is itfelf her guard : 
Amiatlis, confcior his black offence, 


Now feels remorfe for her wtorig’d innocence ;, 

Though now he’s ftruggling iti the ange of-déathg: 

And all life’s purple ftream is ebbing forth : 

Yet, raifii up bis pale and drooping head, , 

He recoilects his {pirits as they fled, - er 

And, with his lat remains of voice, he faid, 

“ Spare the chafle misid, your impioug Bands réa’* 

“ firain, . . 

“ Nor beauty with fuch infolence prophane : 

“ Learn by my fate wrong’d innocence to fpare, 

“ Since injur'd virtus’s heaven's peculiar care.” 
Buc you, brave virgin, now Shall ftarid enrol’ 

Amongtt the nobleft heroines of old : : 

Thy, fam’d attempt, and celebrated hand, 

Shall lafting trophies of thy glory Sand; 

And, if my verfe the juft reward cin give, 

Theutilla’s name fhall to new ages live... ‘ 

For to thy fcx thou haft new honomrs won, 

And France now boaits a Judith of its own; 
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AN ODE 
FOR aT. CRCIEIA’S Dar, 1694, 


Beern, and ftrike th’ harmonious lyre ! 
Let the loud iridruments prepare 
‘Yo raife our fouls, and charm the ear, 
With joys which mufic only can infpire :- 
Hark how the willing ftrings obey ! 
To confecrate this happy day, 
Sacred to mufic, love, and bic Cecilia, 
Ii lofty number's, tuneful lays, 
We'll celebrate the virgin’s praife 
: Bin * 


Fo THE WORKS 


Her kilful hand Gir(t taught our ftrings to move, 
To her this facred art we owe, 
Who firft anticipaced heaven below, 
And play'd the hymns on earth, that ihe now fings 
above. , 


What moving-charms each tuncful voice contains, 
Charms that through the willing ear 
char@etide of pleafing raptures bear, [ veins. 
And, with diffufive joys, run thriliing through our 
The likening foul does fympathize, 
And with cach vary’d note complies = 
While gay and fprightly airs delight, 
Vhen free from cares, and unconfin’d, 
tr takes, in plealing ecttafies, its Hight. 
With mournful fountis, a fadder garb it wears, 
Jndulges grief, and gives a loofe to tears, 


“Bufic’s the language of the bleft above, 
... No voice but mufic’s can expels 

Vherjoys that happy fouls pee!s, [fove. 
Nor in ‘juft raptures tell the wondrous power of 
, Vis nature's dielgct, ‘defign'd 
” Po. charm,.and to inftruct the minds 
_-Miake’s an yniverfal good | : 

‘That does difpen{e-its joys around, 

In all the elegance of fonnd, 
Po be by men admit's, by angels underftcod, 





Let every reMefs paTion cezft to mave ! 
And each tumultuous thought ob y 
The happy influence of this day, 
For miufic’s unity and love. 
Mufie’s the foft indulger of the mind, 
: he kind diverter of our care, 
The fureft refuge mournful grief can find; 
4 cordial to the breaft, and charm to every car. 
‘Thus, when the prophet ftruck his tuneful lyre, 
Saul’s evil genius did retire : 
. Ix vain were remedies apply'd, 
... in vajn all other arts were try’d ¢ 
‘His hand and voice alone the charm could find, 
To heal his body, and compofe his mind. 





gow let the trumpet’s louder voice proclaina 
A foleinn jubi'ee : 
For ever facred let it be, 
‘To skilful Judal’s, and Cecila’s name. 
Great Juba), author of our lays, 
Who firft the hidden charms of mufic found’; 
* And threagh their airy paths did trace 
"Vhe fecret {prings of found. 
When from hia hollow chorded thell 
"The foft melodious accents fell, 
With.wonder and delight he play’d, [hey’d. 
While the harmonious ftrings his fkiful hand o- 


But fair Cecilia to a pitch divine 

Improv'd her artful lays : 
‘When to the organ the her voice did join, 

In the Almighty’s praife ; 
Yhen choirs of likening dugels ftood around, 
Admir'd her art, anid bleft the heavenly found. 
' Her praife alone no tongue can reach, 
But in tie flrains herfelf did teach : 
‘Then let the voice and tyre combine, 
Aqd ia a tunefel cqneert jain; 


OF YALDEX, 


For mufic's her reward and cere 
Above fh enjoys it, and proteds it herds 
GRAND ClORU3, 
Then Kindly treat this happy day 
And grateful honours ta Cecilia pay 
To her thefe lov'd haemdSaue + belong, 
To her that tunes our ftrings, and {iili inspiret 


our fong. 





THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. 
Toa Lady offing if ber Sex reas as fenfible of thap 
Pafien as Man. ~~ : 

AN ALLUSION TO 


“ ©! quam cruentus Foeminas ftimulat Dolor 
Seneca, Hercules Octxus. 


Whar raging thoughts tranfport the woman's 
breaft, 
That is with love abd jealoufy poffent { 
More with revenge, than foft defires the burns, 
Whole fighted n meets no kind returns; 
‘That cowts the youth with long neglected 
charms, 
And finds her rival happy in his arms! 
Dread Scylla’s rocks ’tis fafer to engage, 
And truf a florm, than her deftru@ive rage : 
Not waves, contending with a boifterous wind, 
Ubreaten fu loud, cr tempefluous mind: 
Por feas grow caim, and raging forms dbate, , 
But mot able’s a weman’s hate: 
Nigers and favages lefs wild appear, 
Than that ford wretch abundon’d to defpair. 
Such were the ‘ranfports Dejanira felt, 
Stung with a rival's charms, and hufband’s guilt ¢ 
With fuch defpair fhe view'd the captive maid, 
Whofe fatal love her Hercules betray’d ; 
‘Th’ unchafle !Sle, but divinely fair ! \ 
In love triumphant, though a flave in war’: 
By nature lewd, and form’'d for {oft delight, 
Gay as the fpring, and fuir as beams of lights 
Whofe blooming youth weuld wildeft rage difatmy 
And every eye, but a fierce rival's charms 





















Fix’d with her grict the royal matron:ftood, 
When the fair captive in his arms the view'd ; 
With what regret her beauties the furvey’d, © 
And curft the power of the too lovely maid, 
‘That reap'd the joys of her abandon’d bed! 
Her furious looks with wild diferder glow, 
L.coks that her envy and refentment fhow ! 
‘Vo biatt that fair detefted form the tries, 

And lightning darts from_her diftorted eyes, 

‘Then o’er the palace of falfe Hercules, 
With clamour and impetuens rage the flies¢ 
Late a dear witnefs of their matual flame, 

But now th’ unhappy object of her fhame ; 
Whode confcious roof can yield her no relief, - 
But with polluted joys upbraids her grief. 
“Nor can the fpacious court contain her now s 
It grows a fcene too narrow for her woe. 
Loofe and undreft all day the trays alone, 
Does her abode and lov’d companions fhun. 

| In woods complains, and fighs in every grove, * 
} ths mouraful tale of er forfaken love, 





POEM S. 


Her thoughts to all th’ extremes of frenzy Ay, 
Vary, but cannot eafe her mifery = 
‘Whilft in hey looks the lively forms appear, 
Of enzy, fordnefs, fury, and defpair. 
Her rage no conttzrt face of forrow wears, 
Oft feornfl {miles Zieceed loud fighs and tears ; 
““Wiit ofer her face the rifing blufhcs fpread, 
Her glowing eye-balls turn with fury red : 
Then pale and wan her alrer’d looks appear, 
Paler than guilt, and drooping with defpair, 
A, tide of pafions ebb and flow within, 
And oft foe fhifts the melancholy fcene : 
Woes all th’ exce!s of woman's fury fhow, 
Yand yields a large variety of woe. 
Now calm as infants at the mother’s hreaft, 
Her grief in foftett murmurs ir expreft: 
She {peaks the tendereft things that pity move, 
Kind are her looks, and lunguifhing with love. 
Then loud as forn.s, and raging as the wind, 
She gives a loofe to her diftemper’d mind : 
With fhricks and groans fhe fills the air arcund, 
And makes the palace her loud griefs refound. 
Wild with her wrangs, the like a fury flrays, 
A fury, more than wife of Hercules 
Her motion, looks, and voice, proclaim her woes; i 
While fizhs, and breken words, her wiider ; 
thoughts difclofe. 





TO HIS PERJURED MISTRESS. 


Nox erat, et ceelo fulgebat luna fereno,” &c. 


Ir was one evening, when the rifing moon 





Annidit her train of flars dittinéty thone ; 
Serene aitd caim was the inviting ight, 
And heaven appear’d in all its luftre bright; 
When you, Newra, you, my perjur’d fair, 
Did, toAbule the gods and me, prepare. 
* Fwas-hen you fwore—remember, faithlefs maid, 
‘With vhat endearing arts you then betray’d: 
Remember all the tender things that paft, 
When round my neck your willing arms were caft. 
The circling ivys, when the oaks they join, 
Seem lool, and coy, to thofe fond arme of thine. 

Believe, you riy'd, this folemn vow believe, 
The nobleft pledye that keve and T can give; 
Or, if there’s ou efacred here Lelow, 
Let that confirm my oath to licaven and you: 
H c’er my break a guilty flame receives, 
Or covets joys but whar thy prefince gives; 
May every injur’d power affert thy caufe, 
And loye avenge his violated laws: 
While cruel hea‘ts of prey infeft the plain, 
And tempefts rage upon the faithlefs main; 
While lighs and tears thal liltening virgins moves 
Bo long, ye powers, will fond Neara love 

Ah, faichlefa charmer, lovely perjut’d maid! 
Are thus my vows and generous flame repaid ? 
Repeated flights | have too tamcly bore, 
Still doated on, and flill been wrong'd the more, 
Why do 1 Iiften co that fyren’s voice, 
Loveev'n thy crimes, and fly to guiley joys? 
Thy fatal eyes my beft refatves betray, 
My fary melts ta foft deftres away < 


















Fach look, each glance, for all thy crimes atoueg 
Elude my rage. and I’m again undone. ©” 
But if my injur'd foul dares yet be brave, 
Unlefs ('m fond of theme, confirm’d-a flav. 
T will be deaf to that enchanting tongae; — 
Nor on thy beauties gaze away my wrong, 
At length I'll loath each proftituted grace," 
Nor court the leavings of a cloy’d embrace s_ 
But fhow, with manly rage, my foul’s above 
The cold returns of thy exhawfted love. -- 
Then thou fhalt juftly mourn at my, difdain, 
Find all thy arts and all thy charms in -vain’s- 
Shale mourn, whilft I, wich-nublet flames, purfag . 
Some nymph as fair, though hot uphutt,.as yous. 
Whofe wit and beauty fhall like thine « ete ae, 
But far farpafs io truth, and loving wel, 
But wretched thou, whoe’er my rived 
That fondly boafts an empire o’er her Mesint ; 
Thou that enjoy’ the fair incontant pring, 
And vainly triumph’ft with my vidorige 
Unenvy'd now, o’er all her beauties foye, © 
Enjoy thy ruin, and Nezra’s love : 
‘Fhough wealth and honours grace thy 
birth, . 
‘To bribe her love, and fix a wandering faiths 
‘Though evry grace and eyery vittue join, - x 
‘T’ enrich thy mind, apd make thy forn divine ¢* 
Yet ble, with endlef charma, foom you'd 
prove - . 
‘The treacheries-of falfe Nesra’s love.” 
Loft and abandon’d by th’ Ungrateful fair, 
Like me you'll leve, be injur’d and defpair.” 
When left th’ unhappy objed of her ftong; 
‘Then fhall 1 fmile to fee the victor mourns. 
Laugh at thy fate, and triumph in mystrn, . 












wore 









IMITATION OF HORACE, | 
BOOK I. ODE XxX1r. 


“ Integer vite,” &es | 
Tue man that’s uncorrupt, and free from gail 
That the remocfe of fecret erimesine'er’ 
Whofe breaft was ne'er debauch’d with fing 
But finds ail calm, and all at peace within: - 
In his integrity fecure, cian 
He fears no danger, dreads nopowers 
Utelcfs are arms for his defenee,’ 
That keeps a faithful guard of innocenieds 


Secure the happy innocent may rove, 

The care of every power above ;_ 

Although unarm’d he wanders o’er’ i 
The treacherous Liby’s fands, and faithlefs fhores 

Though o’er th’ inhofpitable brows ; 

Of favage Caucafus he goes; g 

Vhrough Afric’s flames, through Scythia’g' 

fnows, 5 

Or where Hydafpes, fam'd for montters, flowss.- 
For a3, within an unfrequented grove, 

I tun’d my. willing lyre to love, 

With pleafing amorous thoughts betray'dy- 
Beyond my hounds infenfibly ritray’d; 

A wolf that view’d me fed away, 

He ded from his defencelels Prey 









Her 
: When J invok'd Maria’s aid, . 
Although unarm’d, the trembling monfter fied. 
Rot Daunia’s teeming fands, nor barbarous fhore, 
Wer fuch a dreadful native bore, 
“Nor Afric’s nurfing caves brought forth 
$o fierce a beatt, of fuch amazing growth: 
"Met vain did all his fury prove 
Againft a breaft that’s arm’d with love; 
Though abfent, fair Maria’s name 
Subdues the fierce, and makes the favage tame. 


Commit me now to that,abandon’d place 
"Where cheerful light withdraws its rays; 
aXo beams on barren nature fmile, 
Nor fruitful winds refreth th’ intemperate foil; 
Bat tempefts, with eternal frotts, 
Still rage around the gloomy coatt : 
Whilft angry Jove infefts the air, 
And, black with clouds, deforms the fullen year. 


@rplace me now beneath the torrid zone, 
To live a borderer on the fun : 
Send me to fcarching fands, whofe heat 
Suards the deftructive foil from human feet ; 
| Yet there I'll fing Maria’s name, 
+ And fpore, uninjur’d, ’midft the flame: 
's name! that will create, ev’n there, 
A milder climate, and more temperate air! 














“ PATROCLUS'S REQUEST TO ACHILLES 
: . | FOR HIS ARMS, 
Anitated from the beginning of the Sixteenth Wiad of 


Homer, 


trviwz Achilles, with compaffion mov'd, 
Thus to Patroclus Spake, his beft belov'd. 
Why like a tender girl doft thou complain ! 
‘That ftrives to reach the mother’s breait in vain ; 
‘ourns by her fide, her knees erhbraces fait, 
‘Hangs on her robes, and interrupts her hatte ; 
‘Yet, when with fondnefa to her arms fhe’s rais’d, 
Stit mourns and weeps, and will riot be appeas’d ! 
Thus my Patroclus in his grief appears, 
‘Thus like a froward girl profufe of tears, 
». From Phthia doft thou mournful tidings hear, 
And to thy friend fome fatal meffage bear? 
Thy valiaut father (if we fame believe) 
The good Menztius, he is yet alive : 

s Artl Peleus, though in his declining days, 
Reigns o’er his Myrmidons in health and peace ; 
‘Yet, as their Iateft obfequies we paid, 

‘Thou mourn’ft them living, as already dead, 
Or thus with tears the Grecian hoft deplore, 
That with their navy perifh on the hore; 

, And with compaffion their misfortunes view, 
‘Phe juft reward to guilt and falfehood due ? 
Ampastial heaven avenges thus my wrong, 

Nor fuffers crimes to gu unpunith’¢ long, 

Reveal the cdufe fo much afflicts thy mind, 

Nor thus conceal thy forrows from thy friend, 
‘When, gently raifing up his drooping head, 

‘Thus, with a figh, the fad Patroclus {aid. 

Godlike Achilles, Peleus’ valiant fon 

OF all our ebiefs, the greatei in renown ; 





THE WORKS OF YALDEN. 


Upbraid not thus th' aMli@ed with thelr wees, 
Nor triumph now the Greeks futtain fuch lois: 
Yo pity let thy generous breatt incline, ? 
And fhow thy mind is like thy birth” divine. 
For all the valiant leaders of their hou a 
Or wounded lic, or are in BDYgle fo. : 
Ulyffes great in arms, and Dio le, ‘ 
Languith with wounds, and in the navy bleed ! 
This common fate great Agamemnon fhares, 
And ftern Eurypyius, renown'd in wars, 
WhilR powerful drugs th’ experienc’d artifts try 
And to their wounds apt remedies apply: 
Eafing th’ afi@cd heroes with their skill, 
‘Thy breaft alone remains implacable ! 
What, will thy fury thus for ever lait! 
Let prefent woes atone for injuries paft; 
How can thy foul retain fuch Jaiting hate! 
‘Thy virtues are as ufelels as they're great. 
What injur'd friend from thee fhall hope redrefs 
That will not aid the Greeks in fuch diftrefs? 
Ulelefs is all the valour that you boat, 
Deform’d with rage, with fuilen fury loft. 
Could cruelty like thine from Peleus come, 
Or be the offipring of fair Thetis' womb * 
‘Thee raging feas, thee boifterous waves brought 
forth, . 
And to obdutate rocks thou ow’tt thy birth! 
Thy Rtubborn nature ftill retains their kind; 
So hard thy heart, fo favage is thy mind. 
But, if thy beding brealt admits of fear, 
Or dreads what facred oracles declare ! 
What awful Thetis in the courts above 
Receiv'd from the unerring mouth of Jove! 
If fo—let me the threatening dangers face, 
And head the warlike {quadrons in thy place ¢ 
Whilff me thy valiant Mytmidons gbey, 
We yet may turn the fortune of the day. 
Let me in thy diftinguith’d arms appear, 
With all thy dreadful equipage of war; _ 
That when the Trojans our approaches vi ‘Ww, 
Deceiv'd, they fhall retteat, and think ’tis vou. 
This, from the rage of an infulting hoi 
We may retrieve that fame the Greeks have loft ¢, 
Vigorous and frefh, th’ unequal fight renew, 
And from our navy force the drooping foe; 
O'er harafs’d men an eafy conqueft gain, 
sind drive the Trojans to their walls again, 








ON THE . 
REPRINTING MILTON'S PROSE WORKS, 
With bis Poems. Written in bis Paradife Loft, 


Turse facred lines with wonder we perufe, 
And praife the lights of a feraphic mufe, 
‘FM thy feditions profe provokes our rage, 
And foils the beauties of thy brighteft page. 
‘Thus here we fee tranfporting {cenes arife, 
Heaven’s radiant hoft, and opening paradifé ; 
‘Theu trembling view the dread abyis beneath, 
Hell's horrid manfions, and the realins of deatl:, 
Whilft here thy bold majeitic numbers rife, 
A\nd range th’ embattled jegions of the tkies, 
With armies Gill the azure plains of light, 
And paint the lively terrors of the fight, 








POEMS. 


We own che poet worthy to rehearfe 
‘Heaven's lafting ‘triumphs in immortal verfe + 
But when thy impious mercenary pen 

Infults the (eft of princes, beft of men, 

Our admiration turns to juft difdain, 

And we revoke the fond applaufe again. 

“—* Ltke the fall’n angels in their happy ftate, 
Thou fhar’dit their nature, infolence, and fate: 
To harps divine, immortal hymns they fung, 
As {weet thy voice, as fweet thy lyre was ftrung. 
‘As they did rebels to th’ Almighty grow, 

Bo thou profan'ft his image here below. 
*Apoftate bard! may not thy guilty ghoft, 
Difcover to its own eternal coft, 

‘That as they heaven, thou paradife hat loft ! 


TO 
‘  8IR HUMPHRY MACKWORTH, 
@N THE MINES, LATE OF SIR CARBERY PRICE, 


Wuar fpacious veins enrich the Britith foil ; 
The various ores, and skilful miner's toil ; 
How ripening metals fie conceal’d in earth, 
And teeming nature forms the wondrous birth ; 
My uleful verfe, the firft, tranfmits to fame, 
In numbers tun’d, and po unhallow’d flame. 
© generous Mackworth ! could the mufe impart 
A labour worthy thy aufpicious art; 
Like thee fucceed in paths untrod before, 
And fecret treafures of the land explore; 
Apollo's felf fhould on the labour {mile, 
And Delphos quit for Britain's fruitful ifle. 
Where fair Sabrina flows around the coat, 
And aged Dovey in the ocean's loft, 
Her lofty brows unconquer’d Britain rears, 
And fene’d with rocks impregnable appears 
‘Whicllike the well-fix’d bars of naturc fhow, 
To gu wd the treafures the conceals below. 
For eth, diftorted with her pregnant womb, 
Heares up to give the forming embryo room ? 
Bence vatt excrefcences of hills arife, 
And mountains [well to a portentous fize. 
Louring and black the rugged coaft appeata, 
‘The fullen carth a gloomy furface wears 5 
Yet all beneath, deep as the centre, fhines 
With native wealth, and more thun India’s mines. 
Thus erring nature her defects fupplies, 
Todulgent oft to what her fons defpiti 
Oft in a rude, 'wnfinifh'd form, we find 
The nobleft treafure of a gencrous mind. 
Thrice happy land! from whofe indulgent womb, 
Such unexhaufted ftores of riches come : 
By heaven belov'd! form’d by avfpicions fate, 
"YS be above thy neighbouring nations great! 
Tis golden {ands no more fhali Vagus boat, 
In Dovey’s flond his rival'd entpire’s loft ; 
Whote waters now a ucbler fend maintain, 
Fo humble France, and-check the pride of Spain. 
Like Eyypt’s Nile the hounteous current fhows, 
Difperting bicflings whereloe’er it hows; 
Whofe native treafure’s able to repair 
‘The long expences of our Gallic war. 











. id 
‘The ancient Britons are a hardy race, 
Averfe to luxury aed flothful eafe ; 
‘Their necks beneath a foreign yoke ne’er bow'dy 
In war unconquer’d, and of freedom proud ; 
With minds refolv’d they lafting toils endure, 
Unmix'd their language, and their manners purts 
Wifely does nature fuch an offspring chogfe, 
Brave to defend her wealth, and flow to ufe. 
Where thirft of empire ne’er inflames their veingy 
Nor avarice, nor wild ambition reig! ? 
But, low in mines, they conftant toile renew, 
‘And through the earth thelr branching veis® 
urfue. > 
As sien fome navy on th’ Iberian coaft, 
Chas'd by the winds, is in the ocean loft; 
To Neptune’s realms a new fupply it brings, 
The ftrength defign’d of European kings: 
Contending divers would the wreck regain, 
And make reprifals on the grafping mai > 
‘Wild in purfait they are endanger’d more, - > 
‘Than when they combated the ftorms before. 
The miner thus through perils digs his way; . 
Equal to theirs, and deeper than the fea; 4 
Drawing, in peftilential teams, his breath, . “* 
Refolv’d to conquer, though he combats death. 
Night’s gloomy realms his pointed ftécl invades; 
The courts of Pluto, and infernal thades: 
He cuts through mountains, fubterrancous lakes, 
Plying his work, each nervous ftroke he takes 
Loofens the earth, and:the whole cavern 
Thus, with his brawny arms, the Cyclops ftandiy 
To form Jove’s lightning with uplifted hands; 
The ponderous hammer with a force defcends, 
Loud as the thunder which his art intends; 
And as he ftrikes, with each refiftlels blow 
The anvil yields, and AEtna groans below. > 
Thy fam’d inventions, Mackworth, moft edet 
‘The miner’s art, and make the beft return ¢ 
Thy fpeedy fails, and ufeful engines, fhow 
A genius richer than the mines below: 
‘Thoufands of flaves untkill’d Peru‘maintains; 
‘The hands that labour ftill exhabft the gains: 
‘The winds, thy flaves, their ufeful fuccour join, 
Convey thy ore, and labour at shy mine; 
Inftrudted by thy arts, a power they find 
To vanquith realms, where once they Tay confia’d, 
Downward, my mute, dire& thy fteepy flight, 
Where fmiling fhades and beauteous realms invite; 
I firft of Britifh bards invoke thee down, 
And firft with wealth thy graceful temples crown, 
Through dark retreats purfue the winding ore, 
Search mature’s depths, and view her boundleGi 
ftore . 
The fecret caufe in tuneful meafutes fing, . 
Howmetals firft are fram*d,and whence they {pring 
Whether the ative fan, withchemic flames, 
Through porous carth tran{mits bis genial beams; 
With heat impregnating the womb of night, 
"Phe offspring fhines with its paternal light : 
On Britain’s ifle propitioufly he thines, 
With joy defcends, and labours in her mines, 
Or whether, urg’d by fubterraneous flames, 
the earth ferments, and flows in liquid flreama 3 
Purg’d from their drofs, thé nobler parts refine, 





| Receive new forms, and with frefa beautics fhine 





POoRMSs 


Adive and light, his wings elude our guard, 

Atid to confine a deity is hard : 

Hés gueft from flight Minos enclas’d around, 

Yet he vith wings a daving paffage found. 

‘Thus Dadades her off pring firft confin’d : 

Who with a bull in lewd embraces join’d : 

Her teeming womb the horrid crime conie{s"dy 

Big with a human buil, half man, half beat. 

Said he, ju% Minos, beft of human-kind, 

Thy mercy let a proftrate exile find. 

By fates compell’d my native fhares to fly, 

Permit me, where I dur not live, to die. 

, Enlarze my fon, if you neglea my tears, 

And (how compaiiioa to his blsoming years: 

Let not the youth a long confinement meurn, 

Oh free the fam or let his fire return! 

Thus he implor’d, ‘but fill implor'd in vain, 

Nor could the freedom that he fought, abtain, 

Convine'd at le 

Here's fabje for t untry"d, 

Minos the eurch commands, and guards the fea, 

No pafs the land alfurds, the deep no way: 

Heaven’s only free, we'll heaven's aufpicious 
height 

Attempe to pafs, where kinder fuites invite ! 

Favour, ye powers above, my daring fight; 

Misfortunes oft. prove to invention kind, 

Inftradt our wit, aid the labeusiog mind + 

For who can credit men, iu wild defpair, 

Should forey a paffage through the yielding air! 

Feathers Jor wings defign’d the artift chofe, 

sod bound with thread his forming pinions clofe : 

With temper'd wax the pointed cnds he wrought 

And to perfeion his new labours brought. 

The finith'd wings his fmiling offspring views, 

Admires she work, not contcious of their ules 

To whom the father laid, eblorve aright, 

Obferve, my fon, thefe intremests of Bight. 

Tn vain the tyrant our efcape retarda, 

"The hyvens he cannot, all but heaven he guards; 

‘Thong s earth and fear elude thy father’s care, 

Thefe wings thall waft us trough the fpacious 
ar. 

Nor fhall my fon celeftial figns furvey, 

Yar from the radiant virgin take your way : 

Or where Bootes the chill’d nerth commande, 

And with his fauchion dread Orion ands; 

Vl go before, me fill secsin in fight, 

‘Where-e’er Ulead, fecurely make your flight. 

For fhould we upward loar too near the tun, * 

Diffolv’d with heat, the Jiquid wax wil} run: 

Or near the feas an humbler fight maintain, 

Our plumes will fuffer by the fleaming m 

A medium keep, the winds obferve arip 

‘The winds will aid your advantageous flight. 

He caution’d thus, and thus infurmr’d him jong, 

As careful birds initrug their tender young: 

‘The fpreading wings then to his fhoulders bound, 

Fiis body pois'd, and rais’d him from the ground. 

Prepar'a for flight, his azed arms embrace 

‘The tender youth, whilit tears o’es flow his face, 

A hill there was, from whence the anxivus pair 

Effiay'd their wings, and forth they launch’d iu air: 

Now his expanded plumes the artift plies, 

Regasds his fun, and leady along the fkizs; 








































Pleas'd with the novelty of fight, the bop - 
Bounds in the air, and upwards fpringa with joy, 
The angler views them from the Gites aoa 
And quits the labaurs‘of his trembling hand. 
Samoa they pafa, and Naxos in their fight, * 
And Delos, with Apollo's prefence bright. | - 
Now of their right Lebinthos’ thorea they found 
For fruitful lakes and thady groves renown'd. ~ 
When the afpiring boy forgot his fears, 

Rath with hot youth and inexperieno’d pearsg 
Upwards he foar’d, maintain’d a lofty ftroke,! ‘ 
and his directing father’s way forfouk,. i+ % 
The wax, of heat impatient, melred run, 

Nor couid bis wings futtain that blaze of fun, 
From] n he views the fatal depths below, 
Whitt fears prevent the diftant blow, ~ 
His flruggling arms now no affiftance find, 
Nor poife.the body, nor receive the wind, — 
Falling, his father he imploresio vain, * 
To aid his flight, and fiokjng limbs faaing 
His name invokes, till the expiring fpund- 
Far in the floods with Icarus was drown’d. °, 
‘The parent mourns, a parent now no more,” 
And feeks the abfent youth on every thore ; 
re’s my liv’ fon, my Icarus! he cries; 
Say in whar diftant region of the fkies, . { 

















Or faithlets ctimg, the youthful wanderer flies! 
‘Lhen view'd his pinions (catter'd wer tha ttre: 
The thore his bones receiv’d, the -waeea.; 
name, . 
Minos with walls attempted to detain 
His flying guefts, but did attempt in vain: 
Yer the wing'd god fhall to our rules fubmig, 
And Cupid yield to more Prevailing wit, 
Vheffalian arts in vain rath lovers yfe, 
In vain with drugs the fcoroful maid abufe 
The fkilful'f potions ineffeGtual prove, . 
Ufelets are magic remedies in love : 
Could charms prevail, Circe had prow’d her arty 
And found Medea fix’d her Jafon’s heart. 
Nor tempt with philters the difdainful dame; 
Uhey rage iifpire, create a frantic flame: — 
Abltain from guile, all vicious arts remove, ~ 
And wake your paffion worthy of her love. 
Ditruit your empty form and boalted faces 
‘The nympb engage a thoufand nobler ways ¢ 
To fix her vanqu.th’d heart entirely thine, 
Accomplith'd graces to your native join. 
Beauty's but frail, a charm that-foon decays, 
Its Juftre fades as rolling years increafe, 
And age ftill triumphs o’er the rujn’d face. 
Phis truth the fair but thore-liv’d lily fhowe, * 
Acd prickles that furvive the faded rofe, 
Learn, lovely boy, be with inftrudtion wife ! 
cauty and youth mif-fpent are paft advice, 
Then cultivate thy mind with wit and fame, 
Thofe lafting charms furvive the funeral flame, 
With arts and f{ciences your brea improve, 
OF high import are languages in love : 
The fam’d Ulyff-s was not fair nor young," 
But eloquent and charming with his tongue ¢ 
And yet for him contending beauties dtrove, 
And every fea-nymph fought the hero’s love, 
Calypfo monrn’d when he forlook her thores, 
And with fond waves detain'd his hafty oars, 


ay 





168 
Ofte the inquir’d of ruin’d Mium’s fate, 
Making him oft the wondrous tale relate ; 
Which with fuch grace his florid tongue could 
frame, 
‘The ftory fill was new, though fiill the fame. 
Now ftanding on the shores, again declare, 
Calypfo cry'd, your fam'd exploits in war. 
He with a wand, a lender wand he bore, 
*Delineates every a@ion on the fhore. 
Here’s Troy, fays he, then draws the walls in fand : 
‘There Simois flows, here my battalions ftand. 
A field there was, (and then defcribes the field) 
‘Where Dolon, with rewards deceiv’d, we kill'd. 
Juft thas entrench’d imagine Rhefus lies, 
aind here we make his warlike fteeds our prize. 
Much he defcrib’d, when a deftructive wave 
‘Wafh'd off the lender Troy, and rolling pave 
‘To Rhefus and his tents one common grave. 
; Long with delight his charming tougue the heard, 
© The well-rais'd paffion in her looks appear’d : 
‘The goddefs weeps to view his fpreading fails, 
So muich a foldier with the {cx prevails. 
Diftruft thy form, fond youth, and learn to know, 
‘There's more requir’d in love than empty thow. 
‘With juft difdain the treats the haughty mind, 
°Tis complaifance that makes a beauty kind. 
‘The hawk we hate that always lives in armas, 
‘The raging wolf that every flock alarms : 
Bat the mild {wallow none with toils infetts, 
And none the foft Chaonian bird molefts. 
Debates avoid, and rude contention fhun ; 
A woman's with fubmiffive language won. 
Let the wife rail, and injur’d hufband fwear, 
Such freedoms are aflow'd the marry’d pair : 
Difcord and ftrife to nuptial beds belong, 
‘Lhe portion juftifies a clamorous tongue. 
“With tender vows the yieiding maid endear, 
Ad let her only fighs and withes hear. 
Contrive with words and aétions to delight, 
' Still charm her ear, and fill oblige her fight. 
1 na in@ructions to the rich impart, 
He needs not, that prefents, my ufelefs art : 
‘The giving lover’s handfome, valiant, wife, 
” His happy fortune is above advice. ; 
Ito the needy fing ; though poor, I love, 
. And, wanting wealth, with melting language 
move. 
His honcur ftorms a ftubborn damfcl’s door ; 
Fm cautious to affront, becaufe I’m poor. 
‘With pleafing arts I court; with arts poffefs ; 
. 40r if i'm bounteous, ‘tis in promifes. 
Enrag’d, I ruffed once Gorinna’s hair, 
Long was I banith’d by the injur’d fair ; 
Long mournful nights for this confum’d alone, 
Nor could my tears the furious maid atone. 
‘Weeping, the vow’d, a fut of point I tore; 
Falfely he vow'd, but 1 muft purchafe more. 
‘Make not your guilty mafter’s crime your owa, 
Buc by my punifhment my error shun; 
Indecent fury from her fight remove, 
No paffion let your miftrefs know, but love. 
Y¥et if the haughty nymph’s unkind and coy, 
Or fhuns your fight ; have patience, and enjoy. 
By flow degrees we bend the ftubbora bow ; 
What force refitts, with art will pliant grow. 
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{n vain we ftem a corrent’s rapid force, 

But {wim with eafe, complying with its courte. 

By gentler arts wé favage beafts reclaim, 

And lions, bulls, and furious tigers tsme, 

Fiercely Atlanta o’er the foreft rov'd, 

Cruel and wila, and yet at tat the lov'd, 

Melanion long deplor’d his hopelefs flame, 

And, weeping in the woods, purfued the fcornf$ 
dame: 

On his fubmiffive neck her toils he wore, 

And with his miftrefs chas’d the dreadful boar, 

Arm’d to the wocds f hid you not repair, 

Nor follow over hills the favage fair: 

My foft injunctions lefs fevere you'll find, 

Ealy to learn, and fram'd to every mind. 

Her wifhes never, nor hee will withftand ; 

Submit, you conquer; ferve, and you'll command, 

Her words approve, deny what the denies; [pife : 

Like, where fhe likes; and where the fcorns, def. 

Laugh when fhe fmiles: when fad, difolve in 
tears; 

Let cvery gefture fympathize with hers, 

If the delights, as women will, in play, 

Her ftakes return, your ready lofings pay. 

When the's at cards, or rattling dice the throws, 

Connive at cheats, and gencroufly lofe. 

A (miling winner let the nymph remain, 

Let your pleas’d miftrefs every conqueft gain. 

iy » with an umbrello ready ftand; 

walking, offer your officious hand. 

I tubling hands, though you fuftain the cold, 

Cherifh, and to your warmer bofom hold. 

‘Think no inferior office a difgrace ; 

No action, that a miftrets gains, is bale. 

The herv that eluded Juno’s {pite, 

And every montter overcame in fight ; 

That paft fo many bloody labours o’er, [bore : 

And well deferv'd that heav’n whofe weight he 

Amidft fonian damfels carding Nands, 

And grafps the diftsff with obedient hands 

In all commands the haughty dame obeys; 

And whe difdains to a@ like Hercules ? 

Uf fhe’s at law, be fure commend the laws, 

Solicit with the judge. or plead her caufe. 

With paticnce at the aflignation wait, 

Early appeqr, attend hier coming late. 

Whene’er fhe wants a meflenger, away, 

And her commands with Aying feet_obcy, 

When late from {upper the’s returning home, 

Add calls her fervant, asa fervant come. 

She for the country air retires from town, 

You want a coach, or horfe, why, fuot it dowr, 

Let net the fultry feafon of the year, 

The falling fhows, or conftaut rain deter. 

Love is a warfare; an ignoble floth 

Seems equally contemptible in both : 

In both are watchings, duels, anxious cares, 

The foldier thus, and thus the lover farcs ; 

With rain he’s drench'd, with piercing tempefig 
thakes, 

And on the colder earth his lodging takes. 

Fame fays that Phoebus kept Admetus’ herd; 

And coarfely in an humble cottage far’d ; 

No fervile offices the god deny’d ; 





Learn this ye love.s, aud senovace your pride. 
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When all excefs is to your miftre’s hard, 
‘When every door fecur'd, and window bare’d 5 
The’roof untile, fome defperate paffage find : 
You cannot be too bold to make her kind : 

Oh, how fhe’l clafp you when the danger’s o’er, 
snd value your deferving paffion more ! 

“Phos through the boifteraus feas Leander mov'd, 

Not to poffefs, but fhow how much he lov’d. { 

Nor blufhing think how jow you condefcend 
To court her maids, and make each flave your 

friend ; 

Each by their names familiarly falute, 

And beg them to promote your amorous fuit. 

Perhaps a bribe’s requir’d; your bounty fhow, 

And from your flender fortune part beftow. 

A double bribe the chamber-maid fecures; 

And when the favourite’s gain’d, the fair is your's. 

She'll add, to every thing you do, a grace, 

And watch the wanton hor dtime her praife. | 

When fervants merry mak: 

Then give her fomething to keep ho! 

Retain them every one, the porter moft, 

And her who nightly guards the happy coaft. 

* 1 no profufe nor coftly gifts commend, 

But choofe and time it well, whate’er you fend. 
- Provide the product of the early year, 

And let your boy the rural prefene bear ; 

, Tell her ‘twas frefh, and from your minor brougat, 

f 'Phough flate, and in the fuburb market bought; 
The firft ripe cluster let your miftrefs eat, 

“With chefauts, melons, and fair peaches treat ; 

. Some larger fifh, or choicer fowl prefent, 

They recommend your paffion, where they're fent. 

°Tis with thefe arts the childlefs mifer’s caught, 

"Vhus future legacies are balely boughs 

But may his name with infamy be curft, 

"That practis'd them on love, aid wornan firft t 

In tender fonnets moft your flame rchearfe, 
But who, alas! of late are mov’d by verte ? 
Wonten’a,wealthy-treating fool admire, 
Applaud / our wit, but coltly gifts require. 

This is th : golden age, all worthip geid, 

Honours are purchas’d, love and beauty fold : 
Should Homer come with his harmonious train, 
“And not prefent, Homer’s turn'd out again. 

Some of the fex have fenfe, their number's fmall; 

Mott ignorant, yet vain pretenders ail : 

Flatter aright, {imooth empty ftanzus fend; } 
"They feldom fenfe, but found and rhyme commend, | 

Should you with art compofe each polith'd line, 
And make her, like your numbers, all divine : 

Yet fhe’ll a treat, or worthiefs toy prefer 
‘To all th’ immortal poet’s buafted care, 

But he that covef&‘to retain her heart, 

Let him apply his flateery with art ; 

With lafting raprures on her beauty gaze, 

And make her form the fubject of his praise. 

Purple commend, when fhe's in purple dreis’d ; 
An fcarlet, fwear the looks in fearlet beft: 
Array’d in gold, her graceful mien adore, 
Vowing thofe eyes tranfcend the fparkling ore. 
‘With prudence place each compliment aright, 

‘Though clad in crape, let homely crape delights 

In forted colours, praife a vary’d drefa; 

* go night-clothes, or commode, let either pleafe. 
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Or when the combs, or when the enrls her bair, 
Commend her curious art and gallane air, . 
Singing, her voice, dancing, her ftep admire, 
Applaud when fhe defilts, and ftill defire = 
Let all her words and actions wonder raife, 

View her with raptures, and with raptures praif, 

ce as Medufa though your miftrefs, prove, | ~ 

Thefe arts will teach the ftabborn beanty love. 

Be cautious left you over-a& your part, 
And temper your hypocrify with arc = 
Let no falfe a@tion give your words the lie, 
For, usdeceiv'd fhe’s ever after thy. 
In autumn oft, when the luxurious year 
Purples the grape, and fhows the vintage neary 

When fultry heats, when colder blafts arifo, 

And bodies languifh with inconftant fkies: 
if vitious heaven infedts her tender veins, 

And in her tainted blood fome fever reigns 
"f hen your kind vows, your pious care beftow, ° 
The bleffings you expect to reap, then few: ; 
"Yhink nothing naufeous in her loath'd difeafe, 
But with your ready hand contrive to pleafe 
Weep in her fight, then fonder kiffes give, 

And let her burning lips your tears receive, 
Much for her fafety vow, but louder fpeak, 

J.et the nymph hear the lavifh vows you makes 
As health returns, fo let your joys appear, 

Oft {mile with hope, and oft confefs your-fear, 
This in her breaft remains, thefe pleafing charmg 
Secure a paflage to her grateful arms. 
Reach nothing naufeous to her tafte or fight, 
Officious only when you moft delight : } 

Nor bitter draughts, nor hated medicines give: 
Let her from rivals what fhe loaths receive. 
‘Thole profperous winds that launch'd our back 

from fhore, 

When out at fea affift its courfe no more : 

‘Vime will your knowledge in our art improve, 

Give ftrength and vigour to your forming loves 
‘Yhe creadful bull was but a calf, when young ; 
The lofty oak but from an acorn fpryng: 

From narrow {prings the nobleft currents flow, 
But {well their floods, and {pread them as they gg 
Be converfant with love, no toils refufe, 

And conquer alt fatigues with frequent ufe. 

Still let her hear your fighs, your paffion view, 
And night and day the flying maid purfue. _ 
Then panfe a while; by fallow fields we gain; 
A thirfty foil receives the welcome rain. 

Phyllis was calm while with Demophoon blefs'd, 
His abfence wounded moft her raging breatt 
‘Thus his chafte confort for Ulyffes burn’d, 

And Laodamia thus her abfent hufband movrn’d. 
With {peed return, you're ruin’d by delays, 

Some happy youth may foon {ypply your place. 
‘When Sparta’s prince was from his Helen gone, 
Could Helen be content to lie alone?’ " 
She in his bed receiv’d her amorous gueft, 

And nightly clafp’d him to her panting breaft. 
Unthinking cuckold, to a proverb blind! ~~ 
What, truft a beau and a fair wife behind! : 
Let furious hawks thy trembling turtles keep, > 
And to the mountain wolves commit thy fheep $ 
Helen is guiltiefs, and her lover's crime * 
But what'yourfelf would a@ another time! 
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‘“SThe youth was preffing, the dulk hufband gone, 
“Yet every woman make the cafe her own: 
Who could a prince, by Venus fet, refufe? 
The cuckold’s negligence is her excufe. 
But not the foaming boar whom {pears fur- 
round, 
Revenging onthe dogs his mortal wound, 
Nor lionels, whofe young receive the breat, > 
Nor’viper by unwary foot’ eps preft : 
“Nor drunkard by th’ Aonian god poffett, 
°'franfoend the woman’s rage, by fury led, 
"To find a rival in ber injur’d bed. 
“Wih fire and {word the flies, the frantic dame 
‘Difdains the thoughts of tendernels or thame. 
‘Her offspring’s blood enrag'd Medea fpilt, 
Acrucl mother, forthe father’s guilt. 
And Pragne’s unrelenting fory proves, 
That dire revenge purues neglected inves. 
. Where facred ties of honour are de‘troy’d, 
@ych errors cautious lovers mult avoid. 
‘Think not my precepts conitancy enjoin, 
Yeous avert !. far nobler’s my defign. 
At large enjoy;conceal your paflion well, 
Nor ufe the modiih vanity to tell; 
Avoid prefenting of fufpeded toys, 
‘Nox tg an hour confine your varied juys + 
" Defert the fhades you did frequent before, 
Nor make them conicious toa new amcor, 
‘Thenymph, when the betriys, difdains your guile, 
And, by fuch falfehood taught, the leacns to jils. 
While with a wife Atrides hiv’d content, 
“Their loves were mutual, and the innocent : 
But when inflam'd with every charming face, 
Ber Jewdnefs ftill maintain’d an equal pace, 
Chryfes, as fame had told her, pray’d in vain, 
Nor could by gifts his captive gir! obtain; 
Moournful Brifeis, thy complaints fhe heard, 
And how his luft he tedious war deferr’d. 
This camely heard, but with refenrmunt view’d 
"The-vidtor by his beauteous Mave fubdued + 
‘With rage fhe faw her own neglected charms, 
- And took Aigifthus to her injur’d arms. 
"Fo lyft and fhame by his example Jed, 
Who durft fo openly profane her bed. 
What yon conceal, her more obferving eye , 









Perhaps betrays: with oaths the fad deny; 
“And boldly give her jeaioufy the lie; 

Not too fubmiflive feem, nor over-kind ; 

"Thefe are the fymptoms of a guilty mind: 

But no carcfies, no eudearments fpare, 
Enjoyment pacifies the angry fair, 

‘There are, that ftrong provoking potions praife, 
And nature with pernicious medicines raife : 
Nor drugs,.nor herbs, will what you fancy prove, 
‘And ! pronounce them poifonous all in love. 
“Seine pepper bruis’d with fecds of nettles join, 
And clary ftcep in bowls of mellow wine: 
‘Venus is moft averfe to'fore’d delights, 
Extorted flames pollute her genial rites ; 

. ‘With fihes fpawn thy feeble nerves recruit, 

And with eringo’s hot falacious root + 

‘The goddels warfhip’d by th’ Erycian fwains 
‘Megara’s white fhaliot, fo faint, difdains. 

New eggs they take, aud honey’s liquid juice, 
And leaves and apples of the pine infulc, 
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Prefcribe no more, my ‘mufe, nor medicines gic 

Beauty and youth need no provocative. ° 
You thar conceal’d your fecret crimes before, 

Proclaim them now, now publifh each amour. 

Nor tax me with inconftancy , we fied 

The driving bark requires a veering wind 

Now northern blafts we court, now fouthern gales 

And every point befriends our fhifted fails.” 

Thus chariot-drivers with a flowing rein 

Dire& their fleeds, then curb them in again, 

Indulgence oft corrupts the faithlefs dame, 

Secure from rivals the neg!e&s your fame: 

‘The mind without variety is cloy'd, 

And naufeates pleafures it has long enjoy’d. 

But asa fire, whofe wafted firength declines, 

Converts to afhes, and but faintly fhines; 

When fulphur’s brought, the Spreading, flameg 

return, 

And glowing embers with freth fury burn: 

A rival thus ch’ ungrateful maid reclaims, 

Revives defire, and feeds her dying flames: 

Oft make her jealous, give your fondnefs o'er, 

And te: her often with fome new amour. 


Happy. thrice happy youth, with pleafares Pe: 





Too great, t..0 exquilite to be exprett, 
That view'tt the anguifh of her jealous breaft ! 
Whene’er thy guile the flighted beaury knows, 
She fwoons; her voice, and then her colour gocss 
Oft would my furious nymph, in burning rage, 
Affuult my locks, and with her nails engage ; 
Then how ihe'd weep, what piercing glances caft 
And vow to be perjur’d wretch at lait.» 
Let not your mittrefs long your falichood mourr 3 
Negledted fonduefs will to fury turn, 
But kindly clafp her in your arms again, 
And on your breaft her drooping head fuftain :, 
Whilt weeping kifs, amidtt her tears enjoy, 
And with excefs of BUG hex.rage deftroy. 
Let her awhile Jament, awhile complain, 
‘Then die with pleafure, as fhe dy’d with pain, 
Enjoyment cures her with its powerful “harms,” 
She'll fign @ pardon in your ative arm, 

Firft nature Jay an undigeited mafs, 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, wore ane common face: 
Then vaulted heaven was frani’d, waves earth ine 

clos'd; E ‘ 

And chaos was in beauteous form difpos’d ; 
‘The beaft inhabit woods, the birds the air, 
And to the floods the fcaly fry repair. 
Munkind a!one enjoy’d no certain place, 
On rapine liv'd, a rude unpolifh'd race + 
Caves were their houfes, herbs their fuod and bed, 
Whilft each a favage from the other fled. 
Love firft difarm'd the fiercemefg of their mind, 
And in one bed the men and women join'd, 
‘The youth was cager, but unfkill'd in joy, 
Nor was the unexperienc’d virgin coy! 
They knew no courthhip, no inftructor found, 
Yet they enjoy’d, and blefs’d the pleafing wound, 
The birds with conforts propagate their kindy 
And fporting ffl: their finoy beauties find : 
In amorous folds the wantcn ferpents twine, 
And dogs with their falacious females join. 
The lufty bull delights his frifking dames, 
And more lalcivious goat ker male inflamee. 
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Mares furiows grow with love, their boundarics j 


force, [horfe. 
Piunging through waves to meet the neighing 
Go on, brave youth, thy generous vigour try, 
To the refenting maid this charm apply : 
Love's foftening pleafures every grief remove, 
There's nothing that can make your peace 
From drugs and phileres no redrefs you'll find, 
But nature with your miftrefs will be kind. 
The love char’s unconftrain’d will long endure, 
Machaon’s art was falfe, but mine is fure. 
Whilft thus I fung, inflam’d with nobler fire, 
J heard the great Apollo’s tuneful lyre ; 
His hand a branch af spreading laurel bore, 
And on his head a laurel wreath he wore; 
Around he caft diffufive rays of lirht, 
Confeffing all the god to human &, 
Yhou matter of lafcivious arts, he aid, 
To my frequented fane thy pupils lrad + 
And there inferibe in charadters of gold, 
"This celebrated fentence yu'll behold. 
Tirft know yourfelf ; who to himfelf is known, 
Shall love with condedt,. and his wifhes crown, 
Where nature has a handfome face beftow’d, 
Or gracefal fhape, let both be often fhow’d: 
Let men of wit and humour filence fhun, 
‘The artift fing, and foldicr blufter on: 
OF long harangues, ye eloquent, take heed, 
Nor thy damn'd works, thou teazing poet, read. 
Thus Phebus fpake : A juft obedience give, 
And thefe injundions from a god receive. 
I myfteries unfold ; to my advice 
Ateand, ye vulgar lovers, and grow wile, 
The thriving grain in harvett often fails: 
Ofc profp'rous winds turn adverfe to our fails 
Few are the pleafures, though the toils are great: 
‘With patience mutt fabmiffive lovers wait. 
What hares on Athos, bees on Hybla feed, 
Or berries on the circling ivy breed ; 
As hells on fandy shores, as tars above, 
So nun’srous are the fure fatigues of lave. 
The !a..y’s gone abroad, you're told; though feen, 
Diftrutt your eyes, believe her not within. 
Fler lodgings ou the promis'd night are clofe 
Refent it not, but on the earth repofe. 
Her maid will cry, with an infulting tone, 
What makes you faunter here? you fot, be gone. 
With moving words the cruel nymph entreat, 
And place your garland on the bolted gate. 
‘Why do {light and vulgar precepts ufe? 
A nobler fubject now infpires my mufe : 
Approaching joys I fing; ye youths draw near, 
Liflen ye happy lover’s and five ear : 
"The labour's great, and daring is my fong, 
Labeurs aud great attempts to love belong, 
As from the facred oracles of Jove 
Receive thefe grand myserious truths in love, 
Look down when the the ogling fpark invites, 
Nor touch the confcious tablets when the writes. 
Appear not jealous, though fhe’s much from home, 
Let her at pleafure go, unqueition’d come. 
Whis crafty hufhands to their wives permit, 
And learn, when fhe's-engag’d, to wink at it. 
my own frailties modeftly confeles 
4nd, blutbing, give thofe precepts 1 tranfgrefs 
“a WL, 
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Sha'l f, with-patience, the known fignal hear, 
Retire, and leave a happy rival there! 


| what! tamely fuffer the provoking wrong, 


And be afraid to ufe my hands or tongue! 
Corinna’s hufband kife’d her in my fight 5 

I beat the faucy fool, and feiz'd my right. 

I like a fury for my nymph engage, 

And tike a madman, when 1 mifs her, rage. 
‘My paffion ftill prevails, convine’d 1 yields 
He that fubmits co this is better fkill’d. 

Expofe not, though you find her guilty: fame 
Lett fhe abandon modey and fhame : f 
Conceal her faults, no fecret crimes upbraid 5 
Nothing’s fo fond as a fufpected maid, 
Difcover’d love increafes with defpair, 

When both alike the guilt and fcandal fhare: 
All fenfe of modefty they lofe in time, 
Whilft each encourages the othér’s crime? 

In heaven this ftory’s fam’d above the reft, 
Amongft th’ immortal drolls a ftanding jeft # 
How Vulcan two tranfgrefling lovers caught, 
And every god a pleas'd fpectaror brotght. 
Great Mars for Venus felt a guilty flame, _ 
Negleéted war, and own'd a lover's names 
To his-defircs the Queen of Love inclin’d ; 

No nymph in heaven's fo willing, none fo kind. 

Oft the lafcivious Fair, with fcornful pride, — 

Would Vulcan's foot and fobty hands deride, 

Yet both with decency their paffion bore, 

And madeftly conceal'd the clofe amour. 

But by the fun betray’d in their embrace, 

(For what efeapes the fun’s obferving rays?) 

He told th’ affronted god of his difgrace. 

Ah foolith fan | and much unfkill’d in lowe 

Thou haft an ill example fet above ! 

Never a fair offending nymph betray, 

She’ll gratefully oblige you every way ? 

The crafty fpoufe around his bed prepares 

Nets that deceive the eye, and fecret {nares = 

A journey feigns; th’ impatient lovers met, 

And naked were expos’d in Vulcan’s net. 

The gods deride the criminals in chains, 

And fearce from tears the Queen of Love rew 
frains : . 

Nor could her hands conceal her guilty face. 

She wants that cover for another place. 

To furly Mars a gay fpectator faid, 

Why fo uneafy fn that envy’d bed ? 

On me transfer your chains; It freely come 

For your releafe, and fuffer in your room. 

At length, kind Neptune, freed by thy defires, 

Mars goes fur Crete, to Paphos fhe retisea, 

Their loves augmented with revengefal fires’ 

Now converfant with infamy and fhame, 

‘They fet no bounds to theif licentions flame 

But honeft Vulcan, what was thy pretence, — 

To a& fo much unlike a god of fenfe? 

They fin in public, you the fhame repent, 

Convinc'd that loves increafe with panifhment, 

Though in your power, a rival ne’er cxpofe, 

Never his intercepted joys difclofe : 

This | command, Venus commands the fame, 
‘Who hates the fnares,fhe once faftain’d with fhame 
What impious wretch will Ceres’ rites expofe, 
Or Juno’s felemn myfteries difdlofe! — ~ ¥ 
3c. 
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* ) The ruddy Jafs mutt be like Ventisfair, = 
Or like ast has ee om 
If pale and > praife and youth, « ~ 
See aero when grofs fhe’s plump and 
Every excefs by foftening terms difguife, 2 
Ande fome neighbouring virtue hide each vice, 7 
Not afk her aye, confult no regifter, - 
Under whofe reign fhe’s born, or what's the year! 
Uf fading youth checkers her hair with white, 
Experienceamakes her perfec in delights; 
In her embrace fublimer joys are found, 
A fruitful foil, and cultivated ground ! * $s 
The hours enjoy whilft youth and pleafures Taft, 
.~ | Age hurries on, and death purfues too fatt. * 
light, | Or plough the feas, or cultivate the land, 
. Or weild the fword in thy adventurous hand : 


Add their experience in affairs of love, ° 
For years and practice do alike improve ; 
‘Ther ir the injuries of time, 


They wan C 
But meet your warmth wi 
| Give me enjoynient, when 
Glows with defires, and burns with 
_ | Llove to hear the 


vucl her y joys, drinks crude testy wine, 
ce with public fhame, Let age your girl and fprightly juice refine, 
jur'd beauty guard, Mellow their fweets, and make the taite divine. 
be lock’d, and window barr'd! | To Helen who'd Hermione prefer, > 
remains expos’d to wrong; | Or Gorgé think beyond her mother fair: 
to : But he that covets the experiene’d dame, 
c Shall crown his joys, and triumph in his flames 
One confcious bed receives thehappy pair: 
Retire my mufe; the door demands thycare, | 
i What charming words, what tender th are faid? 
eda 1 Perfeusview’d,  « What language flows without ifeleis aid | 
‘faults, but yet pronounc’d them good. | There thall the roving hand employment find, 
t tall, sees Sey > _Tnfpire new flemes, andimake ev'n virgins kind, 
e Z 8 Het: did Andromache delight, 
‘Heetor in love viGtorious, as in fight. 
weary from the field Achilles 
t bears a tender rind, Shas with delays he rais'd Brifeis’ ame. 
every breath of wind : Ad, could thole arms, thofe fatal hands delight, 
to.a tree at laft, « | Infpire kind ts, and raife thy appetite! 
and braves the ftrongeft blaft. | Couldft maid, be charm’d with his ems- 
and blemithes endear, brace, — z 
to your eyes appear : Stain’d with the blood of half thy royal race? 
feents E may give offence ; Nor yet with {peed the fleeting pleafures watte, 
ncilés them to the vanquifh’d fonfe : Still moderate your love's impetuous hafte : 
es fofte with fome kinder phrafe ; The bafhful virgin, though appearing coy, 
C thy as the negro’s face, Detains your hand, and hugs the proffer’ 
4 graceful browa, and that complexiop Then view her eyes with humidduftre 
uife ac : Sparkling with rage, and trembling: 
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sioing fe passe me aeieiet; 2 
aGive force employ, 
‘the hay joy 


4 aoroninies for Duriocasting feild De 


As Chalchas coald explain the myftic pit 
And Telémon could wield the b 
bas to the to 

o much ai 


arms againtt 

Thus Vulcan arm’d Achilles for lic wat 

~ Whatever youth fhall with my aid o’ercome, 
nd lead his Aniazon in triumph homes 
et him that conquers 


ew cnnel ih 
n with fi 
Imperial fway, and 
4 Deriving titles from 
AN RS9AY ON-THE CHARACTER OF Their laws preferv'd, and liberties ¢ 
4 OUGHBY ASTON, | As whee. spn Awl i 


IN CSESHIRE, 1704. 


As when the ee 
Prepares her you! 
With heaven’ 's ful et = 


* Tempted to our ai 

This hafty birth to its flight ; 

“The beauties of your mind tranfported views, 

| ze fings, and pleas'd her flight purfues. 
thefe loofe, unfinifh’d lines to claim’ 


ykind protection of your parent's name: 
Fiboak void 


Accept the > E 

Where you your great for ‘fame, | 

And trace the {prings from abe aes “virtues 
came : 

. Survey the triumy 

‘That by a long d 





form’ ear his intellegual feat, 
nd forn 'd the luftre of his mind complete. 
Wh in fam'd meanders flows, 


ind tenacious of the learned ftore : 
The flowing {prings of knowledge to receive, 
“And tak ive. 


A flions {aft as art could give. 


8 did e’er thy ter 
Or add, like him, toithy diffus'd reno 
There next the flowing robe employ'd his care, 


Volumes of the painful bar : 
bulky vola peiniol 


‘| Perplex’d with comments that.fhould make them 
‘s His juftice through the gloomy mitts furvey’d, 
Id the plains in And reafon found by fubtleties betray’d; = * 
"s awful voice, With eloquence he fmooth’d the rugged way, 
| contracts his paw And featter'd fhades with judgment’s Piercing ray, 
He vature in her dark receffes fought, “ 
And with philofophy fublim’d his thought, - 4c. 
In all the various parts of learning fkill’ eke 
That Grecian fages, or the Roman, yiel 
He from the ancients drain’d 


pe ; pase watrerd ages 
| | His piercing facul ee ty 
| Let inward to the foul diftinéter. * 
|| His fenfesexquifite, and reafon fod, : 
Surmounted all the obfacles they found, : 
In Fooslesige vers'd, in learning’s depths * 
~ found, “ a 
Nor were his hours to books alone confin’d, 
‘His perfon-was accomplith’d as his mind: - 
He us’d his weapons with 'd fuccefs, 
Excell'd in courtfhip, and sind sage: 
Whether be urg’d the cou: rtovhis {peed, 
Or temper'd mak his kill, the fiery Reed ; 





yue, from’ free; 
From flattery’s vice, or blafted calumny ; 

~ Knew all the fprings that fecret paflions move, 

“ Raife admiration, or infpire with love. 

: Senteni and inftrugtive his difeourfe, 
He urg’d his reafons with refiftlefs for 
aiey eloquence adorn’d his tho 


ind thy wings, th; iteft charms difplay ! 
What sitieea beating hee diftraé thy fight! 
‘What virtues that furmount thy towering flight 
‘As namelefs ftars, that form the 
With undiftinguith’dluftre 


ays t Wd: 
‘repel thy ‘ 
‘one glorious orb of light. 
His riper years to wifdom he apply’d, 
Each path purfued, ard every conqueft try’d: 
Wifdom, the darling attribute alone, 
» By which th’ Almigsty’s more diftin@ly known : 
grcaw nee contracted to a narrow fpan, 
Becomes the noblett faculty of man. 
Through books he trac’d her in the pleafing 


With crowd: 1 | 
The flying f : of his mind: 
- Through {pecious arts, through all their 
He faw, diftinguith’d, and obtain’d the prize. 
His mind, with each’ fuperior talent fraught, - 
For councils form’d his enterprifing thought : 
“ ik of difpatch, difcreet in every truft, 
honeft, and feverely juft. 
rough kindnef in his generous bofom reign’d, 
‘The dignity of pow’r he ftill maintain’d 
None c’er difcharg’d affairs with addrefs, 
Serv'd better public pofts, or fought them lefs. 
His conftancy appear’d in every ftate, 
Fix'd and unmov’d as the decrees of fate: 
No flutuating doubts his mind diftrefs’d, 

* Nor thook'the ftrong foundations of his breaft. » 
His refolution bore him ftill above S 
‘The rath effects of enmity of love: 

Firm on the bafis of himfelf he ftood, 
Of right tenacious, permanent in good. 

Hence flow’d a courage unallay’d with fear, 
A mind undaunted, and a conlcience clear: 


=~ 


| tn midft 


ffi € 
The heavenly offspri 
Charms ie tran is 
That torreligion all their 


ns to his. bi 
And o’er his fouk diffus'd a fi 
) In him the-wretched always for 
Patron of want, redrefler of their 


,| ‘To him th’ affli@ed never’ 


He felt their miferies, and 


plenty free 
Nor more it “d than 
“The calm and equal 
Did every guilty 
qoithia their wom! 
And fitangled fo 
The church 


The e 
His public worthip 
‘To all its rites confo 
“The fervice lov'’d, 


"| Such ftrong devotion, 
Anflam’d his heart, and did his 


sei 





_ In abje 


the 
' degrees eee decline, 


luftre 


fin 
of himfelf behind ; 
of his race endued ; 
the fon renew'd, 
tomb arife, 
int the fize ; 


re 
aS 
faftain, and grace if 
one and 2 flowing drefs, 
ae pibrenicrness nage 5 
line fus [pacious , 
infedtions fontowe over the dome; 
afirung are thrown neglected by, 
in-juft diforder lie, ~ 


is his effigies plac’, 
h every beauty grac’d, 


-| The flaves yout eyes have 


| Bee 


Adorn’d’with all that lavih art could give, 
To late pofterity thall make hint live. 

‘This thall diffufe his celebrated name, 
‘More than 


And the relenting marble flows with tears; 
ink then what griefs a parent’s bofom wound, 
i enrich’d this hallow’d ground, 
myrtle wreaths pr 
abt, fire * 


ere, and 


Like china laid for ages to 1 ee 
And make her body, like the foul, divine, 
Unmingled may the fragrant duft remain, 
No common th the facred fweets profane; 
let > its virgi 


ZOPATRA, 


Here, lovely Myra, you behold 

The wonders beauty wrought of old, 

In every mournful page appears 

The nymph’s difdain, and lover's tears. 
Whilft thefe feign’d tragic tales you 
Fondly you weep, and think them 
Aament the hero's flighted fi 

Yet praife the fair fi 


'd, mourn, 


And pity flames with which your lovers burn, 


"| __Oh, hadft thow liv’d in former days, my 


Thus fame had fung lov'd Myra’s praife : 
of = Mere reign, 

a form and cold difdain : 

‘Thy beauties had remain’d as long 

The theme of every poet’s fong : 

Then Myra’s conquetts had been wrote, — 
And Cleopatra died forgot. 2a 


— 


ADVICE TO'A LOVER, 
For many uhfuccefful years, 
At Cynthia’s feet I hay; * 
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Battering them often with my tears, 
{figh'd, but durft not pray. 

No proftrate wretch, before the fhrine 
Of {me lov’d faint above, 

F’er thought his goddefs more divine, 
Or paid more awful love. 


“Ses the difdainful nymph look’d down 
With coy infulting pride ; 
Receiv’d my paffion with a frown, 
Or turn’d her head afide. 
Then Cupid whifper'd in my ear, 
© Ule more prevailing charms ; 
You modeft whining fool, draw near, 
Acd clafp her in your arms. 
With eager kiffes tempt the maid, 
From Cynthia’s feet depart ; 
The lips he brifkly muft invade, 
That would poffefs the heart.” 
With that ( fhook off ali the fave, 
My better fortunes tried 5 
‘When Cynthia in a moment gave 
What fhe for years denied. 





ON THE 
CONQUEST OF NAMUR, 
A PINDARIC ODE, 
Funbly infevibed to bis rofl Sacred and Vidlorious 
Majefly. 1695. 


Oncz more, my mufe, refume thy lyre ! 
OF heroes, arms, and lofty triumphs fing : 
Strike, boldly ftrilee ch? unpractis't thrin 
"Tis William’s acts my foaricg thoughts infpire, 
And animate ny breait with nobler fire. 
My daring hand the willing lyre obeys, 
Untaught it founds the hero's praife : 
Each tuneful ftring repeats the victor’s name, 
And cchoes back the loud applaufe of fame, 
No longer, mufe, the ble(t Maria mourn, 
‘With trophies now her brighter fhrine adorn + 
Now fing her hero’s fame ia lofty (trains, 
Worthy the captive Male, and Namur’s vanquifh’d 
plains 
Natare veer brought 4 fierce deRtroyer forth, 
Of that porten ize and growth : 
But ftill, to poige the balance of the age, 
She introduc’d a hero on the ie 
Injurious Lewis like a torrent grows, 
A rapid torrent that the bank o’erflows, 
And robs our weftern world of its repofe : 
Tn vain th’ imperial eagle ttops his courfe, 
In vain confederate arms oppofe : 
On you (great prince !) th’ infefted nations wait, 
And from your fword attend a milder fate. - 

















The injur’d Belgians Willians’s aid implore, 
-\ numerous army waftes theic hore : 
Embark, my mufe, upon the Britihh fleet, 
And on the ready hero wait. 
He ilies, like Jove, to meet the Theban dame, 
When arm’d with lightning’s pointed fame, 
And in his hand ch’ avenging thunder bore: 
evar of his enfigns fill confess his 








a 
Quick of difpatch, preventing fear, 
As cowards catitious, bolder than defpaif : 
Silent, yet {wift as light, his aQive foul 
Reaches at once the barricrs andthe diftane goal, 
What labour will the hero choofe!~ 
What ation worthy of a mufe! 
‘T’ employ the hundred bufy tongues of fame, _ 
And make her hundred mouths too few to found 
his name, 
Namur's the goal in honour’s race, 
Tempting the prize, but fatal is the chafe + 
At once a lovely and amazing fight, 
Striking the eye with terror and delight. 
Founded on rocks th’ imperial fortrefs ftands, 
And all around the diftant plain commands; ‘ 
Beauty and ftrength their uemolt force imparts 
’Tis wrought by nature, and improv'd with ditig 
An awful pile! immoveable as fate,” as 
Fix'd like the folid rock that proudly basi’ 
weight. 
A thoufand brazen mouths the walls furrountd 
‘That voniit flames, with fatal fury wound : 
Death thines with terror through each fmokingt 
cloud, “ ” 
Like lightning fwitt, and as the thunder loud. 
Not the fam’d Colghean fleece could boaft 
So dread x guard, fo terrible an holt ; 
Naffau attempts a nobler enterprife, 

‘The danger’s more, and richer is the prize; 
Alone his arms canfuch a power engage, |“: 
Deftroy with fiercer flames, and thunder badk 

their rage. 
Why are the rapid Sambre's ftreams fo flow: 
‘The tardy Mafe forgets to flow 
Their lagging waves upon the turrets gaze, 
Proud to reficct theit Namur’s awful face; 
Whitt to th’ aftonifh’d thores they tell, 
Thofe wondrous walls are inacceflible, 
‘The lofty Ilion towers for beauty fam’d, ’ 
And facred walls, though rais'd by hands divintey 
Phoeugh mercenary gods her turzets fram’d, 
In flrenyth and form inferior were to thine; 
Walls, that nor Grecian arms, nor arts could, 
gain, 
And the divine Achilles florm’d in Vain. 
Your greater arms, Nailae were then unknowie 
Where'er your bellowing engines fhake, 
Where’er your more deftruive bombs arg: 
thrown, 
Nature and art in vain refiftance make, 
Nor durft the powers that built defend theig 
fhatter’d town, a 








Two rival armies now poffefs the field, 
In all the hovrid pomp of war: 

With fhining arms and brighter heroes far, 
Though both with different looks, and different’ 
aflions fill'd. 
both hofts the flake of honour lies, 
‘The chject that employs their arms and eyes, 
How to defend, or how te gain the prize. 

The Britons are a warlike race, 

In arms expert, and fam’d for arts in peace: 
Your matchlefs deeds, Naffau, they imitate, 





i Like you they death purfue, and rufh on certain fateg 


aC ii} 





; \ 
Met all the bellowing engines of the war, 
“Athidtt the ftorm can Britith minds affright : 
Nor falphur’s blahing Sames deter, 
‘Fhat giare through clouds of fmoke with horrid 
light; 7 

: ‘Though ballets there defcerid in fea! diag thowers, 
“pd thofe thé cannon Spare, the ambufi’d flame 

» degours. , 


In fatal caverps now the teeming earth 
4 “Labours with a deftruaive birth : 

‘The loud volcanos ftretch their flaming jaws, 

‘And every dreadful blaft a hoft deftroys; 

This wreck of war the upper regions thare, 
‘While arms, and men, and rocks lic fatter’d in 
ent the air. 

Pet death in every form the Britons face, 

" And march with an undaunted pace; 
‘WF heir faithlefs fteps to various ruins lead, 
hey walk in fepulchres, on graves they tread ; 

MWhil@ rocks and mountains routed from the 
, ground, = * [wound. 
Facer the hofts they flay, are tombs to thofe they 





° ‘With horrid groans diftorted nature’s rent, 
oud as thé peals thar thake the firmament : 
i roaring ordnance confirm the found, ‘ 
And mimic thunder bellows under ground, 
‘Thus on Trinacria’s mournfal fhores, 
With ruin big the raging 2Erna roars : 
+ The rifing Imoke obicures the darken'd fky, 
_. Whilft high as heaven its flaming entrails fly ; 
’ Mountains and rocks its fury hurls around, 
ppreading with ruins o'er the defolate ground. 


Whence {pring thofe flowing rays of light! 
‘That pierce through war's obfcurer night? 
* Or does the fuppliant flag difplay ‘ ° : 
Ite cheerful beams of white ? 
See! like the phofphorus of peace, 
‘The thades retire before thofe facred rays, 
‘Which introduce the bright vidorious day. 
‘The trumpet’s interceding voice { hear, 
Now foft aud tun'd unto the ear 3 
The drums in gentler parlees beat, 
The drums and trumpets both entreat; 
‘Whil war's alarms are charm'd with mulic’s 
: voice, 
And all the bloody feene of death withdraws, 
Fam'd Boufflers’ felf confents to fear, 
Bven Boufflers dreads the Britith thunderer : 
scHR fues for mercy whilft he feels his power, 
find with a trembling hand fubfcribes him cons 
queror, 


And here’ your worthies thall your triumphs 
grace, 

‘In war you guard, your ornaments in peace 
Herots are William’s and the muf.’s care, 
Partake their labours, and their laurels fhare, 

Let willing fame her trumper found, 
Great Ormond's name fhall all her breath em- 
oy, 
And dil the echoing thores with joy : 
‘Whilft cach cfficious wind conveys the f-und, 
And wafts it all th’ attentive worid around, 
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In b'oody camps he early gain’d renown, 
Early the diftant goal of honour won: 
What toils, what labours has the hero bore} « 
Not the fam’d Offory encounter’d more : 
Of whoni the Belyic plains fuch wortders tell, 
Who liv’d fo Jov’d, and fo lamented fell, 
Triumphant prince! thou Patron of +h 
mufe, [views : 
Unweary’d thee the fings, thy aéts with wonder 
* Renown'd in war! thy Rhedecina’s pride ! 
Thou dof o’er wit, and glorious camps prefide ; 
To thee the care cf arms and arts belong, : 
Whofe fame fhall tive to ages iu heroic fong, 


For all thy vidtories in war, 
You, valiane Cutts, th’ officious mufes crown, 
For you triumphant wreaths prepare, 
Immortal as your fame, and fais as your renown, 
Well did you execute your great command, 
And featter deaths with a deftru@ive hand : 
What wonders did your fwird perform, 
‘When urging on the fatal Torn,” , 
Undaunted, undifmay'd! 
» Up to the walls enclis'd with flames you led, 
And overlook’d the works on mighty heaps of 
dead. 
J£ you the hero and the poet meet, 
Your fword is fatal, but your numbers fweet. 
When in Maria's praife your lyre was ftrung, 
You charm'd the heavenly nymph to whom yaq 
fung. . 
Oh houour ! more than all thy bays, 
Than all the trophies fame and congiett raife, 
To ‘ve charm’d Maria’s breaft, and gain’d Maria's 
praife. 


Indulge one grateful Jabour more, my mufe, 
4 fubjeg friendthip bids thee choufe : 
Let Codrington’slov’d name infpire thy thought, 
With fuch a warmth and vigour as he fought : 
In vain chou doft of arms and triumphs fing, 
Unlefs he crown thy verie, and tune thy founding 
thing, 
ViGorious youth! your Charwell’s greateft pride, 
Whom ‘glorious arms, and learned arta divide ¢' 
Whilft imitating great Naffau you fight, ‘ 
His perfon guard, and conquer in his fight : 
Yoo (wift for fame your carly triumphs grow, 
And groves of laurel fhade your youthful brow, 
In you the mufes and the graces join, 
The glorious palas; and deathlets laurels thine + 
Like Phoebus’ felf your charming mufe hath 
~~ fung, [ftrung. 
Like his your warlike bow and tuneful lyre is 


But who, fam’d William’s valour dares exprefs, 
No mule can foar fo high, nor fancy paint, 

Each image will appear tao faint : 

Too weak *s the pencil’s art, and all the pow’r 
of verfe. 

How calm he Jook’d, and how ferene! 
Amit the bloody labours of the field: 
Unmov'd he views the bullets round him fly, 

And dangers move with horror by ; 

Wailkt judzment fway'd his nobler rage within, 
And his prefaying brow with hopes of conque 
fmil'd, : 
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His cheerful looks a gayer drefs put on, 
Hie eyes wich decent fury fhone : 
‘Dangers but ferv’d to heighten every grace, 
And add an awful terror to the hero’s face. 


Where’er in arms the great Naflau appears, 
‘Th’ extreme of action’s there : 
Himfelf the thickeft danger fhares, 
Him(elf th’ informing foul that animates the wars 
Heroes of old in wondrous armour fought, 

By fome immortal artift wrought : 
Achilles’ arms, and Ajax’ feven-fold thield, 
Were proof againft the dangers of the field. 
But greater William dares his breaft expofe 

Unarm’d, unguarded to his foes : 

A thoufand deaths and ruins round him fied, 
But durft not violate his facred head; 
For angel» guard the prince’s life and throne, 
Who for his empire’s fafety thus negleéts his own. 
Had he in ages pal the feeptre fway'd, 
When facred rites were unto heroes paid; 
His ftatue had on every altar food, 
His court a temple been; his greater felf a god. 


Now tune thy lyre, my mufe, now raife thy 
voice, 

Let Albion hear, her diftant thores rejoice : 
‘Thy foiemn Pwans now prepare, 
Sweet as the hynuis that fill'd the air, 


+ 
When Phebus’ felf return’d the. Python's cons 
queror. . 
When every grove, with a triumphant fong, 
Confefs'd the vitor as he pafs’d along ¢ 
Whilft with the trophies every hill- was erewa’d, 
And every echoing vale difpers’d his fame around, 
As loud the Britifh fhores their voices raife, 


And thus united fing the godlike William's prail 


What the fam'd Merlin's facred verfe of old, 
And Noftradam’s prophetic lines foretold; ‘ 
To thee, oh happy Albion, ‘s fhown, 
And, in Naffau, the promif¢ is out-done.. 
Behold a prince indulgent heaven has fent, 
Thy boundlefs withes to content : 
A prophet great indeed, whofe powerful hand’ 
Shall vanquith hofts of plagues, and heal thagi! 
groaning land, 
The great Nafflau now leads thy armies forth; 
And fhows the world the Britith worth s 
Beneath his conduct they fecurely fight, 
Their cloud by day, their guardian flame by night” 
His bounty too fhall every bard infpire, 
Reward their labours, and protect their lyreg 
For poets are to warlike princes dear, ° 
And they are valiant William's care: 
His vidories inftrué them how to write, 
William's the glorious thetne and patron of thei 
wit. ° % 
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‘i ESOP AT COURT; OR, 


SELECT FABLES, 1702 


 Vendidit hic auro patriam——~ 


‘ fixit leges pretio atque refixit.” 





Ving. En. 


ee 


4ESOP TO THE KING. 


Vicronious prince! form'd for fupreme com- 
mand, 

‘Worthy the empire of the feas and land ! 

‘Whilf impious faction fwells with native pride, 

Parties diftract the ftate, and church divide! 

And fenfelefs libels, with audacious ftyle, 

Infult thy fenate, and thy power revile ! 

‘Vouchfafe to hear th’ admired traths of old, 

Which birds and beats in fportive tales unfold; 

To curb the infolent, advance the good, 

And quell the ragings of the multitude, 

© fam'd for arms, and matchlefs in renown! 

Permit old AZfop to approach thy throne; 

To ycu the labours of his mute belong 

Accept the humble, but inftrudtive tun 





FABLE 1. 


THE RIVER AND THE FOUNTAINS, 


A aiver, infolent with pride, 
‘Phe fountain and its fprings defied ; 


That fountain, from whofe watery bed _ 
‘Th’ ungrateful flood was daily fed. 


And thus the rabble waves began s 
“ We're the delight of gods and man! 
How charming do our banks appear { 
How {wift the ftream, the flood how 





“ See how, by nature’s bounty firong, 
We whirl our legion waves along: : 
In foft meanders winding play, 

And glitter in the face of day. 


“ But thou, poor fountain, filly foul!” 
Thy head abfconding in a hole, 
Run’ft meddling on from place to place, 
Atham'd to fhow thy dirty face ; : 
In rocks and gloomy caverns found, 
‘Thou creep’ft inglorious under ground : 
D’ you kear ?. henceforth your lords obey} 
We the grand waves aflume the fway.”” 


“ Well, angry firs, che fountain ery’d, 
And how’s ycur flreams to be tupply'd? 
Ye fenfetefs fools, that would command, 
Should i withdraw my bouutcous hand, 


we THE WORKS 


@r backward turn my watery ftore, 
‘That hour you'd ceafe, and be no more. 
Go afk that bluftering fop the wind, 
‘That puts this whimfy in your mind, 
And makes your faétious furges rife, 

¥ he'll cecruit you with fupplies. 


** And when to native mud you turn, 
Such as a common-fewer would fcorn, 
“Feo late you'll curfe this frantic whim, 
When carriers’ feeds fall pifs a nobler ftream, 


THE MORAL. 
Unhappy Britain! | deplore thy fate, 
» When juries pack’d, and brib’d, infult thy flate : 
Like waves tumulguous, infolently wife, 
‘They tutor kings, and fenators advife; 
Whilf old republicans direé the ftream, 
Noe France and Rome, but monarch’s their 
am: 
‘ools rode by knaves! and paid as they deferve, 
efpis’d whilft us'd! then left to hang or ftarve. 


FABLE ll, 


THE LION’S TREATY OF PARTITION, 


A miGuty lion heretofore, 

‘Of monftrous paws and dreadful roar, 
Was bent upon a chafe : 

Invitingriends and near allies 

Frankly to fhare the {port and prize, 
During the hunting -fpace, 


‘The lynx and royal panther came, 
‘The boar and wolf of Wolfingham, 
The articles were thefe : 
Share and fhare like, whate’er they got, 
‘The divilend upon the fpot, 
And fo depart in peace. 


* Aroyal hart, delicious meat ! 
Det'in'd by inaufpicious fate, 
Was ftarted for the game : 
The hunters run him one and all, 
The chafe was long, and, at the fall, 
Each enter’d with his claim. 


One lov’d a haunch, and one a fide, 

This ate it powder'd, t’ other dried, 
Each for his fhare alune : 

Gld grey. beard then began to roar, 

The whifkers twirl’d bully'd, and fwore, 
‘The hart was all his own. 


And thus I proye my title good; 

My fricnd deceas’d fprung from our blood, 
Half’s mine as we’re ally’d 

My valour ciaims the other part ; 

43n fhort [ love a hunted hart : 
And who dares new divide ?* 


The bilk'd confederates they ftarc, 

And cry’d, “ old gentleman, deal fais, 
For once be juft and true.” 

Quoth he, and, looking wondrous gruim, 

* Behold my paws, the word is mum; 
And Lo, meffieurs, adieu!” 


OF YALBEN. 


THE MORAL, 
Tyrants can only be reftrain’d by might, 
Power’s their confcience, and the fword their right: 
Allies they court, to compafs private ends, 
But at the dividend difciaim their friends. 
Yet boaft not, France, of thy fuce: } fraud, 
Maintain'd by blood, a torment whilft enjoy'+z~ 
Imperial Calar drives the ‘orm along, 
“And Naffau's arms avenge the public wrong. 





FABLE lll, 


THE BLIND WOMAN AND MER DOCTORS. 


A WEALTRY matron, now grown old, 
Was weak in every part : 

AffliGted fore with rheums and cold, 
Yet pretty found at heart, 


But moft her eyes began to fail, 
Depriv’d of needful light: 
Nor could her fpectacles avail, 

‘Vo rectify their fight. 


Receipts the try’d, the doftors feed, 
And fpar’d for no advice 

Of men of fkill, or quacks for need 
That pradife on fore eyes, 


Salves they daub‘d on, and plaifters both, 
And this, and that was done; 

‘Then flannels, and a forchead-cloth, 
To bind and keep them on. 


Her houfe, though mall, was furnith’d neat, 
And every room did thine Z 

With pi@ures, tapeftry, and plate, 
All rich, and wondrous fine. 


Whilft they kept blind the filly foul, 
Their hands found work enough ! 

They pilfer’d plate, and goods they Role, 
Till all was carry'd off. 


When they undam’d their paticnt’s eyes, 
And now pray how’s your fight: 

Cries t’ other. this was my advice, 
knew ’c would fet you right. 


Like a luck pig the woman ftar’d, 
and up and down fhe run: 

With naked houfe and walls quite fear’ds 
She found herfelf undone. 


Doctors, quoth fhe, your cure’s my pain, 
For what ate eyes to me: 

Bring falves and forehead-cloths again, 
Vve nothing left to fee.” 


TUE MORAL. 
See, injur’d Britain, thy unhappy cafe, 
‘Thou patient with ditiemper'd cyes 3 
State-quack~ but nourith the dileale, 
and thrive by treacherous advice, 





If fond of the expenfive pain, 

When cighteen millions ran on feore z 
Let them clap mufflers on again, 

And phydic thee of cightesa more, 


POEMS. 


FABLE Iv. 
THE SATYR’s ADDRESS. 


Five fatyrs of the woodland fort, 
—Ehough politicians then: 
Their ears prick’d up, their nofes fhort, 


And brows adorn’d like aldermen; ’ 


‘With affes hoofs, great gogle eyes, 
And ample chins of Be—m’s fize : 


‘To Jove tript up with an addrefs, 
Ih fayour of the plains : 
That it would pleafe him to fapprefs 
All heats and colds, his winds and rains; 
The fun that he’d extinguith too, 
And in the fkies hang fomething new. 


“ My wife reforming friends, quoth Jove, 
Our elements are good ! 
‘We manage for the heft above, 
Though not fo rightly underitood ; 
But fince fuch profound {quires are fent, 
‘We'll treat you like the cream of Kent.”* 


Then Jove brought out ztherial fire 

In a gilt chafing-difh : 
The fparkling flame they all admire, 

Twas fine, they vow’d, as heart could with : 
They gay’d, they grian’d, they jump’d about | 
Jove, give us that, the fun put out! 





The charming flames they all embrace, 

Which, ury’d by Nature’s laws, 
Their fhaggy hides fet in ablaze, 

Atid foundly fing’d their paws 5 
Yn corners then they fucak’d wich terror dumb, 
Andover th’ immortal pavemynts feud it home, 

THE MOKAL. 

How fenfelefs are our modern Whiggith tools, 
Beneath the dignity of Britith fools! 
With beef refolv’d, and fortity'd with ale, 
‘They cenfure monarchs, and at fenates rail ; 
So vagerly to public mifchief run, 
"Phat they prevent the hands, which loo them on. 
O true machines! and heads devoid of brains! 
Affront that (enate which your rights maintains! 
‘Thus ideots fport with power, and flames embrace, 
‘Till {marting folly glarcs them in the face, 


FABLE V. 
THE FARMER AND HIS DOG, 


‘Turre dwelt a farmer in the weft, 
As we're in ftory told ; 

Whofe herds were Igrge and flocks the beft 
That ever lin’da fold. 


Arn’ with a ftaff, his ruffer coat, 
And Towler by his fide, 

Early and late he tun’d his throat 
And every wolf defy’d. 


Lov’d Towfer was his heart’s delight, 
In cringe and fawning fkill'd, 

Yntrufted with the flocks by night, 
And guardian of the field, 





“ Towfer, quoth he, I'm for a-fairg 
Be regent in my reom: 7 

Pray of my tender flocks take carey 
And keep all fafe at home. 


{ know thee watchful, juft, and brave, 
Right worthy fuch a place = 

No wily fox fhall thee deceive, 
Nor wolf dare fhow his face.” 


But ne’er did wolves a fold infeft, 
At regent Towfer’s rate : 

He din'd and fupp’d upon the bef, 
And frequent breakfatts ate. 


The farmer oft receiv'd advice, 
And laugh’d at the report : 
But, coming on him by furprife, 
Jot found him at the fport. 


* Ingrateful beaft, quoth he, what means 
That bloedy mouth and paws? 

know the bafe, the treacherous ftains, 
Thy breach of truft and laws. 


The fruits of my paft love I fee ; 
Roger, the halter bring ; 

E'cn trufs him on that pippin tree, 
And let friend Towser {wiag. 


Pll fpare the famith’d wolf and for, 
That ne’er my bounty knew : 
But, as the guardian of my flocks, 
This neckcloth is your due.” 
THE MORAL, 
When minifters their prince abufe, 
And on the fubjeés prey: 
With ancient monarchs twas in ule, 
To fend them Towfer’s way, 


FABLE VI. 
THE FOX AND BRAMBLES 


Ren, an old poacher after game, 
Saw grapes look tempting fine = 
But, now grown impotent and lame, 
Could nut command the vine ; 
His lips he lick’d, ftood ogleing with his eyes, 
Strain’d at a running jump, but mifs’d the prizeg 


Quoth he, that honeft buth hard-by 
Might give a friend a lift: 
In troth, its curtefy I'll try, 
And venture for a thift. 
Without more words he bounces to the top, 
But gor’d and wounded is compeil'd to drop. 


Down Reynard came, batter’d and tore, 
He blow’d and lick’d his paws: 
Then mutter’d to himfelf and fwore, 
Curfing the fatal caufe; . {feors,; 
Damn’d rafcal fhrub, quoth he, whom hedge-fakes 
Beneath a furs-bufh, or the fcoundrel thorn! 


* Good words, friend Ren, the bufh reply’dy 
Here ne encroacher ‘fcapes: 

Thofe foxes that on brambles ride 
Love thorns, as well as grapess 


ee 
~ Bae better language would your mouth becume : 
Myou muft curfe, go curfe the fool at home.” 
: THE MORAL. 

‘Who firkt offend, then ier difputes engage, 
Should check their paffions and indecent rage t 
But peevith age, of weak refentmente proud, 
ike woman's ftubborn, impotent, and loud. 


1 
MLmanners never found a juft pretence, 
And rude expreffions fhow a barren fenfe : 
But, when high birth defcends to mean abufe, 
The crime runs foulztt, and finds no excufe, 


FABLE VII. 
. THE Pox AND WEAZLE, 
Wo the late Honeurable the Commiffiners of the Prien 
. Office. 
r.% ‘weeny weazle heretofore, 
, Mery rapacious, lank, and poor; 
“Phat had no place, {mail comings-in, 
And liv'd in terror of the gin; 
Nor got a morfel to his hole, 
Bur what he either bege’d or tole; 
One night a foraging for prey, 
He found a Rore-houfe in his sway : 
Each cranny then he nimbly pat; 
‘With lantern jaws and flender wait; 
And made long time his quarters good, 
On flaughter’d mice and wheaten food. 
But, growing corputent and round, 
“Too fall the widert chink was found : 
And now he fqueez'd and thrudt in vain, 
For liberty and home again. 


A fox that chanc’d to ftroll that way, 
For meditation’s fake, or prey, 
Stood grinning at him for a while, 
‘With rogueith looks and fheering fmile ; 
And though he threwdly gave a guefs, 
Yet atk'd him how and what's the cafe; 
And why his weaglethip would keep 
In durance vile, and play bo-peep. . 


Quoth he, * Alack, Sir, f was Jean, 
‘Haggard and poor, when £ came in: 
A ikeleton,.mere fkin and bone! 
Though now fo grofs and bulky grown, 
That, with good cheer and dainties fed, 
My rump is bigger than my head. 

But if a helping paw yan’ll lend, 

To force a board, and ferve a friend; 
So fain | would my bacon fave, 

PU kifs your foot, and live your flave.”” 


Quoth Ren, “ We dodtors hold it beft, 
After a long debauch, to faft: 
Then as for difcipline, ‘tis ft, 
You take-a quantum fificit. 
Slacken with abftinence your fkin, 
ind you'll return as you got in: 
For, till each collop you refund, 
You're like to quarter in Lob’s-pound.”” 
THE MORAL, 
C2far, no more in foreign camps expofe 
Your facred lite, to Britain's gencrous foes: 
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Thy dread tribunal now ereé& at home, 
And, arm’d with vengeance, to her refcue come. 
in power her hafeft enemies remain, ig 
Opprefs thy fubjects, and thy treafures drain : 
With fums immenfe they raife their for:unes high, 
Though armies Rarve, and fleets neglected lie. 
Bane of the war! curfe of thy martial reign t 

. You thare the toil and dangers, they the gain: 4 
To juftice then the known offenders bring, 
Avenge thy people, and affert the king. 


FABLE VII. 


AN OWL AND Tue suR, 


A saucy buffle-headed ow! 

One morning on the fun fell foul, 
Becaufe it made him blind: 

But by his fophiftry you'll guefs 

Him not of the Athenian race, 
But a more modern kind, 


The morn was fragrant, cool, and bright, 
The fun illuftrious with his light, 
Difpenfing warmth to all ; 
Madge on a pinnacle was got, 
Sputtering and hooting like a fot, 
And thas began the brawl, 
“ D'ye hear, you prince of red-fac'd fouls! 
Hot-headed puppy! foe to owls! 
Why this offenfive blaze ? ; 
Behind fome cloud go fneak afide, 
Your carbuncles and rubies hide, 
And quench that flaming face, 


“ When {'m a taking the freth air, 

Whip in my eyes you come full glare, 
And fo much rudenefs fhow 

! wonder when the modeft moon 

Would ferve an owl as you have done, 
Or tan and burn one fo! 


Bright Pheebus fmil'd at what was faid, 
And cry’d, “ "Tis well, Sir Logger-heady 
You're neither fenfe nor fhame ! 
Becaufe a blinking fool can’t bear 
An objedi fo tranfcending fair, 
The fun muft take the blame. 


Shall U the univerfe benight, 

And rob the injur’d world of light, 
Becaufe you rail and fcoul ; 

When birds of the mot abject fort 

Detide und grin you for their Sport, 
Aad treat you like an owl?” 


THE MoRaL, 

Who libel fenates, and traduce the great, 
Meafure the public goed by Private hate : 
Intereft’s their rule of love; fierce to oppofe 
All whom fuperior virtue makes their foes, 

Thy merits, Rochefter *, thus give offence ; 
The guilty fa@ion hates difcerning fenfe 


* Laurence Hyde, Earl of Rochefter, was then Lord 
Eieurenazt of ireland. See an account of him in the 
“ Supplement to Swill” 


oa 
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This Harley +, Seymour J, Howe §, and Mack- 
worth find, 

Great eye forea to the loud rapacious kind ; 

But, whilft iv holes addrefling owls repine, 

Bright as the fun their patriot names will thine. 


FABLE IX, 
THE SEA AND THE BANKS, 


As out at fea a ruffling gale it blew, 
And clouds o’ercaft the gloomy skies : 
The furges they began to rife, 
And terrify the failors, jecund crew. 
‘his to the wanton billows was but fport, 
They roar'd and gambol’d it along, 
This was the burden of their fung, 
‘They'd have a ftorm, and fhow good reafon for’t. 


Then a frefh maggot takes rhem in the head, 
© One inerry jaunt on shore : 

'd not be fetter'd up, they fwore, 

to the infulted margin faid : 








“ Hey, flugs! d’ye hear, ye lazy hounds! 

Open to right and left! make way, 

And give free paffage to the fea, 

Down with your ramparts and ob{trudting mounds. 

546 See how they ftir! awake, ye brutes! 

And let us have one frifk at land ; 

Or, ’zbud, we'll wath you into fand; 

‘Without the tedious form of long difputes.”” 

& HoldT fofe and fair! the banks reply'd ; we're 

bound, 

In honour, to make good our poft: 

Acd will, for all your windy boaft, 

As barriers to the fea, maintain our ground, 

Go, lord it in your watery realms, the main! 
‘There rage and blufter as you pleafe, 
Licentious in your native feas, 

But not an inch as trefpaffers you'll gain. 

So, my fierce mutineers, be jogging home! 

For if you dare invade our ccaft, 

You'll run your heads againt a poft, 

And fhamefully retire in empty foam.’* 

THE MORAL. 

Though diftord forms the clements for war, 
Their well-pois'd ftrength prevents the fatal jar : 
Harmonious nature fets the balance right, 

And each compels the other to unite, 





In emrire thus true union is mainta 
Rach power's by a fubordinate reftrain’d : 
But, when Jike raging waves they overflow 
Their ftated buunds, and on the weaker grow; 
Thrice happy realms! where there are patriots 
found, 
To check invaders, and maintain their ground, 


FABLE X. 
THE NIGHTINGALE AND CUCKOW. 
A PeNEFOL nightingale, whofe warbling throat 
Was torm’d for lofty fosg, 
AA herwards Farl of Oxford. 


Charles Scymotr, Luke of Somerfet. 
\ Sfobrsowe, Eig. of famova meay, 


EM & ft 
With every fweet harmonious note 

He charm'd the liftening throng : 
The hooting cuckow was di-pleas'd alone, 
Condemn’d his manner, and extoll’d her owa. 


This {creaming fop, quoth fhe, that fcares 
All creatures with his din ; 
When folks are litening to my airs, 
Forfooth he’s purting in. 
Here’s {uch a chattering kept, and odious noife, 
My fong’s quite {poil'd with hie confounded 4 
voice.”” ae 
The injur'd fongfter modeftly reply’d 5 
“' Since you perform fo fine, 
The conteft let fome judge decide, 
And try your ikill with mine ; 
Vanquith’d, I'l your fuperior genius own.” 
‘The cuckow fhook her head, and cry'd "twas. 


A folemn plodding afs that graz’d the plain 
Was for an umpire chofe : 
The nightingale advanc’d his ftrain, 
And charm’d with every clofe. 
The cuckow’s note was one unvary’d tone, 
Exceeding hoarfe, yet pleas’d, fhe roar’d it an. 
Appeal was made ; the judge this fenteace gave, 
“ You, firrah, nightingale ! 
OF mufic you fome fmatterings have, 
And may in time do wall; 
But for fubftantial fong, I needs muft fay, 
My friend, the cuckow, bears the bell away.’* 


THE MORAL. 

Matkworth *, who reads thy well-digetted linesy 
Where eloquence with nervous reafon fhines, 
Sees art and judgment flow through every page, 
The patriot’s zeal free from indecent rage; 

So pure thy ftyle, thy manners fo refin’d, 
Your pen tranfmits the candour of your minds, 

Yet happier he that has the anfwer wrote, 
In-penury of fenfe, and dearth of thought : 
Whilft affes judge, and faction claims a vote, 
Abufive nonfenfe is th’ admired note; 

Where want of art and manners merit praife, 
He robs the cuckow of her ancient hays, 


FABLE XI. 


THE SUN AND THE WIND, 


Tue fun and wind one day fell out 
In matters they difcours’d about. 
Old Boreas, in a rage, we 
Call’d the fan fool, and fwore he ly"d, 
Spit in his face, his power defy'd, 
And dar’d him to engage. . 
Quoth he, “ Yon goes a traveller, 
With formal cloak and looks demure, 
The Whiggith figns of grace : 
Who fairly off the cloak can force, 
From one fo ftiff, proud, and morofe,. 
Defzrves the upper place.” 


* Sir Humphry Mackworth, to wham Yalden addrefled 
an excellent poetical cpitile * On the mines late ot Sic 
* Carhery Price. 

} pamphists abou: 






Sis tiumphty wrote (ome political 
is tune, 





‘With chat the wind began to rife, 
Blutter'd and ftorm'd it through the fkies, 
Making a difmal roar : 
‘The non-con. wrapp’d his cloak about, 
rudg'd on, refolv’d to weather’t out, 
And fee the tempeft o’er. 
‘The form being fpent, with piercing rays, 
Full on his fhoulders Phoebus plays, * 
Which foon the zealot felt; 
Affide the cumberous cloak was thrown, 
Panting and faint, he Jaid him down, 
More decently to melt. 
Fhe fun then afk’d his bluftering friend, 
Wi farther yet he durft contend, 
And try fome other way: 
/ But, confcious of fo plain a truth, 
‘He put his finger in his mouth, 
Without a word to fay. 
2 THE MORAL. 
Your Whigs-difgrac'd, like bullies of the town, 
: Libel and rail, the more they’re tumbled down ; 
Superior merit ftill prevails at laft, 
‘The fury of their feeble ftorm is paft. 
But when the fenate darts its piercing rays, 
Fation unbuttons, and rebates ics pace : 
‘The hypocritic cloak is tirefume found, 
And the faint zealot pants upon the ground, 


FABLE Xi. 
THE BOAR AND FOREST, 


A.110N, generous and brave, 

For wars renown’d, belov’d in peace ; 

His lands in royal bounties gave, 
And treafures much impair'd by aéts of grace. 

Bis minifters whole realms obtain’d ; 

And courtiers, much inclin'’d to want, 

His manors begg'd, and forfeits gain’d, 
With patents to confirm the royal grant. 


‘The boar, to fhow a fubjed’s love, 
Crav’d for the public good a boon, 
His ancient foreft to improve, 

By felling trees, and cutting timber down, 
“ Alcoves and fhady walks, quoth he, 
Are laid afide, become a jeft ; 
Your viftos lofty, wide, and free, 

Are @ Ja mode, and only in requeft.”” 

* The grant heing pafs’d, the ravenous boar, 
A defert of the féreft made: 
Up by the roots vait oaks he tore, 

And low on carth the princely cedars laid, 
This act of violence and wrong 
Alarum’d all the favage race; 
With loud complaints to court they throng, 


Stripp'd of their fhades, and ancient refting-place. 


‘With generous rage the lion fhook, 

And vow'd che boar thould dearly pay; 

« Shate, quoth he, a down-caft look, 
That robs the public in a friendly way. 

“ Unhappy groves, my empires pride! 

Lov’d folituces, ye thades divine! 
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The rage of tempefts ye defy'd, 
Condemn’d to perith by a fordid fwine. 
“ Ye rural deities, and powers unknown, 
What can fo great a lofs fuffice | 
If& hung brawner will atone, 
Accept friend chucky for a facrifice.” 
THE MORAL, eS 
‘The Britith oak’: our nation's ftrength and pride, 
With which triumphant o'er the main we ride; 
Infulting foes are by our navies aw’d, 
A guard at home, our dreaded power abroad. 
Like Druids then your forefts facred keep, 
Preferve with them your empire of the deep, 
Subjedts their prince's bounty oft abufe, 
And fpoil the public for their private ufe 
But no rapacious hand fhould dare deface, 
The royal tores of a well-timber’d chafe, 


FABLE XIIL 
‘THE FOX AND FLIES. 


As crafty Reynard ftrove to fwim 
The torrent of a rapid ttream, 
To gain the farther fide; 
Before the middie {pace was patt, 
A whirling eddy caught him fatt, 
And drove him with the tide. 
With vain efforts and Rruggling fpent, 
Half drown’d, yet fore’d the ph ees 
Poor ren a foaking fay ; 
Till fome kind ebb fhould fet him ireey 
Or chance reftore that liberty 
‘The waves had took away. 
A fwarm of half-ftare’d haggard flies, 
With fury feiz’d the floating prize, 
By raging hunger Jed ; 
With many a curfe and bitter groan, 
He fhook his fides, and wifh’d them gone, 
Whilft plenteoufly they fed. 
A Redge-hog faw his evil plight; 
Touch’d with compaffion at the fight, 
Quoth he, ** To fhow f’m civil, 
Pl bruh thofe fwigging dugs away, 
That on thy blood remorfeicfs prey, 
And fend them te the devil.” 
“ No, courteous Sir, the Fox reply’d, 
Let them infeft and gore my hide, 
With their infatiate thirft ; 
Since I {uch fatal wounds fuftain, 
“Twill yield fome pleafure ’midf the paiti, 
‘To fee the blood-hounds burft.” 


‘THE MORAL; FROM NOSTRADAMUS. 


“ Le fang du Jufte A Londres fera faute 
“ Brufler par feu, &ec.”” 


Thus guilty Britain to her Thames complains, 
“ With royal blood defil’d, O cleanfe my ftaina! 
Whence plagues arife: whence dire contagions 

come! 

Aud flames that my Augufta’s pride confume !” 

“ In vain, faith Thames ; the Regicidal breed 
Will iwarm again, by them thy land fhall bleed ¢ 
Extremeit curls! but fo jufh Heaven decreed ! 


Po 


“Republicans fhall Britain’s treafures drain, 
Betray her monarch, and her church profane ! 


Tul, gerg'd with fpoils, with blood the leeches 


burft, 


Qr Tyburn add the fecond to the firft.” 


FABLE XIV. 
THE BEAR AND MOUNTEBANK. 


Tuere liv'd a quack in high repute, 
By virtue of a velvet fuit, 
And celebrated bill; 
‘As for his knowledge, 'tis allow'd, 
He had cnough to cheat the crowd, 
And that’s good modern fkill, 


Once as this orator held forth 
On topics of his medicines’ worth, 

And wondrous cures they wronght; 
Though not a word they underftood, 
“His eloquence fo charm’d the crowd, 

That (till they gap’d and bought. 
‘Miait his harangue, one day it chanc’d, 
Tom Dove * the bear that way advane’d, 

In proceffion to his ftake ; 

The rabble quit their doctor ftraight, 
And with huzzas on Bruin wait, 

Who thus the chief befpake : 

D’ ye bear, ye pack of bawling louts, 
Compoes'd ot in, ftink, and clouts, 

Why all this nuife and do? 

Though through my nofe a ring is got, 
And here I'm baited like a fot, 

Still F refemble you. 

%* Obferve that mountcbanking fool, 
Perch'd yonder on his thrus kgy'd Qool, 

With poifonous drays te fill; . 

Bee o’er his fhoulder how he fieers, 
Three hours to lug you by the ears, 

Yet pleafes wondrous well, 

* With fulfome lies and ftupid tuff, 
He cheats and banters you enough, 

Yet there ye flock by fhoals; 

i chance a bear’s brought out, 
w, laugh, and fhout, 
And who". the greater fools? 











*® So, brother moniters, face about, 
The quack your kcepet, wants his rout; 

For, underneath the rofe, 
Another fort of brutes there are, 
Befides a Gupid Rulfian bear, 

‘That's mifled by the nofe,”” 

THE MURALs 

Nl minifters, Hike quacks, the crowd deceive. 
Defraud them for their good; and they beliecs: 
At France and Rome they rail with fpecious arts, 
And, whilft they cheat the vulgur, gain their 

hearts. 








cious Bruin fmells them out, 

expofing to the injur’d rout ; 

To mifchiet prone, implacable, and ftrong, 

Ten thoufand tongues and hands revenge the 
wrong. 





® Toon Dove las been celebrated by Dryden and King, 





M 289. 
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FABLE XV. 


THE PEACOCK PROCLAIMED RING. 


A vuLvwre, old and feeble grown, 
nok up and much reform'd his life ;~ 
His beak decay'd, and talons gone, 
Yet ftill he relith’d noife and ftrife, 
Once a young peacock to the birds brought forth 
Qn his high birth harangued, and. blpoming: .- 
worth. 
“ The ifles and watery realm, faid he, 
This hopeful monarch fhail command { 
His fceptre to depend on me, 
And rule the tributary land; 
Refcrving only for our royal ufe, 
Whate'er the feas and fertile coafts produce.” 


The peacock, a pert dapper fpark, 
Made the fagacious vulture’s choice ; 
His title and defcent, though dark, 
Soon gain’d the whole affembly’s voice, 
The pye except, a member of the board, 
Who, ‘midft their acclamations, crav’d a word, 


“H 


Lis bighnefs’ merits and defert, 
Quoth he, tis needlels to difpute ; 
In giving entpires we're too pert, 
With neither right nor power to do’t ; 
You've made a peacock king: pray, now ‘tis 
done, 
What champion here conducts him to his throne. 
“ Where the imperial eagle reigns, 
Renown’d for arms, and warlike might, 
Who fuch a feeble youth difdains, 
And vultures dares engage in fight? 
Therefore, meflicurs, it is my private voice, 
That the pofletfer fit approve our choice.” 





THE MORAL, 

Cefar, that prince betray’ his fears, 
Who tyles thee monarch in the field, 
But, when thy army difappears, 

Yo weak pretenders will thy titles yield. 

But wifer politicians fay, . 

True conduét is not fo much fhown, 
in giving others’ realms away, 
As in défending well their own. 


FABLE XVI. 


A LACONIC CONDEMNED, 


A sace laconic, truly wile, 
Whofe converfation was concife, 
‘Train’d up in rigid {chools; 
Once, when a fingle word would do, 

Had lavithly made ufe of two, 
in bigh contempt of rules. 

A bill againft him was preferr'd, 
The charge by evidence averr’d, 
That fully prov’d the fad: 
The judges aggravate the crime, 
In words as few, and little time, 

As aniwer'd mea compad, 


: - THE WORKS OF YALDEN. 


‘Quoth one, “ The being too verbole 
A mildemeanor is fo grote 
Of that pernicious. kind |. 
The punithment muft reach your fenfe, 
«And reafon {mart for this offence, 
By torturing your mind, 
Read Jura Populi o'er twice, 
Pittis and Bunyan, books of price ! 
‘Atid Oats’s modeft vein : 
Read Baxter's volumes, Tindal’s works, 
Yorkhire Petith with that of Bucks, 
‘True cant, and libel ftrain. 


* For folid nonfenfe, thoughtlefs words, 
Whe vindication of the Lords, 
« That anfwers “ Mackworth’s State :* 


Read firit and fecond paragraph, 
Hf poffiple drudge on through half, 
Your crime you’lLexpiate.” 
‘The wretch with flrong convulfions fhook, 
Defpair and anguifh in his took, 
To heaven for mercy crp'ds 
‘Quoth he, “ Send gibbets, racks, or wheel, 
Igiers and gallies pleafe me well, 
Such torments Vil abide. 


* Bot damn me not for one offence, 
To volumes unally’d to fenfe, 
Vainly to wafte my breath : 
That anfwer to the Commons’ rights 
-With Jabour’d dullnefs fo affrights, 
‘The thoughts are worfe than death.” 


wee 
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